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To the Right Honourable 


#1 7 8 


Earl of Leiceſter, &c. 


* 


AR be it from me, (my moſt noble Lord) 
to think, that any thing which my Meanneſs 
4 can produce, ſhou'd be worthy to be offer'd 
to your Patronage ; or that ought which I can fa 
of you ſhou'd recommend you farther, to the 
Eſteem. of good Men in this preſent Age, or to the 
Veneration which will certainly be paid you by 
Poſterity. On the other fide, I muſt acknowledge 
it a great Preſumption in me, to make you 
this Addreſs; and ſo much the greater, becauſe 
by the common Suffrage even of contrary Parties, 
vou have been always regarded as one of the firſt 
Perſons of the Age, and yet no one Writer has dar'd 
to tell you ſo: whether we have been all conſcious 
to ourſelves that it was a needleſs Labour to give 
this Notice to Mankind, as all Men are aſham'd to 
Vor. VI. A 4 tell 


The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 


tell ſtale News; or that we were juſtly diffident of 
our own Performances, as even Cicero is obſerv'd to 
be in awe when he writes to Atticus ; where know- 
ing himſelf overmatch'd in good Senſe, and Truth of 
Knowledge, hedrops the gaudy T rain of Words, and 
is no longer the vain-glorious Orator. From what- 
ever Reaſon it may be, I am the firſt bold Offender 
of this kind : I have broken down the Fence, and 
ventur'd into the holy Grove : how I may be pu- 
niſh'd for my profane Attempt, I know not; but I 
wiſh it may not be of ill Omen to your Lordſhip ; 


and that a Croud of bad Writers do not ruſh into the 


Quiet of your Receſſes after me. Every Man in all 
Changes of Government, which have been, or may 
poſſibly arrive, will agree, that I cou'd not have of- 
fer'd my Incenſe, where it cou'd be ſo well deſerv'd. 
For you, my Lord, are ſecure in your own Merit ; 
and all Parties, as they riſe uppermoſt, are ſure to 
court you in their turns; 'tis a Tribute which has 
ever been paid your Virtue : The leading Men ſtil! 
bring their Bullion to your Mint, to receive the 
Stamp of their intrinſick Value, that they may af- 
terwards hope to paſs with human kind. They riſe 


and fall in the Variety of Revolutions; and are fome- 


times great, and therefore wiſe in Mens Opinions, 
who muſt court them for their Intereſt : But the Re- 
putation of their Parts moſt commonly follows their 
Succeſs ; few of em are wile, but as they are in 
Power : Becauſe indeed, they have no Sphere of their 
own, but like the Moon in the Copernican dyſtem of 
the World, are whirl'd about by the Motion of a 
greater Planet. This it is to be ever buly ; neither to 
oivereſttotheirFellow-Creatures, nor, which is more 
wretchedly ridiculous, to themſelves : Tho' truly, 
the latter is a kind of Juſtice, and giving Mankind a 
due Revenge, that they will not permit _ own 
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Hearts to be at quiet, who diſturb the Repoſe of all 


beſide them. Ambitious Meteors ! how willing they 
are to ſet themſelves upon the Wing ; taking every 
Occaſion of drawing upward to the Sun: Not con- 
ſidering that they have no more Time allow'd them 
for their Mounting, than the ſhort Revolution of a 
Day; and that when the Light goes from them, 
they are of neceſſity to fall. How much happier 
is he, (and who he is I need not ſay, for there is 
but one Phoenix in an Age) who centring on him- 
ſelf remains immoveable, and fmiles at the Madneſs 
of the Dance about him? He poſſeſſes the midſt, 
which is the Portion of Safety and Content; He 
will not be higher, becauſe he needs it not; but by 
the Prudence of that Choice, he puts it out of For- 
tune's Power to throw him down. Tis confeſt, 
that if he had not ſo been born, he might have been 
too high for Happineſs; but not endeavouring to 
aſcend, he ſecures the native Height of his Station 
from Envy: and cannot deſcend from what he is, 
becauſe he depends not on another. What a glo- 
rious Character was this once in Rome! I ſhou'd 
ſay in Athens, when in the Diſturbances of a State 
as mad as ours, the wiſe Pomponius tranſported all 
the remaining Wiſdom and Virtue of his Country, 
into the Sanctuary of Peace and Learning. But I 
would aſk the World, (for you, my Lord, are too 
nearly concern'd to judge this Cauſe) whether there 
may not yet be found a Character of a noble 
Engliſb Man equally ſhining with that illuſtrious 
Roman, Whether I need to name a ſecond 
Atticus; or whether the World has not already pre- 
vented me, and fix'd it there without my Naming. 
Nor a ſecond with a {ngo fed proximus intervallo, 
not a young Marcellus, flatter'd by a Poet into the 
Reſemblance of the firſt, with a frons læla parum, 


As O 


The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 
elke lumina vultu, and the reſt that follows, f 
ge faia aſpera rumpas, Tu Marcellus eris : But a 
Perſon. of the ſame Stamp and Magnitude; who 
owes nothing to the former, beſides the Word Ro- 
mam, and the Superſtition of Reverence, devolving 
on him by the Precedency of eighteen hundred 


Vears: One who walks by him with equal Paces, 


and ſhares the Eyes of Beholders with him: One 
who had been firſt, had he firſt liv'd; and in ſpite 
of doating Veneration is {till his Equal. Both of 
them born of noble Families, in unhappy Ages of 
Change and Tumult: both of them retiring from 
Affairs of State: Yet not leaving the Common- 
wealth, till it had left itſelf : but never returning 
to publick Buſineſs, when they had once quitted it; 
tho” courted by the Heads of either Party. But 
who wou'd truft the Quiet of their Lives, with the 
Extravagancies of their Countrymen, when they 
were juſt in the Giddineſs of their Turning; when 
the Ground was tottering under them at every 
Moment ; and none cou'd gueſs whether the next 
Heave of the Earthquake wou'd ſettle them on the 
Firſt Foundation, or ſwallow it? Both of *em knew 
Mankind exactly well; for both of 'em began that 
Study in themſelves ; and there they found the beſt 
part of human Compoſition, the worſt they learn'd 
by long Experience of the Folly, Ignorance, and Im- 
morality of moſt befide them; their Philoſophy on 
both ſides, was not wholly ſpeculative, for that is bar- 
ren, and produces nothing but vain Ideas of things 


which cannot poſſibly be known, or if they cou'd, 


= wou'd only terminate in the Underitanding ; 
ut it was a noble, vigorous, and practical Philoſo- 
phy, which exerted itſelf in all the Offices of Pity, 
to thoſe \who were unfortunate, and deſerv'd 
not ſo to be. The Friend was always _ Co- 

ader's 
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ſider'd by them than the Cauſe: And an Ociauius, 
or an Antony in diſtreſs, were reliev'd by them, 
as well as a Brutus or a Caſſius. For the lower- 
moſt Party, to a noble Mind, is ever the fitteſt 
Object of Good-will. The eldeſt of them, I will 


| ſuppoſe for his Honour, to have been of the Aca- 


demick Sect, neither Dogmatiſt nor Stoick ; if he 
were not, } am ſure he ought in common Juſtice, 


to yield the Precedency to his younger Brother. 


For Stiffneſs of Opinion is the effect of Pride, and 
not of Philoſophy : *Tis a miſerable Preſumption 
of that Knowledge which human Nature is too 
narrow to contain. And the Ruggedneſs of a Stoick 
is only a filly Affectation of being a God: To 
wind himſelf up by Pullies, to an Inſenſibility of 
Suffering; and at the ſame time to give the Lye 
to his own Experience, by ſaying he ſuffers nor, 
what he knows he feels. True Philoſophy is 
certainly of a more plant Nature, and more ac- 
commodated to human Uſe; Homo ſum, human 
a me nibil alienum puta. A wiſe Man will never 
attempt an Impoſſibility : and ſuch it is to ſtrain 
himſelf beyond the Nature of his Being : either 
to become a Deity, by being above Suffering, or to 
debaſe himſelf into a Stock or Stone, by pretend- 
ing not to feel it. To find in ourſelves the Weak- 

neſſes and ImperfeCtions of our wretched Kind, is 
ſurely the moſt reaſonable Step we can make to- 
wards the Compaſhon of our Fellow- Creatures. I 
cou'd give Examples of this kind in the ſecond 


Atticus. In every Turn of State, without med- 


dling on either fide, he has always been favoura- 
ble and aſſiſting to oppreſt Merit. The Praiſes 
which were given by a great Poet to the Jate Queen 
Mother on her rebuilding Semerjet Palace, one 
Part of which was fronting to the mean Houſes on 


the other fide of the Water, are as juſtly his: 
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For, the Diſtreſsd, and the Aflifted lie 
Maſi in his Thoughts, and always in his Eye. 


Neither has he ſo far "EDEN a poor Inhabitant of 
his Suburbs, whoſe beſt Proſpect is on the Gar- 
den of Leiceſter Houſe ; but that more than once 


he has heen offering him his Patronage, to re- 


concile him to a World, of which his Misfor- 
tunes have made him weary. There is another 
Sidney {till remaining, tho' there can never be 
another Spenſer to deſerve the Favour. But one 
Sidney gave his Patronage to the Applications of 
a Poet; the other offer d it unaſked.- Thus, 
whether as a ſecond Atticus, or a ſecond Sir 
Philip Sidney, the latter in all reſpects will not 
have the worſe of the Compariſon ; and if he 
will take up with the ſecond Place, the World 


will not fo far flatter his Modeſty, as to feat him 


there, unleſs it be out of a Deference of Manners, 
that he may place himſelf where he pleaſes at his 
own Table. 

I may therefore ſafely conclude, that he, who 
by the Conſent of all Men, bears ſo eminent a 
Character, will out of his inborn Nobleneſs for- 
give the: Preſumption of this Addreſs. Tis an un- 
finiſhed Picture, I confeſs, but the Lines and Fea- 
tures are fo like, that it cannot be miſtaken for 
any other; and without writing any Name under 
it, every Beholder muſt cry out, at the firſt ſight, 
this was deſign'd for Atticus; but the bad Artiſt 
has caſt too much of him into Shades. But ! 
have this Excuſe, that even the greateſt Maſters 
commonly fall ſhort of the beſt Faces. They may 
Datter an indifferent Beauty; but the Excellencics 
of Nature can have no Right done to them : For 

there 


5 — — — — —— 
— 4 — 


4 


The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 


there both the Pencil and the Pen are overcome 


by the Dignity of the Subject: as our admirable 
Mailer has expreſs'd it, 


The Herae' + Rave tra ſeends the Poet's Thought, 


7 here are few in any Age who can bear the 
Load of a Dedication; for where Praiſe is undeſerv'd, 
tis Satire : Tho Satire on Folly is now no longer 
a Scandal to any one Perſon, where a whole Age is 


dipt together ; yet I had rather undertake a Multi- 


tude one way, than a ſingle Atticus the other ; for 
*tts ealter to deſcend, than *tis to climb. I ſhou'd 
have gone aſham'd out of the World, if I had not 
at leaft attempted this Addreis, which J have long 
thought owing : And if I had never Adept 1 
might have been vain enough to think I might have 
ſucceeded in it. Now I have made the Ex cperiment, 
and have fail'd, thro' my Unworthineſs, 1 may reſt 
fatisfy d, that either the Adventure is not to be at- 
chiev'd, or that it is reſery'd for ſome other Hand. 
Be pleas” d therefore, fince' the Family of the 
Attici is and ought to be above the common Forms 
of concluding Letters, that I may take my teave in 
the Words of Cicero to the firft of them; Me, 0 
Pomponi, val? fœnitet vivere; tantum te oro, 
wut quoniam me ipſe ſemper ardfit t, ut codem amore 


is; ; ego vimirum idem fun, Trim mei inca mihi, 


non me ipſum ademerunt. Cura, Attice, ui valeas. 


Dabam Cal. 
Jan. 1690. 
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Hether it bappendd thro' a long Diſuſe of 
Writing, that I forgot the ufual Compaſs of 
a Play: or that by crouding it with Characters 

and Incidents, I put a Neceſſity upon myſelf of length- 

ning the main Action, I know not: But the firft Day's 

Audience ſufficiently convinc'd me of my Error; and 

that the Poem was inſupportably too long. Tis an ill 

Ambition of Poets, to pleaſe an Audience with more 

than they can hear: And, ſuppoſing that we wrote as 

well as vainly we imagine ourſelves to write, yet we 
ought to conſider, that no Man can bear to be long 
tickled. There is a Nauſeouſneſs in a City-Feaſt, when 
we are to fit four Hours after we are cloy'd. I am 
therefore in the firſt place to acknowledge, with all man- 
ner of Gratitude, their Civility, who were pleas'd to 
endure it with ſo much Patience, to be weary with fo 
much Good-nature and Silence, and not to explode an 

Entertainment, which was deſign'd to pleaſe them; 

or diſcourage an Author, whoſe Mi fortunes have once 

more brought him, againſt his Will, upon the Stage. 

While I continue in theſe bad Circumſtances, (and 

truly I ſee very little Probability of coming out) I muſt 

be oblig'd to write; and if I may ſtill hope for the x 

| kind 
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wind Uſage, I ſhall the leſs repent of that hard Neceſſt. 
ty. I write not this out of any Expectation to be pitied ; 
for l have Enemies enough to wiſh me yet in a worſe 
Condition: but give me leave to ſay, that if I can pleaſe 

| by Writing. as [ ſhall eudeavour it, the Town may be 
| ſomewhat obliged to my Misfortunes, for a part of their 

— Diverſion. Having been longer acquainted with the 

| Stage, than any Poet now living. and having obſerved 
how difficult it was to pleaſe; that the Humours of 
| Comedy were almoſt ſpent, that Love and Honour (the 
| miſtaken Topicks of Iragedy) were quite worn out, 
that the Theatres could not ſupport their Charges, that 

7 the Audience forſook them, that young Men without 

Learning ſet up for Judges, and that they talk'd loudeſt, 

who underſtood the leaſt: All theſe Diſcouragements had 

not only wean'd me from the Stage, but had alſo given 
me a Loathing of it. But enough of this: the Difficul- 
ties continue; they encreaſe, and I am ſtill condemn'd 

to dig in thoſe exhauſted Mines. Whatever Fault I 

next commit, reſt aſſur d it ſhall! not be that of too much 

Length: Above twelve hundred Lines have been cut off 
'Y from this Tragedy, fince it was firſt deliver'd to the 


loſt; but on the other fide, it was impoſſible to prevent 
ſome part of the Action from being precipitated and 
coming on without that due Preparation, which is re- 
quired to all great Events; as in particular, that of raiſ- 

ing the Mobile, in the beginning of the fourth Act; which 
a Man of Benducar's cool Character could not naturally 
attempt, without taking all thoſe Precautions, which 
he foreſaw wauld be neceſſary to render his Delign ſuc- 
ceſoful. On this Conſideration I have replac'd thoſe Lines 
thro' the whole Poem; and thereby reſtor'd it to that 
Clearneſs of Conception, and (if I may dare to ſay) that 
Luſtre and Maſculine Vigour, in which it was firit writ- 
ten. Tis obvious to every underſtanding Reader, that 
the moſt Poetical Parts, which are Deſcription, [mages, 
Similitudes, and Moral Sentences, are thoſe which of, 
| neceſſity 


5 Actors. They were indeed fo judiciouſly lopp'd by Mr. 
10 Berterton, to whoſe Care and excellent Action 1 am 
| equally oblig'd, that the Connexion of the Story was not 


PREFACE. 
neceſſity were to be pared away, when the Body was 
ſwollen into too large a Bulk for the Repreſentation of 


the Stage. But there is a vaſt Difference betwixt a pub- 
lick Entertainment on the Theatre, and a private Read- 


ing in the Cloſet : In the firſt we are confin'd to Time, 


and though we talk not by the Hour-glaſs, yet the Watch 
often drawn out of the Pocket warns the Actors that 
their Audience is weary : In the laſt every Reader 1s 
Judge of his own Convenience; he can take up the 
Book: and lay it down at his pleaſure; and find out thoſe 
Beauties of Propriety in 'Thought and Writing, which 
eſcap'd him in the Tumult and Horry of Repreſenting. 
And I dare boldly promiſe for this Play, that in the 
Roughneſs of the Numbers and Cadences, (which I aſ- 
ſure was not caſual, but ſo deſign d) you will ſee ſome- 
what more maſterly ariſing to your View, than in moſt, 
if not any of my former Tragedies, There is a more 
noble Daring i in the Figures, and more ſuitable to the 
Loftineſs of the Subject; and beſides this, ſome new- 
neſſes of Eng liſb, tranflated from the Beauties of Modern 
Tongues, as well as from the Elegancies of the Latin; 
and here and there ſome old Words are ſprinkled, which 
for their Significance and Sound deſery'd not to be anti- 
guated ſuch as we often fiad in Salluſt amongſt the Ro- 
man Authors, and in Milton's Paradiſe amongſt ours; 
tho“ perhaps the latter, inſtead of ſprinkling, has dealt 
them with too free a hand, even ſometimes to the ob- 
ſcuring of his Senſe. | 

As for the Story or Plot of the Tragedy, tis purely 
Fiction; for I take it up where the Hiſtory has laid it 
down. We are aſſur'd by all Writers of thoſe Times, 
that Sebaſtian a young Prince of great Courage and Ex- 
pectation, undertook that War partly upon a Religious 
Account, partly at the Solicitation of Aul-y-Ma! Pomet; 
Who had been driven out of his Dominions by . 
lech, or as others call him, Mule, Much his nigh os 
man, who deſcended from the ſame Family of the Aer 
whole Fathers Hare: and Mahomet nad conguer'd  # 
Empire with joint Forces, and ſhar'd it betwixt them 


after their Victory: That the Bod y of Don Scbaſtian was 


ever 


r > 7. - 

never found in the Field of Battle; which gave occaſion 
for many to believe, that he was not ſlain ; that ſome 
Years after, when the Spaniards with a pretended Title, 
by force of Arms had uſurp'd the Crown of Portugal from 
tne Houle of Braganza, a certain Perſon who call'd him- 
{elf Don Sebaſtian, and had all the Marks of his Body and 
Features of his Face, appear'd at Venice, where he was 
own'd by ſome of his Country men; but being ſeiz'd by 
the Spaniards, was firſt impriſon'd, then ſent to the Gal- 
lies, and at laſt put to Death in private. *Tis moſt cer- 
tain, that the Portugueſe expected his Return for almoſt 
an Age together after that Battle; which is at leaſt a 
Proof of their extream Love to his Memory; and the 
Utage which they had from their new Conquerors, might 
poſſibly make them ſo extravagant in their Hopes and 
Wiſhes for their old Matter. | 

This Ground-work the Hiſtory afforded me, and I de- 
fire po better to build a Play upon it: For where the 
Event of a great Action is left doubtful, there the Poet is 
left Maſter : He may raiſe what he pleaſes on that Foun- 
dation, provided he makes it of a piece, and according 
to the Rule of Probability. From hence I was only ob- 
lip'd that Sebafiian-ſhould return to Portugal no more; 
but at the ſame time I had him at my own diſpoſal, whe- 


ther to bellow bim in AHicł, or in any other corner of 


the World, or to have clos'd the Tragedy with his 
Death: and the laſt of theſe was certainly the moſt eaſy, 
but for the ſame Reaſon, the Yeaſt artful; becauſe, as 1 
have ſomewhere ſaid, the Poiſon and the Dagger are ſtill 
at hand to butcher a Heroe, when a Poet wants the Brains 
to ſave him. It being therefore only neceſſary, accord- 
ing to the Laws of the Drama, that Sebe/fran ſhould no 
more be (zen upon the Throne, I leave it for the 
World to judge, whether or no 1 have diſpos'd of him 
according to Art, or have bungled up the Concluſion of 
his Adventure. In the Drawing of his Character ] forgot 
not Piety, which any one may obſerve to be one prin- 
cipal Ingredient of it; even ſo far as to be a Habit in 
him; tho' I ſhew him once to be tranſported from 
it by the Violence of a ſudden Paſtion, to — $ 
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PREFACE. 
Self. Murder. This being pre-ſuppos'd, that he was re- 


ligious, the Horror of his Inceſt, tho' innocently com- 


mitted, was the beſt Reaſon which the Stage cou'd give 
for hindring his Return Tis true, I have no Right to 
blaſt his Memory with ſuch a Crime: But declaring it 
to be Fiction, | defire my Audience to think it no longer 
true, than while they are ſeeing it repreſented : For that 


- once ended, he may be a Saint for ought I know ; and 


we have Reaſon to preſume he is. On this Suppoſition, 
It was unreaſonable to have kilPd him: For the Learned 
Mr. Rymer has well obſerv'd, that in all Puniſhments we 
are to regulate ourſelves by Poetical Juftice ; and accord- 
ing to thoſe Meaſures an involuntary Sin deferves not 
Death : from whence it follows, that to divorce himſelf 
from the beloved Object, to retire into a Deſart, and de- 
prive himſelf of a Throne, was the utmoſt Puniſhment 
which a Poet cou'd inflict, as it was alſo the utmoſt Re- 
paration which Sebaſtian cou'd make. For what relates 
to Almeyda, her Part is wholly fiftitious : I know it is 
the Sirname of a noble Family in Portugal, which was 
very inſtrumental in the Reſtoration of Don John ds Bra- 
ganza, Father to the moſt Illuſtrious and moſt pious Prin- 
ceſs our Queen Dowager. The French Author ofa Novel 
call'd Don Sebaſtian, has given that Name to an Aſrican 
Lady of his own Invention, and makes her Siſter to Mu/ey- 
Mabomet. But I have wholly chang'd the Accidents, and 
borrowed nothing but the Suppoſition, that ſhe was be- 
lov'd by the King of Partugal. Tho? if T had taken the 
whole Story, and wrought it up into a Play, I might 
have done it exactly according to the Practice of almoſt 
all the Ancients ; who were never accus'd of being Pla- 
giarier, for building their Tragedies on known Fables. 
Thus Augufias Cz/ar wrote an Ajax, which was not the 


leſs his own, becauſe Euripides had written a Play before 


him on that Subject. Thus of late Years Corneille writ 
an OEdipus after Sophecles ; and I have deſign'd one after 
him, which [ wrote with Mr. Lee : yet neither the French 
Poet ſtole from the Greek, nor we from the Frenchman. 


*T'is the Contrivance, the new Turn, and new Characters, 


which alter the Property, and make it ours. The Ma- 
| teria 
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teria Poetica is as common to all Writers, as the Mereria 
Medica to all Phyſicians. Thus in our Chronicles, Daniel's 
Hiſtory is {till his own, tho' Martheav Paris, Stow, and 
Hollingſtied writ before him; otherwiſe we muſt have 
been content with their dull Relations, if a better Pen 
had not been allow'd to come after them, and writ his 
own Account after a new and better Manner. 

I muſt further declare freely, that I have not exactly 
kept to the three mechanick Rules of Unity : I knew 
them, and had them in my Eye, but follow'd them only 
at a Diſtance : for the Genius of the Exgliſb cannot bear 
too regular a Play ; we are given to Variety, even to a 
Debauchery of Pleaſure. My Scenes are therefore ſome- 
times broken, becauſe my Under plot requir'd them fo 
to be: tho” the general Scene remains of the ſame 
Caſtle; and J have taken the Time of two Days, be- 
cauſe the Variety of Accidents, which are here repre- 
ſented, cou'd not naturally be ſuppoſed to arrive in one: 
But to gain a greater Beauty, 'tis lawful for a Poet to 
ſuperſede a leſs. 

I muſt hkewiſe own, that I have ſomewhat deviated 
from the known Hiltory, in the Death of Muliy-Molucb, 
who, by all Relations, died of a Fever in the Battle, be- 
ſore his Army had wholly won the Field: but if I 
have allow'd him another Day of Life, it was becauſe [ 
ſtood in need of ſo ſhining a Character of Brutality, as 
1 have given him; which is indeed the ſame with that 
of the preſent Emperor Muley-Lſmael, as ſome of our 


_ Engliſþ Officers, who have been in his Court, have cre- 


dibly inform'd me. 

I have been liſtning what Objections had been made 
againſt the Conduct of the Play, but found them all fo 
trivial, that if I ſhou'd name them, a true Critick wou'd 


- jmagin that I play'd booty, and only rais'd up Fantoms 


for myſelf to conquer. Some are pleas'd to ſay the Wri- 
ting is dull; but ætatem babet, de ſe loguatur. Others, 
that the double Poiſon is unnatural ; let the common re- 
ceiv'd Opinion, and Auſenius his famous Epigram anſwer 
that. Laſtly, a more ignorant Sort of Creatures than 
either of the former, maintain that the Character of Dorax 
is not only unnatural, but inconſiſtent with itſelf RIG 
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them read the Play and think again; and if yet they are 
not ſatisfied, caſt their Eyes on that Chapter of the 
wife Montaigne, which is entitled, de !“ Inconflance des 
AMions humaines. A longer Reply is what thoſe Cavil- 
lers deſerve not; but I will give them and their Fellows 
to underſtand, that the Earl of Dorſet was pleas'd to read 
the Tragedy twice over before it was Acted; and did 
me the Favour to ſend me Word, that J had written be- 
yond any of my former Plays; and that he was diſplea- 
ſed any thing ſhou'd be cut away. If I have not Rea- 
ion to prefer his ſingle Judgment to a whole Faction, let 
the World be Judge ; for the Oppoſition is the fame 
with that of Lacan's Heroe againſt an Army; concurrere 
bellum, atque virum. I think I may modeſtly conclude, 
that whatever Errors there may be, either in the Defign, 
or Writing of this Play, they are not thoſe which have 
been objected to it. I think alſo, that I am not yet 
arriv'd to the Age of Doting ; and that I have given fo 
much Application to this Poem, that I could not proba- 
bly let it run into many groſs Abſurdities : which may 
caution iny Enemies from too raſh a Cenſure ; and may 
alſo encourage my Friends, who are many more than [ 
could reaſonably have expected, to believe their Kind- 
neſs has not been very undeſervedly beſtow'd on me, 


This is not a Play that was huddled up in hafte ; and 


to ſhew it was not, I will own, that beſides the gene- 
ral Moral of it, which is given in the four Jaſt Lines, 
there is alſo another Moral, covch'd under every one 


of the principal Parts and Characters; which a judici- 


ous Critick will obſerve, tho' J point not to it in this 
Preface. And there may be alſo ſome ſecret Beauties 
in the Decorum of Parts, and Uniformity of Deſign, 
which my puny Judges will not eaſily find out; let them 
conſider in the lait Scene of the Fourth AR, whether I 
have not preſerv'd tlie Rule of Decency, in giving alf 
the Advantage to the Royal Character, and in makin 
Deraæ firſt ſubmit: Perhaps too they may have thought, 
that it was thro? Indigence of Characters, I have given 
the ſame to Sebaſtian and Almeyda; and conſequently 
made them alike in all Things but their Sex. But let them 
look a little deeper into the Matter, and they will find that 
| this 


n 
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TU. | 
this Identity of Character in the Greatneſs of their Souls, 
was intended for a Preparation of the final Diſcovery, 
and that the Likeneſs of their Nature, was a fair Hint 
to the Proximity of their Blood. 

To avoid the Imputation of too much Vanity (for all 
Writers, and eſpecially Poets will have ſome) I will 
give but one other Inſtance, in relation to the Uniformity 
of the Deſign. I have obſerv'd, that the Zngiþ will 
not bear a thorough Tragedy ; but are pleas'd, that it 
ſhou'd be lightned with Under-Parts of Mirth. It had 
been eaſy for me to have given my Audience a better 
Courſe of Comedy, 1 mean a more diverting, than that 
of Antonio and Morayma. But | dare appeal even to my 
Enemies, if I or any Man cou'd have invented one which 
had been more of a Piece, and more depending on the 
ſerious Part of the Deſign. For what cou'd be more 
uniform, than to draw from out of the Members of a 
Captive Court, the Subject of a comical Entertainment? 
To prepare this Epiſode, you ſee Dorax giving the Cha- 
racer of Antonio, in the Beginning of the Play, upon his 
firſt Sight of him at the Lottery; and to make the De- 
pendance, Antonio is engag'd in the Fourth Act, for the 
Deliverance of Almeyda; which is alſo prepar'd, by his 
being firſt made a Slave to the Captain of the Rabble. 

| thould beg Pardon for theſe Inftances ; but perhaps 
they may be of Ule to future Poets, in the Conduct of 
their Plays: At leaſt if I appear too poſitive, I am grow- 
ing old, and thereby in poſſeſſion of ſome Experience, 
which Men in Years will always aſſume for a Right of 
Talking. Certainly if a Man can ever have Reaſon to 
ſet a Value on himſelf, 'tis when his ungenerous Ene- 
mies are taking the Advantage of the Times upon him, 
to ruin him in his Reputation. And therefore for once, 


J will make bold to take the Counſel of my old 
Maſter, Virgil, 


Tu ne cede malis, ſed contra audcntior tto. 
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Los RE. 


Sent to the Author by an unknown Hand, 
and propos'd to be Spoken by Mrs. Mount- 
Ford, dreſt like an Officer. 
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Right Beauties who in awful Circle fit, 
And you grave Synod of the dreadful Pit, 
And you the Upper-Tire of Popgun-Wit, 
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Pray eaſe me of my Wonder, if you may : 


l | { | Is all this Crowd barely to ſee the Play, 

= Or ist the Poet's Execution Day? 

| q His Breath is in your Hands I will preſume, 

= 0 But I adviſe you to defer his Doom, 

Þ Till you have got a better in his Room; 

. 10 And don't maliciouſiy combine together, A 

al A. if in Spight aud Spleen you were come hither ; : 

44 3 
11 For he has kept the Pen, tho loft the Feather, 

4 4h And on my Honour, Ladies, I ab, | 

1 This Play was writ in Charity to you ? 

1 | For juch a Dearth of Wit who ever knew ? | 

+} Sure tis a Judgment on this Sinful Nation, 

1 For the Abuſe of Jo great Diſpenſation. 

Tf And therefore I rejoive to change Vocation. 

: | | For want of Petty-Coat Pe put on Buff, 

itt To try what may be got by lying rough : 

i Hoau think you, Sirs, is it not awell enough 

7 Of Bully-Criticks 7 a Troop wou'd lead; 

1 But one reply d, Thank you, there's no ſuch Need, 

1 J at Groom- Porter's, Sir, can ſafer bleed. 4 
Another, oho the Name of Danger loaths, 5 f 


Vow'd he awou'd go, and ſabore me forty Oaths, 
But that his Horſes avere in Bedy- Clothes. 


. A 


PROLOGUE. 


A Thirdcry'd, Damn my Blood, I'd be content 
To puſp my Fortune, if the Parliament 
Wou'd but recall Claret from Baniſhment. 


A Fourth (and I have done) made this Excuſe, 
d draw my Sword in Ireland, Sir, to chuſe; 
Had not their Nomen gouty Legs, and wore no Shoes, 


Mell, I may march, thought I, and fight, and irudge, 
But of theje Blades the Devil a Man will budge ; 

T hey there would fight, &en juft as here they judge, 
Here they will pay for Leave to find a Fault, 

But when their Honour calls, they can't be bought ; 
Honour in Danger, Blood and Wounds is ſought. 


Loft Virtue whether fled, or where's thy Dwelling 
Who can reveal ? at leaſt tis paſt my telling, 
Unleſs thou art embarkt for Inniskilling. 


On Carrion-Tits thoſe Sparks denounce their Rage, 
In Boot of Wiſp and Leinſter Friſe engage. 
What would you do in ſuch an Equipage ? 


The Siege of Derry does you Gallants threaten : 
Not out of errant Shame of being beaten, 
As Fear of wanting Meat, or being eaten, 


Were Wit like Honour, to be won by Fighting, 


How few juſt Judges would there be of Writing, 
Then you would leave this wiltainous Back-biting, 


Your Talents lie how to expreſs your Spright, 
But where is he knows how to praiſe aright ? 
You praiſe lite Cowards, but like Criticks fight, 


Ladies be wiſe, and wean theſe yearling Calves, 
Who in your Service too are mere Faux-braves, 


They Judge and Write, and Fight, and— Love by Halves. 
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Spoken by a Weman. 
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HE Judge remo d, tho he's no more my Lord, 


May plead at Bar, or at the Council. Board: 
So may caſ Poets aurite; there's no Preienſfou 

To argue Loſs of Wit, from Loſs of Penſion. 

Your Looks are chearful; and in all this Place 

T fee net one, that avears a damning Face, 

The Britiſh Nation is too brave, to ſhow 

Ignoble Vengeance on à vangquiſb d Foe, 

At leaft be civil to the Wretch imploring ; 

Aud lay your Paws upon him, without Roaring - 
Suppeſe our Poet avas your For before 5 

Yet now, the Bus neſs of the Field is oer; 

*Tis Time to Het your Civil. Mars alone, 

When Troops are into Winter-Duarters gone, 

Jove <vas aiike to Latian and to Phrygian ; 

Ard you wel! know, a Play's of no Religion. 
Take good Advice, and pleaſe yourſelves this Day; 
No matter from what Hands you have the Play. 
Among good Fellows every Health will paſs, 

That ſerues to carry round another Glaj: : 

When, with full Bowls of Burgundy you dine, 
Thy at the mighty Monarch you repine, 

You grant m4 moſt Chriſtian 22 e, Wine. 

T hus far the Poet; but his Brains grow Addle : 

Aud all the reft is purely from his Needle, 


You've 
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PROLOGUE. 
You've ſeen young Ladies at the Senate- Door, 
Prefer Petitions, and your Grace implore 
However grave the Legiftators autre, 
Their Cauſe went ne er the worſe for being fair. 
Reaſens as weak as theirs, perhaps, I bring; 
But I cou'd bribe you with as good a thing. 
I heard him make Advances of good Nature; 
7 hat he, for once, wwou'd ſheath his cutting Satire: 
Siga but his peace, he vows he ll neer again 
7 he ſacred Names of Fops, and Beaus profane, 
Strike up the Bargain quickly ; for ] favear, 
As Times go now, he offers very fair. 
Be not too hard on him with Statutes neither, 
Be kind ; ard do not ſet your Teeth together, 
To flretch the Laws, as Coblers do their Leather. 
Horſes by Papiſts are not to be ridden z 
But ſure the Muſes Horſe was ne er forbidden. 
For in no Rate-Book it was ever found 
That Pegaſus was valued at Five Pound 
Fine him to daily Drudging and Inditing : 
And let him pay his Taxes out in Writings 
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Don Sebaſtian, King of Portugal. Mr. Williams, 
Muley-Moluch, Emperor of Barbary. Mr. Kyna/ton, 
Dorax, a Noble Portugue/e, now a 
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Renegade, formerly Don 4lonzo de 
| Sylwera, Alcade, or Governor of Mr. Betterton, 
1 Alcazar, 
1 A Benducar, Chief Miniſter and Fa- Mr. Sandford. 
4 vourite of the Emperor. 
mm The Mufti 45a/la. Mr. Underhill. | 
q 1 Muley- Zeydan, Brother to the Emperor. Mr. Poævel, Jun. L 
i 1 : Don Antonio, a young, noble, amorous Mr. Montford #; 
1 [ Portugueſe, now a Slave. | ; ? | | 
_ 6 | | | 
= Don Alvarez, an old Counſellor to 
i | | Den Sebaſtian, now a Slave alſo. Mr. Zowunas. 
4 1 Muſtapha, Captain of the Rabble. Mr. Leigh, f 
= WOMEN. „ 
1 Almeyda, a Captive Queen of Barbary, Mrs. Barry. 
1 Morayma, Daughter to the Mufti. Mrs. Mont ford. | 
mn Fohayma, Chief Wife to the Mufti, Mrs. Leigh. 4 
"8 Two Merchants. | *: 
"8 Rabble. . 
4 [ ; A Servant to Benducar. : 
"i A Servant to the Muftz. 
it SCENE. in the Caſtle of Acazar. 


KING or PORTUGAL. 


DON SEBASTIAN, 


ACT I. ES 


The SCENE at Alcazar, repreſenting a 
Harket- Place under the Caſtle. 


Enter Muley-Zeydan, and Benducar. 


MULEY-ZEYDAN, 


T OW A4#:ica's long Wars are at an end, 

N And our parch'd Earth is drench'd in Chriſtian 
Blood ; 

My conquering Brother will have Slaves enow 

To pay his cruel Vows for Victory. 

What hear you of Seba/tran King of Portugal? 


Bend. He fell among a Heap of ſlaughter d Moors; 
Tho? yet his mangled Carcaſe is not found. 


The Rival of our threaten'd Empire, Mahomet, 
Was hot purſu'd ; and in the general Rout, 
Miſtook a ſwelling Current for a Ford; 

And in Mucazar's Flood was ſeen to riſe ; 
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Thrice was be ſeen; at length his Courſer plung'd, 
And threw him off; the Waves whelm'd over him, 
And helpleſs in his heavy Arms he drown'd. 

Mal. Zeyd. Thus, then, a doubtful Title is extinguiſh'd; 

Thus Moluch, ſtill the Favourite of Fate, 

Swims in a ſanguine Torrent to the Throne: 

As if our Prophet only work'd for him; 

The Heavens and all the Stars his hir'd Servants, 

As Muley-Zeydan were not worth their Care, 

And younger Brothers but the Draff of Nature. 

Bend. Be ſtill, and learn the ſooth'ng Arts of Court; 

Adore his Fortune, mix with flattering Crouds, 

And when they praiſe him moſt, be you the loudeſt ; 

Your Brother is Iuxurious, cloſe and cruel, 

Generous by Fits, but permanent in Miſchief. 

The Shadow of a Diſcontent wou'd ruin us; 

We muſt be ſafe before we can be great: 

Theſe things obſerv'd, leave me to ſhape the reſt. 

Mul. Zeyd. You have the Key; he opens inward to you. 
Bend. So often try'd, and ever found ſo true, 

Has given me truſt, and Fruſt has given me Means 

Once to be falſe for all. I truſt not him: 

For now his Ends are ſerv'd, and he grown abſolate, 

How am I ſure to ſtand who ferv'd thoſe Ends ? 

I know your Nature open, mild and prateful ; 

In ſuch a Prince the People may be bleſt, 

And I be ſafe. 
Mul. Zeyd. My Father! [ Embracing him. 
Bend. My future King, (avſpicious Muley-Zeydan) 

Shall I adore you? No, the Place is publick ; 

T worſhip you within, the outward AQ - 

Shall be reſerv'd till Nations follow me. 

And Heav'n ſhall envy you the kneeling World. 
You know'th' Alcade of #lcrazar, Dorn:c ? | 
Mul. Zeyd. The gallant Renegade you mean? 

Bend. I he fame: 

That gloomy Outſide, like a ruſty Cheſt, 

Contains the ſhining Treaſure of a Soul 

Reſolv'd and brave; he has the Soldiers Hearts, 

And Time ſhall make him ours. 

Mal. Zeyd. He's juſt upon us. 
Bend. 
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Bend. I know him from afar, 

By the long Stride, and by the ſudden Port : 

Retire my Lord. 

Wait on your Brother's Triumph, yours is next, 

His Growth 1s but a wild and fruitleſs Plant, 

I'll cut his barren Branches to the Stock, 

And graft you on to bear. : 
Mul. Zeyd. My Oracle! I Exit Mul. Zeyd. 
Bend. Ves, to delude your Hopes, poor credulous Fool, 

To think that I wou'd give away the Fruit 

Of ſo much Toil, ſuch Guilt, and ſuch Damnation ; 

If I am damn'd it ſhall be for myſelf: 

This eaſy Fool muſt be my Stale, ſet up 

To catch the Peoples Eyes: he's tame and merciful, 

Him I can manage, till I make him odious 

By ſome unpopular AQ, and then dethrone him. 

Enter Dorax, 
Now Derax ! 
Der. Well Femboucar ! | 
Bend. Bare Bembeucar ! - 
Dor Thou wouldſt have Titles, take em then, Chief 
Firſt Hangman of the State, I {Minifter, 
end. Some call me Favourite. 
Dor, What's that, his Minion? 

Thou art too old to be a Catamite! 

Now pr'ythee tel! me, and abate thy Pride, 

Ts not Benducar bare, a better Name 

In a Friend's Mouth, than all thoſe gaudy Titles, 

Which I diſdain to give the Man I love? 

Bend, But always out of Humour 
Dor. 1 have Cauſe: 

Tho? all Mankind is Cauſe enough for Satire. 

Bend. Why then thou haſt reveng'd thee on Mankind; 

They ſay, in Fight thou hadſt a thirfty Sword, 

And well 'twas glutted there. 

Dor. I ſpitted Frogs, I cruſh'd a Heap of Emmets, 

A Hundred of 'em to a fingle Soul, 

And that but ſcanty Weight too: The great Devil 

Scarce thank'd me for my Pains ; he ſwallows Vulgar 

Like whipp'd Cream, feels em not in going Gown. 
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Bend. Brave Regenade ] coud'ſt thou not meet Sebaſtianꝰ 
Thy Maſter had been worthy of thy Sword. 
Dor. My Maſter? By what Title? 
Becauſe I happen'd to be born where he 
Happen'd to be King? And yet I ſerv'd him, 
Nay, I was fool enough to love him too. 
You know my Story, how I was rewarded 
For fifteen hard Campaigns, ſtill hoop'd in Iron, 
And why 1 turn'd Mahometan : I'm grateful ; 
But whoſoever dares to injure me, 
Let that Man know, I dare to be reveng'd. 
Bend. Still you run off from Bias; ſay what moves 
Your preſent Spleen ? 
Der. You mark'd not what I told you ; 
I kill'd not one that was his Maker's Image 
I met with none but vulgar two-legg'd Brutes, 
Sebaſtian was my Aim; he was a Man: 
Nay, though he hated me, and I hate him, 
Yet I muſt do him Right ; he was a Man, 
Above Man's Height, ev'n tow'ring to Divinity; 
Brave, pious, generous, great, and liberal: : 
Juft, as the Scales of Heaven that weigh the Seaſons. 
He lov'd his People, him they idoliz'd ; 
And thence proceeds my mortal Hatred to him, 
That thus unblameable to all befides 
He err'd to me alone: 
His goodneſs was diffus'd to human Kind, 
And all his Cruelty confin'd to me. 
Bend. You cou'd not meet him then ? 
Dor. No, though I ſought 
Where Ranks fell thickeſt ; *T'was indeed the Place 
To ſeek Sebaſlian: Through a Track of Death 
J follow'd him by Groans of dying Foes, 
But ſtill I came too late, for he was flown | 
Like Lightning, ſwift before me to new Slaughters. 
I mow'd a-croſs, and made irregular Harveſt, 
Defac'd the Pomp of Battle, but in vain, 
For he was ſtill ſupplying Death elſewhere : 
This mads me, that perhaps ignoble Hands 
Have overlaid him, for they cou'd not conquer: 2; 
ur- 
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Murder'd by Multitudes, whom TI alone 
Had Right to ſlay; I too wou'd have been ſlain, 
That catching hold upon his flitting Ghoſt, 
I might have robb'd him of his opening Heav'n ; 
And dragg'd him down with me, ſpite of Predeſtination. 

Bend. Tis of as much Import as Africk's Worth, 
To know what came of him, and of Almeyda, 

The Sitter of the vanquiſh'd Mahomer, 
Whoſe fatal Beauty to her Brother drew 
The Land's third Part, as Lucifer did Heav'n's. 

Dor. J hope ſhe dy'd in her own Female Calling, 
Choak'd up with Man, and gorg'd with Circumciſion. 
As for Sebaſtian, we mult ſearch the Field; 

And where we ſee a Mountain of the Slain, 

Send one to climb, and looking down below, 

There he ſhall find him at his Manly Leneth, 

With his Face up to Heav'n, in the red Monument, 
Which his true Sword has digg'd. | 

Bend. Yet we may poſſibly hear farther News; 
For while our Africans purſu'd the Chace, 


The Captain of the Rabble iſſued out, 


With a black Shirtieſs Train to ſpoil the Dead, 
And ſeize the Living. 

Dor. Each of 'em an Hoſt, 
A Million ſtrong of Vermin ev'ry Villain: 
No part of Government, but Lords of Anarchy, 
Chaos of Power, and privileg'd Deſtruction, 

Bend. Yet | mult tell you friend, the Great muſt uſe em, 
Sometimes as neceſtary Tools of Tumult. 

Dor. I wou'd uſe *em 
Like Dogs in Times of Plague, Oat-Laws of Nature, 
Fit to be ſhot and brain'd, without a Proceſs, 


To ſtop Infection, that's their proper Death. 
Bend. No more. 


Behold the Emperor coming to ſurvey 
The Slaves, in order to perform his Vow. 
Enter Muley-Moluch the Emperor, with Attendants. 
The Mufty, and Muley-Zeydan, 
Mol. Our Armours now may ruſt, our idle Scymiters 
Hang by our Sides for Ornament, not Uſe ; 
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Fathers got em, fo. If not you muſt ſtay till they get 
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Children ſhall beat our Atabals and Drums, 

And all the noiſy Trades of War no more 

Shall wake the peaceful Morn : The Xerif5s Blood 
No longer in divided Channels runs, 

The younger Houſe took End in Mabomet. 

Nor ſhall Seba/tiar's formidable Name 


| Be longer us d to lull the crying Babe! 


Muf. For this Victorious Day our mighty Prophet 
Expects your Gratitude, the Sacrifice 
Ot Chriſtian Slaves, devoted, if you won. 

Mol. The purple Preſent ſhall be richly paid: 
That Vow perform'd, Faſting ſhall be aboliſh'd : 
None ever ſerv'd Heav'n well with a ftarv'd Face: 
Preach Abſtinence no more; I tell thee Muf:, 
Good Feaſting is devout: And thou our Head, 
Haſt a religious, ruddy Countenance ; 

We will have learned Luxury; our lean Faith 
Gives Scandal to the Chriſtians they feed high: 
Then look for Shoals of Converts, when thou haſt 
Reform'd us into Feaſting. 


Mal. Faſting is but the Letter of the Law: 


—— Mal.as 


Yet it ſhews well to preach it to tue „. 
Wine is againſt our Law, that's literal too, 
But not deny'd to Kings and to their Guides: 
Wine is a holy Liquor for the Great. : | 
Dor. [ Afide.) This Mufti in my Conſciegce is ſome 
Engliſh Renegado, he talks fo ſavourily of Tig. 
Mal Bring forth th' unhappy Relicks of the War. 
Enter Muſtapha Captain of the Rabble, awith his Fol- 
lowers of the Black-Guard, &c. and other Moors: 
With them a Company of Portugueſe Slaves, without 
any of the chief Perſons. | 
M. Mol. Theſe are not fit to pay an Emperor's Vow ; 
Our Bulls and Rams had been more noble Victims ; 
Theſe are but Garbage, not a Sacrifice. . 
Mf. The Prophet muſt not pick and chuſe his Offerings; 
Now he bas given the Day, tis paſt recalling: 
And he muſt be content with ſuch as theſe. [ Maſters, 
M. Mol. But are theſe all? Speak you that are their 
Muft. All upon mine Honour: If you'll take 'em as their 
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a better Generation: Theſe Chri/ians are mere Bunglers; 


they procreate nothing but out of their own Wives; and 
theſe have all the Looks of eldeſt Sons. 


M. Mol. Pain of your Lives let none conceal a Slave. 


Mut. Let every Man look to his own Conſcience, I 


am ſure mine ſhall never hang me. 


Bend. Thou ſpeak'ſt as if thou wert privy to Conceal- 
ments : Then thou art an Accomplice. 

Mufl. Nay, if Accomplices muſt ſuffer, it may go 
hard with me; but here's the Devil on't, there's a great 
Man, and a holy Man too concern'd with me. Now if 
I confels, he'll be ſure to eſcape between his Greatneſs 
and his Holineſs, and I ſhall be murder'd, becauſe of 
my Poverty and Raſcality. 

Mf. | winking at him. ] Then if thy Silence fave the 

Great and Holy, 
Tis ſure thou ſhalt go ſtreight to Paradiſe. 

Muj?. Tis a fine Place they fay ; but Doctor, I am 
not worthy on't ; I am contented with this homely World, 
tis good enough for ſuch a poor raſcally Mufſulman as 
Jam: Beſides I have learnt ſo much good Manners, 
Doctor, as to let my Betters be ſerv'd before me, 

M. Mol. Thou talk'ſt as if the Mafty were concern'd. 

Majt. Your Majeſty may lay your Soul on't: But for 
my part, though I am a plain Fellow, yet I ſcorn to be 
trick'd into Paradiſe, I would he ſhou'd know it. The 
Truth on't is, an't like you his Reverence bought of 
me the Flower of all the Market; theſe 
but Dogs-Meat to 'em; and a round Price he paid me 
too, I'll fay that for him; But not enough for me to 
venture my Neck for: If 1 get Parad:/e when my 
Time comes, I can't help myſelf ; but I'll venture no- 
thing before-hand, upon a blind Bargain. 

M. Mol. Where are thoſe Slaves? produce 'em. 
 Muf. They are not what he ſays. 

M. Mol: No more Excuſes. {One goes out to fetch them. 
Know thou mayſt better dally 
With a dead Prophet, than a living King. 


Muf. I but reſerv'd 'em to preſent thy Greatneſs, 
An Offering worthy thee. 


Map. By the ſame Token there was a dainty Virgin, 
B 5 (Virgin 
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{Virgin ſaid I! but I wo'not be too poſitive of that nei- 
ther) with a roguiſh leering Eye | he paid me down up- 
on the Nail a thouſand golden Su/tanins; or he had ne- 
ver had her, I can tell him that: Now is it very likely 
he would pay fo dear for ſuch a delicious Morſel, and 
give it away out of his own Mouth; when it had ſuch 

a Farewel with it too ? 

Eater Sebaſtian conducted in mean Habit, auitb Alvarez, 
Antonio, and Almeyda, her Face wei d auith a Barnus. 
M. Mol. Ay; Theſe look like the Workmanthip of 

This is the Porcelain Clay of human Kind, [Heav'n: 

And therefore caſt into theſe noble Molds. 

Dorax afiae, while the Emperor whiſpers Benducar. 

By all my Wrongs 

Lis he; Damnation ſeize me but 'tis he 

My Heart heaves up and ſwells ; he's poifon to me ; 

My injur'd Honour, and my raviſh'd Love 

Bleed at their Murderer's Sight. | 
Benducar 20 Dorax ide. The Emperor wou'd learn 
theſe Pris'ners Names; 

You know %em. 

Dor. Tell him, no; 

And trouble me no more T will not know 'em. 

Shall I truſt Heav'n, that Heav'n which I renounc'd [ Ade. 

With my Revenge ? Then, where's my Satisfaction ? 

No, it muſt be my own ;. I ſcorn. a Proxy. 

M. Mol. "Tis decreed, 

Theſe of a better Aſpect, with the reſt 

Shall ſhare one common Doom, and Lots decide it. 

Far every number'd Captive put a Ball 

Into an Urn, three only black be there, 

The reſt, all white, are ſafe. 

Muf. Hold Sir, the Woman muſt not draw. 
M. Mol. O Mufti, ; 

We know your Reaſon, let her ſhare the Danger. 

Muf. Our Law ſays plainly Women have no Souls. 
M. Mol. Tis true; their Souls are mortal, ſet her by: 

Yet were Almeyda here, though Fame reports her 

The faireſt of her Sex, ſo much unſeen 

J hate the Siſter of our Rival-Houſe, 

Tea Thoufand ſuch dry Notions of our Aran 

| Shou' d. 
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Shou'd not protect her Life; if not immortal: 

Die as ſhe cou'd, all of a Piece, the better, 

That none of her remain. 

Here is an Urn brought in; the Priſoners approach æuitb 
great Concernment ; and among ſt the reft Sebaſtian, Al- 
varez, and Antonio, who come more chearfully, 

Dor. Poor abject Creatures, how they fear to die! [{/ide. 

Theſe never knew one happy Hour in Life. +, 

Yet ſhake to lay it down: Is Load fo pleaſant ? 

Or has Heav'n hid the Happineſs of Death, 

That Men may dare to live ? ——Now for our Heroes. 

[7 be Three approach. 

O, theſe come up with Spirits more reſoly'd ! 

Old venerable Alvarez, well I know him, 

The Fav'rite once of this Sebaſtiar's Father; 

Now Miniſter, (too honeit for his Trade) 

Religion bears him out, a thing taught young, 

In Age ill practis'd, yet his Prop in Death. 

O, he has drawn a Black ; and imiles upon't, 

As who ſhould ſay, my Faith and Soul are white, 

Tho' my Lot ſwarthy : Now if there be Hereafter, 

He's bleſt; if not, well cheated, and dies pleas'd. 
Anton. ¶ holding his Lot in his clench'd Hand] Here | have 

Be what thou wilt: I will not look too foon. [thee, 


Thou haſt a Colour; if thou prov'ſt not right, 


J have a Minute good ere I behold thee. 


Now let me rowl and grubble thee. 
Blind Men fay White feels ſmooth, and Black feels rough; 
Thou haſt a rugged Skin; I do not like thee. 
Dor. There's the amorous airy Spark, Antonio; 
The wittieſt Woman's Toy in Portugal, 
Lord, what a loſs of Treats and Serenades | 
The whole She Nation will be in Mourning for him. 
Anton. Pve a moiſt ſweaty Palm ; the more's my Sin, 
If it be black, yet only dy'd, not odious 
Damn'd natural Ebony, there's hopes in rubbin 
To waſh this Erhiepe white, [ Looks. ] Pox of the 
As black as Hell: another lucky Saying ! [Proverb! 
] think the Devil's in me; good again, 
J cannot ſpeak one Syllable, but tends 
Jo Death or to Damnation. [ Holds up his 0 
or. 
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Der. He looks uneaſy at his future Journey, [ Aſde. : 


And withes his Boats off again ; for fear 

Of a bad Road, and a worſe Inn at Night, 

Go to bed, Fool, and take ſecure Repoſe, 

For thou ſhalt wake no more. | Sebaſtian comes up 10 draw. 
M. Mol. to Ben. Mark him who now approaches to the 

He looks ſecure of Death, ſuperior Greatneſs, [Lott'ry, 

Like Jove when he made Fate, and ſaid, Thou art 


The Slave of my Creation; I admire him. 
Bend. He looks as Man was made, with Face ere&, 


That ſcorns his brittle Corps, and ſeems aſham'd 
He's not all Spirit, his Eyes with a dumb Pride 
Accuſing Fortune that he fell not warm; 
Yet now diſdains to live. [Sebalt. draws @ Black. 
M. Mz). He has his Wiſh ; 
And I have fail'd of mine. 
Der.Robb'd of my Vengeance, by atrivial Chance. Aide. 
Fine work above, that their anointed Care 
Shou'd die ſuch little Death; or did his Genius 
Know mine the ſtronger Damon, fear'd the grapple, 
And looking round him, found this nook of Fate 
To skulk behind my Sword? ſhall I diſcover him? 
Still he wou'd not die mine: no thanks to my 
Revenge: reſerv'd but to more Royal Shambles. 
Twere baſe too; and below thoſe vulgar Souls, 
That ſhar'd his Danger, yet not one diſclos'd him; 
But ſtruck with Reverence kept an awful Silence. 
FI] ice no more of this; Dog of a Prophet! [Exit Dorax. 
M Mol. On of theſe three is a whole Hecatomb ; 
And therefore only one of them ſhall die, 
The reſt are but mute Cattle; and when Death 
Comes like a ruſhing Lion, couch like Spaniels, 
With lolling Tongues, and tremble at the Paw: 
Let Lots again decide it. | 
The three draw again : and the Lot falls on Sebaſtian. 
Sebaſt. Then there's no more to manage! if I fall, 
It ſhall be like myſelf; a ſetting Sun 
Should leave a track of Glory in the Skies, 
Behold Sebaſtian King of Portugal. | 
NM. Mel. Sebaſtian ! ha! it muſt be he; no other 1 
Cou'd 
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Cou'd repreſent ſuch ſuffering Majeſty : 
I ſaw him, as he terms himſelf, a Sun 
Struggling in dark Eclipſe, and ſhooting Day 
On either ſide of the black Orb that veil'd him. 
Sebaft, Not leis ev'n in this deſpicable Now, 
Than when my Name fill'd Africt with Affrights, 
And froze your Hearts beneath your torrid Zone. 
Bend. to M. Mol. Extravagantly brave ! even to an 
Of Greatneſs. [Impudence 
Sebajt. Here ſatiate all your Fury; 
Let Fortune empty her whole Quiver on me, 
] have a Soul, that like an ample Shield 
Can take in all; and Verge enough for more. 
I would have conquer'd you; and ventur'd onl 
A narrow neck of Land for a third World ; 
To give my looſen'd Subjects room to play, 
Fate was not mine, 
Nor am I Fate's: Now I have pleas'd my Longing, 
And trod the Ground which I beheld from far. 
beg no pity for this mouldring Clay! 
For if you give it Burial, there it takes 
Poſſeſſion of your Earth: 
If burnt and ſcatter'd in the Air, the Winds 
That ftrow my Duſt, diffuſe my Royalty, 
And ſpread me o'er your Clime : for where one Atom 
Of mine ſhall light, know there Seba/t:an reigns, 
M. Mol. What ſhall 1 do to conquer thee ? 
Seb, Impoſſible! 
Souls know no Conquerors. 


M Mol. I'll ſhew thee for a Monſter thro* my A/rich. 


Ses. No, thou canſt only ſhew me for a Man : 
Africk is ſtor'd with Monſters ; Man's a Prodigy 
T'by Subjects have not ſeen. 

M. Mel. Thou talk'ſt as if 
Still at the head of Battle. 

Seb, Thou miſtak'tt, 
For then I wou'd not talk. 

Bend. Sure he wou'd fleep. 

Seb. Till Dooms-day ; when the Trumpet founds to 
For that's a Soldiers Call, [riſe ; 
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M. Mol. Thou'rt brave too late; 
Thou ſhould'ſt have dy'd in Battle like a Soldier. 
Seb. I fought and fell like one, but Death deceiv'd me; 
J wanted weight of feeble Moors upon me, 
To cruſh my Soul out. 
M. Mel. Still untameable ! 
In what a Ruin has thy head-ſtrong Pride, 
And boundlets thirſt of Empire, plung'd thy People! 
Seb. What ſay'ſt thou? ha! No more of that. 
M. Mol. Behold, 
What Carcaſes of thine thy Crimes have ſtrew'd, 
And left our AMricł Vultures to devour. 
Bend Thoſe Souls were thoſe thy God intruſted with 
To cheriſh, not deſtroy. [thee, 
Seb. Witneſs, O Heaven, how much 
This Sight concerns me | Wou'd I had a Soul 
For each of theſe ; how gladly wou'd I pay 
The Ranſom down: But fince I have but one, 
"Tis a King's Lite, and freely *tis beſtow'd. 
Not your falſe Prophet, but eternal Juttice 
Has deſtin'd me the Lot, to die for theſe : 
Tis fit a Sovereign ſo ſhould pay ſuch Subjects; 
For Subjects ſuch as they, are ſeldom ſeen, 
Who not forfook me at my greateſt Need; 
Nor for baie Lucre fold their Loyalty, 
But ſhar'd my Dangers to the laſt Event, 
And fenc'd 'em with their own : 'Theſe thanks I pay 
you : Wipes his Eyes. 
And know, that when Sebafian weeps, his Tears 
Come harder than his Blood. 
M. Mol. They plead too ſtrongly 
To be withſtood: My Clouds are gathering too, 
In kindly mixture with his Royal Show'r: 
Be fafe and owe thy Life, not to my Gift, 
But to the Greatneſs of thy Mind, Sebaſtian : 
Thy Subjects too ſhall live; a due Reward 
For their untainted Faith, in thy Concealment. 
Muf. Remember, Sir, your Vow. [A general Shout, 
M. Mol. Do thou remember 
Thy Function, Mercy, and provoke not Blood. | 
| e 
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Mul. Zeyd, One of his generous Fits, too ſtrong to 
laſt. Alide to — 


Bend. The Mufti reddens, mark that holy Cheek. 


He fret's within, froths Treaſon at his Mouth, 
And churns it thro' his Teeth; leave me to work him. 
Seb. A Mercy unexpected, undefir'd, | 
Surprizes more: You've learnt the Art to vanquiſh : 
You cou'd not (give me leave to tell you, Sir) 
Have giv'n me Life but in my Subjects Safety: 
Kings, who are Fathers, live but in theis People, 
M. Mel. Still great, and grateful, that's thy Character. 
Unveil the Woman; I would view the Face 
That warm'd our Mafti's Zeal : 
Theſe pious Parrots peck the faireft Fruit : 
Such Taſters are for Kings. 
[Offcers go to Almeyda to undeil her, 
Alm. Stand off, ye Slaves, I will not be unveil'd. 
A. Mol. Slave is thy Title: Force her. 
Seb. On your Lives approach her not. 
M. Mol. How's this! 
Ses. Sir, pardon me, 
And hear me ſpeak. 
Alm. Hear me; I will be heard: 
Jam no Slave; the nobleſt Blood of 4f-ic+ 
Runs in my Veins; a purer Stream than thine; 
For, tho' deriv'd from the ſame Source, thy Current 
Is puddled and defil'd with Tyranny. 
M. Mol. What Female Fury have we here 5 
Alm. I ſhou'd be one, 
Becauſe of kin to thee: Wou'dſt thou be touch'd 
By the preſuming Hands of ſawey Grooms ? 
The fame Reſpect, nay more, is due to me: 
More for my Sex ; the ſame for mv Deſcent. 
Theſe Hands are only fit to draw the Curtain. 
Now, if thou dart, behold Almeyda's Face. 
[Unveils herſelf. 
Bend. Wou'd I had never ſeen it! [Aſiae. 
Alm. She whom thy Mufti tax'd to have no Soul; 
Let Africk now be judge; 
I] thou think'ft l | meanly hope to *ſcape, 
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As did Sebaſtian when he own'd his Greatneſs, * 
But to remove that Scruple, know, baſe Man, 1 
My murder'd Father, and my Brother's Ghoſt N 


Still haunt this Breaſt, and prompt it to Revenge. 
Think not | cou'd forgive, nor dare thou pardon. 
M. Mol. Wou'dit thou revenge thee, Trait reſs, had'ſt 

thou Power? 
Alm. Traitor, I wou'd ; the Name's more juſtly thine ; 
Thy Father was not more than mine the Heir 
Of this large Empire ; but with Arms united 
They fought their Way, and ſeiz'd rhe Crown by Force: 
And equal as their Danger was their Share : 
For where was Elderſnhip, where none had Right 
But that which Conqueſt gave? *T'was thy Ambition 
PulPd from my peacetul Father what his Sword 
Help'd thine to gain: Surpriz'd him and his * 
No Provocation given, no War declar'd. 
M. Mol. PII hear no more. 
Alm. This is the living Coal, that burning in me 
Wou'd flame to Vengeance, cou'd it find a Vent: 
My Brother too, that lies yet ſcarcely cold 
In his deep watry Bed : My wandring Mother, 
Who in Exile dicd. 
O that I had the frunful Heads of Mara, 
That one might boargeon where another fell? 
Still wou'd I give thee Work; ſtill, ſtill, thou Tyrant, 
And hiſs thee with the laſt. 
M. Mol. Something, I know not what, comes over me: 
Whether the Toils of Battle, unrepair'd 
With due Re poſe, or other ſudden Qualm. 
Benducar do the Reſt. [Gees off; the Court folloaus him, 
Bend. Strange! in full Health! This Pang is of the Soul: 
The Body's unconcern'd: I'll think hereafter, 
Conduct theſe Reyal Ine to the Caſtle ; 
Bid Dorax uſe em well, till further Order. [ Going of, Pope, 
The inferior Captives their firſt owneis take, 
To ſell, or to diſpoſe—You Muſtapba, 
Set ope the Market for the Sale of Slaves. [Exit Bend. 
7 be Maſters and Slaves come forward, and Buyers of 
Several Qualities come in and chaffer about the ſeveral 
Owners, who make their Slaves do Tricks, 
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Auuſt. My Chattels are come into my Hands again, and 

my Conſcience will ſerve me to ſel] em twice over; any 
Price now, before the Myft: comes to claim 'em. 

1/ Mer. [to Muſt. ] What doſt hold that old Fellow at? 


| [ Pointing to Alvarez. 
He's tough, and has no Service in his Limbs. 


Mut. I confeſs he's ſomewhat tough; but I ſuppoſe 


you wou'd not boil him. I aſk for him a thoufand 
Crowns, 


1% Mer. Thou mean'f a thouſand Maravedi's. 
Maut. Pr'ythee, Friend, give me leave to know my 
cen Meaning. 

1f Mer. What Virtues has he to deſerve that Price? 
Mußt. Marry come up, Sir | Virtues quoth a! I took 


him in the King's Company; he's of a great Family, 


and rich; what other Virtues wouldſt thou have in a 
Nobleman ? 


if Mer. I buy him with another Man's Purſe, that's 
my Comfort. | [rate 


My Lord Dorax, the Governor will have him at any 
There's Hanſel. 


Came. ald Fellow, to the Caſtle, 


Alvar. To what is miſerable Age reſerv'd! [ Aide. 
But oh the King ! and oh the fatal Secret ! 
Which I have kept thus long to time it better, 
And now I wou'd diſcloſe, tis paſt my Power. 
[Exit with his Maſter, 
Muft. Something of a Secret, and of the King I heard 
him mutter: A Pimp Pll warrant him, for 1 am ſure 
he is an old Courtier. | 
Now to put off Vother Remnant of my Merchandize,— 
Stir up Sirrah. [To Antonio. 
Ant, Dog, what wou'dſt thou have? 
 Muft. Learn better Manners, or I ſhall ſerve you a 
Dog trick; come down upon all four immediately; 
I'll make you know your Rider. | 
Ant. Thou wilt not make a Horſe of me ? 
Mußt. Horſe or Aſs, that's as thy Mother made thee :— 
But take earneſt in the firſt place for thy Saucineſs. 
Laſhes him with his "3 
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Be advis'd, Friend, and buckle to thy Geers : Behold my 
Enfign of Royalty diſplay'd over thee. 

Ant. I hope one day to uſe thee worſe in Portugal. 

Muft. Ay, and good reaſon, Friend: if thou catcheſt 
me conquering on thy fide of the Water, lay me on 
luſtily, I'll take it as kindly as thou doſt this. 

[ Holds up his Whip. 

Ant. [Hing down] Hold my dear Ihrum- cap: I obey + 
thee cheerfully. 

] ſee the Doctrine of Non-Reſiſtance is never practis'd 
thoroughly, but when a Man can't help himſelf. 
Enter a ſecond Merchant. 

2d Mer. You, Friend, I wou'd ſee that Fellow do his 
Poſtures, 

Mufe. [brialing Ant.] Now, Sirrah, follow, for you 
have Rope enough: 

To your Paces, Villain, amble, trot, and gallop : 
Quick about there, Yeap, the more Money's bidden 
for you, the more your Credit. 

Antonio asus at the end of the Bridle on bis Hand. 

and Feet, and does all his Poſftures. 

2d Mer. He's well chin'd, and has a tolerable good 
Back ; that's half in half. [To Muſtapha ] I wou'd ſee 
him ſtrip, has he no Diſeaſes about him ? 

Muft. He's the beſt Piece of Man's Fleſh in the 
Market, not an Eye-fore in his whole Body. Feel his 
Legs, Maſter, neither Splint, Spaven, nor Wind-gall. 

| {Claps him on the Shoulder. 
Merchant, feeling about him, and then putting his 
Hand on his Side. | 

Out upon him, how his Flank heaves! The Whor- 
ſon's broken-winded. 

Muft. Thick-breath'd a little; nothing but a ſorry 
Cold with lying out a Nights in Trenches ; but ſound 
Wind and Limb, I warrant him. 

Try him at a looſe Trot a little. 
[Puts the Bridle into his Hand, he flrokes him, 

Ant. For Heaven's ſake Owner ſpare me: you know 
I am but new broken. 

24 Mer. Tis but a waſhy Jade, I ſee : What do you 
alk for this Bauble? Muſt, 


y 
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Mu. Bauble do you call him? he's a ſubſtantial 
true-bred Beaſt; bravely forehanded : mark but the 
Cleanneſs of his Shapes too: his Dam may be a Spaniſh 
Gennet, but a true Barb by the Sire, or I have no Skill 
in Horſefleſh ; —— | 
Marry I aſk fix hundred Xerifs for him. 

| Enter Mufti. 

Mufti. What's that you are aſking, Sirrah ? 

Muft. Marry I aſk your Reverence ſix hundred Par- 


dons ; | was doing you a ſmall piece of Service here, 


putting off your Cattle for you. 
Mufti. And putting the Money into your own Packet. 
Muß. Upon vulgar Reputation, no my Lord, it was 
for your Profit and Emolument. What, wrong the Head 
of my Religion ? I was ſenfible you would have damn'd 
me, or any Man that ſhould have injur'd you in a ſingle 
Farthing ; for I knew that was Sacrifice. | 
Mufti. Sacrilege you mean, Sirrah, —and Damning 
ſhall be the leaſt Part of your Puniſhment: I have taken 
you in the Manner, and will have the Law upon you, 
Mut. Good my Lord, take pity upon a poor Man in 
this World, and damn me in the next. 
Mufti. No, Sirrah, ſo you may repent, and ſcape 
Puniſhment : Did not you ſell this very Slave amongſt 
the reſt to me, and take Money for him f 
Muf?, Right, my Lord. - 
Mufti. And ſelling him again, take Money twice for 
the ſame Commodity ? Oh, Villain ! 
But did you not know him to be my Slave, Sirrah? 
Muſt. Why ſhould [ lye to your Honour? I did know 
him ; and thereupon ſeeing him wander about, took him 
up for a Stray, and impounded him, with intention to 
reſtore him to the right Owner. 
Mufti. And yet at the ſame time was felling him to 
another: How rarely the Story hangs together ! 
Muft. Patience, my Lord. | 
J took him up, as your Herriot, with Intention to have 
made the beſt of him, and then have brought the whole 
Product of him in a Purſe to you; for I know you 
wou'd have ſpent half of it upon your pious * 
ave 
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have hoarded up the other half, and given the remainder 
in Charities to the Poor. 
Mufti. And what's become of my other Slave? Thou 
it haſt fold him too, I have a villainous Suſpicion. 
= Mat I know you have, my Lord; but while I was 
4 managing this young robuſtious Fellow, that old Spark, 
who was nothing but Skin and Bone, and by conſequence 
f very nimble, flipt thro' my Fingers like an Eel, for 
"i there was no hold-fait of him, and ran away to buy 
|  himſe'f a new Maſter. 
(il Mufti. [to Ant.] Follow me home, Sirrah: [ro Muſt.] I 
. | mall remember you ſome other time. [Ex. Muf. with Ant. 
| Maut. | never doubted your Lordſhip's Memory, for an 
ill tura: And ] ſhall remember him too in the next iſing 
of the Mobile for this act of Reſumption; and more eſpe- 
cially for the ghoſtly Counſel he gave me before the 
"i Emperor, to have hang'd myſelf in filence, to have ſav'd 
| his Reverence. The beſt owt is, I am beforehand with 
0 him, for ſelling one of his Slaves twice over. — 
if And if he had not come juſt in the nick, I might have 
it packetted up tother : For what ſhould a poor Man do 
| that get's his Living by hard Labour, but pray for bad 
it Times Shen he may get it eafily ? O] for ſome incom- 
| ſ arable Tumult! Then ſhould | naturally wiſh that the 
2 Party might prevail; becauſe we have plunder'd 
t'other fide already, and there's nothing more to get of em. 
Both Rich and Poor for their own Intereſt pray, 


© mm 


*Tis ours to make our Fortune while we may ; 
For Kingdoms are not conquer'd every day. [Ex, 
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Suppos d to be a Terrace Walk, on the jide of the 
Caſtle of Alcazar, 


Enter Emperor and Benducar. 


Emp. ND think'ſt thou not it was diſcover'd F 
Bend. No: | 
The Thoughts of Kings are like religious Groves, 
The Walks of muffled Gods: Sacred Retreat, 
Where none but whom they pleaſe Cadmit, approach. 
Emp. Did not my conſcious Eyes flaſh out a Flame 
To lighten thoſe brown Horrors, and diſcloſe 
The ſecret Path I trod? 
Bend I could not find it, *till you lent a Clue 
To that cloſe Labyrinth; how then ſhould they? 
Emp. 1 wou'd be loth they ſhou'd:; it breeds Contempt 
For Heids to liſten, or preſume to pry, 
When the hurt Lion groans within his Den : 
But is't not ſtrange ? 
Bend. To love ? not more than *tis to live; a Tax 
Impos'd on all by Nature, paid ia Kind, 
Familiar as our Being. 
Emp. Still 'tis ſtrange 
To me: I know my Soul as wild as Wind, 
That iweeps the Deſarts of our moving Plains; 
Love might as well be ſow'd upon our Sands, 
As in a Breaſt fo barren, 
To love an Enemy, the only one 
Remaining too, whom yeſter Sun beheld, 
Muſt ring her Charms, and rolling as ſhe paſt 
By every Squadron her alluring Eyes | 
To edge her Champions Swords, and urge my Ruin, 
The Shouts of Soldiers, and the burſt of Cannon, + 
Maintain even ſtill a deaf and murm'ring Noiſe; 5 
or 
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Nor is Heov'n yet recover'd of the Sound 
Her Battle rous'd: Vet ſpite of me, I love. 

Bend. What then controls you ? | 
Her Perfon is as proftrate as her Party. 

Emp. A thouſand things control this Conqueror: 
My native Pride to own th' unworthy Paſiton, 
Hazard of intereſt, and my People's Love. 
To what a Storm of Fate am I ex pos d! 
What if I had her murder'd ? *tis but what 
My Subjects all expect, and ſhe deſerves. 
Wou'd not the impoſſibility 
Of ever, ever ſeeing, or poſſeſſing, 

Calm all this Rage, this Hurricane of Soul ? 

Bend. That ever, ever, 

J mark'd the double, ſhows extream Relucance 
To part with her for ever. 

Emp. Right, thou haſt me. 

] wou'd, but cannot kill, I muft enjoy ber: 
] muſt, and what I muſt, be ſure 1 will. 
What's Royalty, but Power to pleaſe myſelf! 
And if I dare not, then am I the Slave, 


And my own Slaves the Sovereigns, — *tis reſolv'd. 


Weak Princes flatter when they want the Power 
To curb their People : tender Plants muſt bend : 
But when a Government is grown to ſtrength, 
Like ſome old Oak, rough with its armed Bark, 
It yields not to the Tug, but only nods, 

And turns to ſullen State. 

Bend. Then you reſolve 
T' implore her Pity, and to beg Relief ? 

Emp. Death, muſt I beg the Pity of my Slave ? 
Muſt a King beg ? Yes, Love's a greater King; 
A Tyrant, nay a Devil that poſſeſſes me: 

He tunes the Organs of my Voice, and ſpeaks 
Unknown to me within me; puſhes me, 
And drives me on by force, 
Say I ſhou'd wed her, wou'd not my wiſe Subjects 
Take check, and think it ſtrange ? perhaps revolt? 
Bend, | hope they wou'd not. 
Emp. Then thou doubt they wou'd ? 


Bend, 
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Bend. To whom? 
Emp. To her 
Perhaps, or to my Brother, or to thee. [I tremble! 
Bend. | in diſorder. ] To me! me did you mention? how 
The Name of Treaſon ſhakes my honeſt Soul. 
If I am deubted, Sir, 
Secure yourſelf this Moment, take my Life. 
Emp. No more: If I ſuſpected thee I wou'd. 
Bend. I thank your Kindneſs : Guilt had almoſt loſt 


me. [ L/ede. 

Emp. But clear my Doubts : Think'ſt thou they may 
rebel ? 

Bend. This goes as I wou'd wiſh. [ 4/ide. 
*Tis poſlible : 


A ſecret Party ſtill remains, that lurks 

Like Embers rak'd in Aſhes wanting but 

A Breath to blow aſide th' involving Duſt, 

And then they blaze abroad. 
Emp. They mult be trampled out. 
Bend. But firſt be known. 
£np, Torture ſhall force it from em. 
Bend. You wou'd not put a Nation to the Rack? 
Emp. Yes, the whole World; ſo | be ſafe, I care not. 
Bend. Our Limbs and Lives 

Are yours, but mixing Friends with Foes 1s hard. 


Emp. All may be Foes; or how to be W 'd, 
If ſome be Friends? 


Bend. They may with eaſe be 8 
Suppoſe ſome one who has deſerv'd your Truſt, 
Some one who knows Mankind, fhould be employ'd 
'To mix among 'em, ſecm a Malecontent, 
And dive into their Breaſts, to try how far 


They dare oppoſe your Love ? 


Emp. 1 like this well; 'tis wholeſom Wicke 'nefs, 
Bend. Whomever he ſuſpects, he faſtens there, 
And leaves no Cranny of his Soul unſearch'd: 
Then like a Bee bag'd with his honey'd Venom, 
He brings it to your Hive: if .ch a Man 
So able and fo honeſt may be found; 
If not, my Project dies. 
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Emp. By all my Hopes thou haſt deſerib'd thyſelf : — 
Thou, thou alone art fit to play that EE 
Thou only cou'dſt contrive. 
Bend. Sure I cou'd ſerve you : 
I think I could: but here's the Difticulty, 
I'm ſo intirely yours, 
That I ſhould ſcurvily diſſemble Hate; 
The Cheat would be too groſs. 
Emp. Art thou a Stateſman, 
And canſt not be a Hypocrite ? Impoſſible: 
Do not diſtruſt thy Virtues. 
Bend. If 1 muſt perſonate this ſeeming Villain, 
Remember tis to ſerve you. 
Emp. No more Words: 
Love goads me to Almryda, all Affairs 
Are troubleſome but that; and yet that moſt, [ Going. 
Bid Dorax treat Sebaſtian likea King; 
J had forgot him; — but this Love mars all, 


And takes up my whole Breaſt. [Exit Emperor. 
Bend. [to the Emp.] Be ſure I'll tell him 
With all the aggravating Circumſtances [ Alone, 


1 can, to make him ſwell at that Command. 


The Tyrant firſt ſuſpected me: 


Then with a ſudden Guſt he whirl'd about, 
And truſted me too far: Madneſs of Pow'r! 
Now, by his own Conſent I ruin him. 
For, ſhould ſome feeble Soul, for fear or gain, 
Bolt out t'accuſe me, ev 'n the King is cozen'd, 
And thinks he's in the Secret. 
How ſweet is Treaſon when the Traitor's ſafe ! 
Sees tb. Mufti and Dorax entring, and ſeeming to confer, 
The Mufti, and wich him my ſullen Dorax: 
Fhat firſt is mine already. 
Twas eaſy Work to gain a covetous Mind, 
Whom Rage to loſe his Pris'ners had prepar'd: 
Now, caught himſelf, 
He wou'd ſeduce another; I muſt help him: 
For Church-men, tho' they itch to govern all, 
Are filly, woeful, aukward Politicians : 
They make lame Miſchief, though they mean it well: 
Their 
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Their Int'reſt is not finely drawn, and hid, 
But Seams are coarſly bungled up, and ſeen. 
Muf. He'll tell you more. 
Dor. I've heard enough already 
To make me loath thy Morals. 
Bend. to Dor. Vou ſeem warm; 
The good Man's Zeal perhaps has gone too far. 
Dor. Not very far; not farther than Zeal goes 
Of courſe ; a ſmall Day's Journey ſhort of Treaſon. 
Mf. By all that's holy, Treaſon was not nam'd: 
J ſpar'd the Emperor's broken Vows, to ſave 
The Slaves from Death: tho? it was cheating Heav'n, 
But I forgave him that. 
Dor. And lighted o'er [ Scornfully, 
The Wrongs himſelf ſuſtain'd in Property: 
When his bought Slaves were ſeiz'd by Force, no Loſs 
Of his conſider'd, and no Coſt repaid. 
Muf. Nat wholly ſlighted o'er, not abſolutely : 
Some modeſt Hints of private Wrongs I urg'd. 
Dor. Two Thirds of all he ſaid: There he began 
To ſhew the Fulneſs of his Heart: there ended: 
Some ſhort Excurſions of a broken Vow 
He made indeed, but flat inſipid Stuff: 
But when he made his Loſs the Theme, he flouriſh'd, 
Reliev'd his fainting Rhetorick with new Figures, 
And thunder'd at opprefling Tyranny. ; 
Muf. Why not, when Sacrilegious Pow'r wou'd ſeize i 
My Property? 'tis an Affront to Heav'n, nd 
Whoſe Perſon, tho? unworthy, I ſuſtain. val 
Dor. You've.made ſuch ſtrong Alliances above, | dj 
That *twere Profaneneſs in us Laiety | 
To offer earthly Aid. 
I tell thee, Mufti, if the World were wiſe, 
They wou'd not wag one Finger in your Quarrels. 
Your Heav'n you promiſe, but our Earth you covet 3 
The Phaetons of Mankind, who ſire that World, 
Which you were ſent by Preaching but to warm. 
Bend. This goes beyond the Mark. 
Muf. No, let him rail; 
His Prophet works within a : 
Vol. VI. C . He's 
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Dor. Naw his Zeal yearns 
To ſee me burnt ; he damns me from his Church, 
Becauſe I Mud reſtrain him to his Duty: 

Ts not the Care of Souls a Load ſufficient ? 

Are not your holy Stipends paid for this ? 

Were you not bred apart from worldly Noiſe, 

To ſtudy Souls, their Cures and their Diſeaſes 

If this be fo, we aſk you but our own : © 
Give us your whole Employment, all your Care: 
The Province of the Soul is large enough 

To fill up every Cranny of your Time, 

And leave you much to anſwer, if one Wretch 
Be damn'd by your Neglect. 

Bend. [tothe Mufti.) He ſpeaks but Reaſon. 

Dor. Why then theſe foreign Thoughts of State-Em ploy- 
Abhorrent to your Function and your Breeding? {[ments, 
Poor droaning Truants of unpractis'd Cells, 
Bred in the Fellowſhip of bearded Boys, 

What wonder is it if you know not Men? 

Yet there you live demure, with down-caſt Eyes, 
And humble as your Diſcipline requires : 

But, when let looſe from thence to live at large, 
Your little Tincture of Devotion dies: 
Then Luxury ſucceeds, and ſets agog 

With a new Scene of yet untaſted Joys, 

You fall with greedy Hunger to the Feaft. 

Of all your College Virtues, nothing now 

But your original Ignorance remains ; 

Bloated with Pride, Ambition, Avarice, 

You ſwell, to counſel Kings, and govern Kingdoms, 

Mf. He prates as if Kings had not Conſciences, 
And none requir'd Directors but the Crowd. 

Dor. As private Men they want you, not as Kings ; 
Nor wou'd you care t'inſpect their publick Conſcience, 
But that it draws Dependencies of Pow'r, 

And earthly Intereſt which you long to ſway : 
Content you with monopolizing Heav'n, 

And let this little hanging Ball alone; 

For give you but a Foot of Conſcience there, 


And 
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And you, like Archimedes, toſs the Globe. 
We know your 'Thoughts of us that Laymen are, 
Lag Souls, and Rubbiſh of remaining Clay, 
Which Heav'n, grown weary of more perfe& Work, 


Set upright with a little Puff of Breath, 
And bid us paſs for Men. 


Muf. 1 will not anſwer, 
Baſe foul-mouth'd Renegade; but PI pray for thee, 
To ſhew my Charity. { Exit Mufti. 
Dor. Do; but forget not him who needs it mot ; 


* 


Allow thyſelf ſome Share: He's gone too ſoon; Z 


J had to tell him of his holy Jugglings ; 
Things that wou'd ſtartle Faith, and make us deem 
Not tiis, or that, but all Religions falſe. T 
Bend. Our holy Orator has loſt the Cauſe: [ 4/ide. 
But I ſhall yet redeem it. — [To Dorax.] Let him go; 
For I have ſecret Orders from the Emperor, 
Which none but you muſt hear : Imuſt confeſs, 
I cou'd have wiſh'd ſome other Hand had brought em. 
When did you ſee your Pris'ner, great Sebaſtian ? 
Dor. You might as well have aſk'd me, when I ſaw 
A creſted Dragon, or a Baſiliſc; 
Both are leſs Poiſon to my Eyes and Nature. oy 
He knows not I am I; nor ſhall he ſee me. 
Till Time has perfected a lab'ring Thought, 
That rowls within my Breaſt. 
Bend, 'T was my Miſtake : 
I. gueſs'd indeed that Time, and his Misfortunes, 
And your returning Duty had effac'd 
The Mem'ry of paſt Wrongs; they wou'd in me, 
And I judg d you as tame, and as forgiving. 
Dor. Forgive him ! no: I left my foolith Faith, 
Becauſe it wou'd oblige me to Forgiveneſs. 
Bend. I can't but grieve to find you obſtinate : 
For you muſt ſee him; 'tis our Emp'ror's Will, 
And ſtrict Command. 


Dor. ] laugh at that Command. him. 


Bend. Vou muſt do more than ſee; ſerve, and reſpect 
Dor. See, ſerve him, and reſpect, and after all 
My yet uncancell'd Wrongs, I muſt do this! 
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But I forget myſelf. 
Bend. Indeed you do. 
Dor. The Emp'ror is a Stranger to my Wrongs: 

I need but tell my Story, to revoke 

This hard Commiſſion. 

Bend, Can you call me Friend, 

And think I cou'd neglect to ſpeak, at full, 

Th' Affronts you had from your ungrateful Maſter : 

Der. And yet enjoin'd my Service and Attendance ? 

Bend. And yetenjoin'd em both: Wou'd that were all; 
He ſkrew'd his Face into a harden'd ſmile, 

And faid Sebaſfian knew to govern Slaves. 

Dor. Slaves are the Growth of Africł, not of Europe. 
By Heav'n, I will not lay down my Commiſſion; 

Not at his Foot, I will not ſtoop ſo low; 

But if there be a Part in all his Face 

More ſacred than the reſt, I'll throw it there. | 
Bend. You may : but then you loſe all future Means 

Of Vengeance on Sebaſtian, when no more 

Alcade of this Fort. | 
Dor. That Thought eſcap'd me. 

Bend. Keep your Command, and be reveng'd on both: 
Nor ſooth yourſelf; you have no Pow'r t'affront him; 
The Emp'ror's Love protects him from Inſults, 

And he who ſpoke that proud, ill- natur d Word, 

Following the Bent of his impetuous Temper, 

May force your Reconcilement to Sebaſtian - 

' Nay bid you kneel, and kiſs the offending Foot, 

That kick'd you from his Preſence. 

But think not to divide their Puniſhment ; 

You cannot touch a Hair of loath'd Sebafiian, 

While Muley-Moluch lives. 

Dor. What means this Riddle? 

Bend. Tis out: There needs no OEdipus to folve it, 
Our Emp'ror is a Tyrant, fear'd and hated ; 
J ſcarce remember in his Reign, one Day 
Paſs guiltleſs o'er his execrable Head. 

He thinks the Sun is loſt that ſees no Blood : 

When none is ſhed we count it Holiday. 

We, who are moſt in Favour, cannot call 
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This Hour our own : —you know the younger Brother, 
Mild Muley-Zeydan ? tha 
Der. Hold, and let me think. | |; 
Bend. The Soldiers idolize you, 1 
He truſts you with the Caſtle, 
The Key of all his Kingdom. 
Dor. Well; and he truſts you too. 
Bend. Elfe I were mad, 
To hazard ſuch a daring Enterprize. 
Dor. He truſts us both; mark that, ſhall we bewny him; 
A Maſter, who repoſes Life and Empire 
On our Fidelity? I grant he is a Tyrant, 
That hated Name my Nature moſt abhors; 
More, as you ſay, has loaded me with Scorn, 
Ev'n with the laſt Contempt, to ſerve Sebaſtian. 
Vet more he know he vacates my revenge: 
Which but by this Revolt I cannot compaſs: 
But, while he truſts me, *rwere ſo baſe a Part 
To fawn, and yet betray; I ſnou d be hiſs d 
And whoop'd in Hell for that Ingratitude. 
Bend. Conſider well what I have done for you. 
Dor. Conſider thou what thou wou dſt have me do. 
Bend. You've too much Honour for a Renepade. 
Dor. And thou too little Faith to be a Fav'rite. - 
Is not the Bread thou eat'ſt, the Robe thou wear'it, 
Thy Wealth and Honours, all the pure Indulgence 
Of him thou wouldſt deſtroy ? 


And wou'd his Creature, nay, his Friend betray him : q i 
Why then no Bond is left on human Kind: 1 
Diſtruſts, Debates, immortal Strifes enſue; 1 


Children may murder Parents, Wives their Huſbands; 
All muſt be Rapine, Wars and Deſolation, 
When Truſt and Gratitude no longer bind, 

Bend. Well have you argued in your own Defence; 
You, who have burſt aſunder all thoſe Bonds, | 
And turn'd a Rebel to your native Prince. 

Dor. True, I rebell'd: But when did I betray ? 
Indignities, which Man cou'd not ſupport, 

Provok'd my Vengeance to this noble Crime : 
But he had ſtripp'd me firſt of my Command, 
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Diſmiſs'd my Service, and abſolv'd my Faith ; 

And, with diſdainful Language, dar'd my Worſt. 

T but accepted War, which he denounc'd. 

Elſe had you ſeen, not Dorax, but Alonzo, 

With his couch'd Lance againſt your foremoſt A5 
Perhaps too turn'd the Fortune of the Day; 


Made Africk mourn, and Portugal trium ph. 

Bend, Let me enbrace thee. 

Dor. Stand off, Sycophant, 

And keep Infe&ion diftant. 

Bend. Brave and honeſt. 

Dor. In ſpite of thy Temptations. 

Bend Call em Tryals : 

They were no more: Thy Faith was held in Balance, 
And nicely weigh'd by Jealouſy of Pow'r, ' 

Vaſt was the Truſt of ſuch a Royal Charge; 

And our wiſe Emperor might juſtly fear 

Sebaſtian might be freed and reconcil'd, 

By new Ohligements, to thy former Love, 

Dor. I doubt thee ſtill; thy Reaſons were too ſtrong, 
And driven too near the Head, to be but Artifice : 
And after al!, I know thou art a Stateſman, t 
Where Truth is. rarely found, 

Bend. Behold the Emperor ; 

Enter Emperor, Sebaſtian, and 38 
Aſk him, I beg thee, to be juftify*d, 
If he employ d me not to foord thy Soul, 


And try the Footing whether falie or firm. 


Dor. Death to my Eyes, I ſee Sebaſtian with bim! 
Muſt he be ſerv'd! avoid him; if we meet, | 
It muſt be like the Cruſ of Heav'n and Earth, 
T'involve us both in Ruin. Exit. 

Bend. Twas a bare ſaving Game I made with Dorax, 
But better ſo than loſt: he cannot hurt me, 

That I precautioned; I muſt ruin him. 

But now this Love; ay, there's the gath'ring Storm! 

The Tyrant muſt not wed Almeyda; no, 

That ruins all the Fabrick J am raiſing. 

Yet ſeeming to approve it gave me Time, 

And gaining Time gains all. 

LBenducar gots and awaits behind the Emperer 
4 8 
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The Emperor, Sebaſtian, and Almeyda advance to the 
Front of the Stage © Guards and Attendants. ; 
Emp. to Seb. I bade 'em ſerye you, and if they obey not, 
I keep my Lions keen within their. Dens, 
To ſtop their Maws with diſobedient Slaves. 
Seb. If I had conquer'd, | 
They cou'd not have with more Obſervance waited : 
Their Eyes, Hands, Feet, 
Are all ſo quick, they ſeem t'have but one Motion, 
To catch my flying Words. Only the Alcade 
Shuns me, and with a grim Civility 
Bows, and delines my Walks, 
Emp. A Renegade! 
J know no more of him: But that he's 3 
And hates your Chriſtian Sect. If you can frame 
A farther Wiſh, give wing to your Deſires, 
And name the thing you want. 
Seb. My Liberty; 
For were ev'n Paradiſe itſelf my Priſon, 
Still I ſhou'd long to leap the Cryſtal Walls. 


Emp. Sure our twoSouls have ſomewhere been acquainted | 


In former Beings : Or ſtruck out together, 
One Spark to Africk flew, and one to Portugal, 
Expect a quick Deliverance: [turning toAlmeyda.] Here's 
Of Kindred Soul to both : Pity our Stars [a Third, 
Have made us Foes ! I ſhou'd not wiſh her Death. 

Alm. I asſk no Pity ; if I thought my Soul 
Of Kin to thine, ſoon would I rend my Heart-ftrings, 
And tear out that Alliance : But thou, Viper, 
Haſt cancell'd Kindred, made a Rent in Nature, 
And thro' her holy Bowels gnaw'd thy Way, 
Thro' thy own Blood to Empire. 

Emp. This again: 
And yet ſhe lives, and only lives t'upbraid me. 

Seb. What Honour is there in a Woman's Death! 
Wrong'd as ſhe ſays, but helpleſs to Revenge; 
Strong in her Paſſion, impotent of Reaſon, 
Too weak to hurt, too fair to be deftroy'd. 
Mark her Majeſtick Fabrick ; ſhe's a Temple 
Sacred by Birth, ang built by Hands divine ; 

4. Her 
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Her SouPs the Deity that lodges there: 
Nor 1s the Pile unworthy of the God. 

Emp. She's all that thou canſt ſay, or I can think. 
But the Perverſeneſs of her clam'rous Tongue 
Strikes Pity deaf. 

Seb. Then only hear her Eyes ; 

Tho? they are mute, they plead ; nay more command; 
For beauteous Eyes have arbitrary Power. 

All Females have Prerogative of Sex, 

The Shees even of the ſavage Herd are ſafe : 

All when they ſnarl or bite, have no Return 

But Courtſhip from the Male. 

Emp. Were She not She, and I not Mulcy- * 

She's Miſtreſs of inevitable Charms, 
For all but me; nor am I fo exempt, 
But that I know not what I was to ſay 
But I am too obnoxious ro my Friends, 
And fway'd by your Advice. 
Seb. Sr I advigd not; 
Py Heav'n, I never counſe'd Love but Pity. 

Emp. By Heav'n thou didſt: Deny it not, _ dad: 
Fae what was all that Prodigality 
14 Of Praiſe, but to enflave me 
3 - Seb. Sir 

| Emp. No more: 

Thou haſt convinc'd me, that ſhe's worth my Love. 
Seb. Was ever Man fo ruin'd by himſelf ? [ Jfaae. 
Alm. Thy Love ; that odious Mouth was never fram'd 

To ſpeak a Word fo ſoft; 

News Death again, for that thou canſt pronounce 

With horrid Grace, becoming of a Tyrant. 

Love is for human Hearts, and not for thine, 

Where the brute Beaſt extinguiſhes the Man. 

Emp. Such if I were, yet rugged Lions love, ; 
And grapple, and compel their ſavage Dames. 0 
Mark, my Sebaſtian, how that ſullen Frown, [ She froguns. 
Like flaſhing Lightning, opens angry Heaven; 

And while it kills, delights. But yet, inſult not 

Too ſoon, proud Beauty, I confeſs no Love. 

Seb. No, Sir, I ſaid ſo, and I witneſy for you: 


Not 
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Not Love, but noble Pity mov'd your Mind: 
Int'reſt might urge you too to ſave her Lie; 
For thoſe who wiſh her Party loſt, might murmur 
At ſhedding Royal Blood. | 

Emp. Right, thou inſtruct'ſt me: 
Int'reſt of State requires not Death, but Marriage, 
T'unite the jarring Titles of our Line, | 

Seb. Let me be dumb for ever, all I plead, [Aldi. 
Like Wildfire thrown againſt the Winds, returns 
With double Force to burn me. 
| Emp. Cou'd I but bend, to make my beauteous Foe 
The Partner of my Throne, and of my Bed 

Alm. Still thou diſſembleſt; but l * thy Heart, 
And know the Power of my own Charms; thou lov'ſt, 
And I am pleas'd for my Revenge thou doft. 

Emp. And thou haſt Cauſe. 


Alm. I have, for I have Power to make thee n 
Be ſure I will, and yet deſpair of Freedom. 

Emp. Well then, I love, 
And 'tis below my Greatneſs to diſown it: 

Love thee implacably, yet hate thee too; 

Wou'd hunt thee bare-foot, in the mid-day Sun, 
Thro' the parch'd Deſarts, and the ſcorching Sands, 
'T*enjoy thy Love, and once enjoy'd, to kill thee. 

ps Tis a falſe Courage, when thou threatneſt me; 

Thou canſt not ſtir a Hand to touch my Life: 

Do not I ſee thee tremble while thou ſpeak'>i ? 

Lay by thy Lion's Hide, vain Conqueror, 

And take the Diſtaff; for thy Soul's my Slave. | 

Emp. Confulion ! How thou viewR my very Heart ! 
I cou'd as ſoon 
Stop a Spring Tide, blown in, with my bare Hand, 
As this impetuous Love: Yes, I will wed thee: 
In ſpite of thee, and of myſelf, I will. 

Alm. For what? to People Africa with Monfters, 
Which that unnatural Mixture muſt produce ? 
No, were*we join'd, ev'n tho? it were in Death, 
Our Bodies burning in one funeral Pile, 

The Prodigy of 7 hebes wou'd be renew'd, - 
And my divided Flame ſhou'd break from thine. 
on 
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Emp. Serpent, I will engender Poiſon with thee 3 
Join Hate with Hate, add Venom to the Birth; 
Our, Off- ſpring, like the Seed of Dragons Teeth, 
Shall iflue — and fight themſelves to Death. 
Alm. P'm calm again, thou canſt not marry me. 
Emp. As Gleams of Sunſhine ſoften Storms to free 
So if you ſmile, the Loudneſs of my Rage 
g gentle Whiſpers ſhall return, — this 
hat nothing can divert my Love but Death, | 
Alm. See how thou art deceiv'd, I am a Chriſtian ; 
is true, unptactic'd in my new Belief, 
rongs I reſent, nor pardon yet with Eaſe: 
Thoſe Fruits come late, and are of ſlow Increaſe : 
Io-danghty Hearts, like mine: Now, tell thyſelt 
If this one Word deſtroy not thy Deſign : 
Thy Law permits thee not to marry me. 
Emp. Tis but a ſpecious Tale, to blaſt my Hopes, 
And baffle my Pretenſions. Speak Sebaſtian, 
And as a King, ſpeak true. 
Seb. Then, thus adjur' d, 
On a King's Word *tis Truth, but Truth ill tim da 
For her dear Life is now expos'd anew; 
Unleſs you wholly can put on Divinity, 


And graciouſly forgive. 


Amn. Now learn by this, 
The little Value I have left for Lite, 
And trouble me no more. 
Emp. I thank thee, Woman ; 
Thou haſt reftor'd me to my rative Rage; 
And I will ſeize my Happineſs by force. 
Seb. Know Muley-Mecluch, when thou dar'ft attempt. 
Emp. Beware, I wou'd not be provok'd to uſe 
A Conqueror's Right, and therefore charge thy Silence. 
If thou would't merit to. be thought my Friend, 
F leave thee to perſuade her to Compliance: 
If not, there's a new Gut in Raviſhment, 
Which J have never try'd. 6 
Bend. They muſt be watch'd; Ade. 
For ſomething l obſerv'd creates a Doubt. 
| - {Exit Emp. and Bend. 


Les: 
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Seb. Pve been too tame, have baſel y borhe my Wrongs, 
And not exerted all the King within me: 
I heard him, O ſweet Heav'ns, he threat'ned Rape; 
Nay, inſolently urg'd me to perſuade thee, 
Ev'n thee, thou Idol of my Soul and Eyes; 
For whom I ſuffer Life, and drag this being. 
Alm. You turn my Priſon to a Paradiſe; 
But I have turn'd your Empire to a Priſon: 
In all your Wars good Fortune flew before you; 
Sublime you fat in Triumph on her Wheel; 
Till in my fatal Cauſe your Sword was drawn, 
The Weight of my Misfortunes dragg'd you down. 
Seb. And is't not ſtrange, that Heav*n ſhould bleſs my 
In common Cauſes, and deſert the beſt ? [Arms 
Now in your greateſt, laſt Extremity, 
When I wou'd- aid you moſt, and mot defire i it, 
I bring but Sighs, the Succours of a Slave. 
Alm. Leave then the Luggage of your Fate behind 
To make your Flight more eaſy, leave Almeyda 
Nor think me left a baſe ignoble Prey, 
Expos'd to this inhuman Tyrant's Luſt ; 
My Virtue is a Guard beyond my Strength; 
And Death, my laſt Defence, within my Call. 
Seb. Death may be call'd in vain, and cannot come; 
Tyrants can tie him up from your Relief: 
Nor has a Chriſtian Privilege to die. 
Alas thou art too young in thy new Faith; 
Brutus and Cato might diſcharge their Souls, 
And give them Furlo's for another World : 
But we like Centries, are oblig'd to ſtand 
In Starleſs Nights, and wait th' appointed Hour. 
Alm. If ſhunning Ill be good 
To thoſe who cannot ſhun it but by Death, 
Divines but peep on undifcover'd Worlds, 
And draw the diftant Landſcape as they pleaſe : 
But who has e'er return'd from thoſe bright Regions, 
To tell their Manners, and relate their Laws? | 
Vit venture landing on that happy Shore 
With an unfully'd Body and white Mind ; 
If 1 have err'd, "ſons kind Inhabitant ke ua 
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Will Py a ſtray d Soul, and take me home. f 
Seb. Beware of Death, thou canſt not die unperjur'd, 
And leave an unaccompliſh'd Love behind: 

Thy Vows are mine ; nor will I quit my Claim : 

The Tye of Minds are but imperfe& Bonds, 

Unleſs the Bodies join to ſeal the Contract. 

Alm. What Joys can you poſleſs, or can I give, 
Where Groans of Death ſucceed the Sighs of Love ? 
Our Hymen has not on his Saffron Robe; 

But muffled up in Mourning, downward holds 
His drooping Torch, extinguiſh'd with his Tears. 

Seb. The God of Love ſtands ready to revive it 

With his ZAtherial Breath. | 
An. Tis late to join, when we muſt part ſo ſoon. 

Seb. Nay, rather let us haſte it, ere we part: 
Oar Souls for want of that Acquaintance here, 

May wander in the ftarry Walks above, 
And, fore'd on worſe Companions, miſs ourſelves. 

Alm, The Tyrant will not long be abſent hence; 
And ſoon I ſhall be raviſh'd from your Arms. 

Seb. Wilt thou thyſelf become the greater Tyrant, 


And give not Love, while thou haſt Love to give? 


In dangerous Days, when Riches are a Crime, 
The Wiſe betimes make over their Eſtates : 
Make o'er thy Honour, by a Deed of Truſt, 
And give me Seizure of the mighty Wealth. 

Alm. What ſhall I do! O teach me to refuſe ? 
I wou'd ; and yet I tremble at the Grant. 
For dire Preſages fright my Soul by Day, 
And boding Viſions haunt my nightly Dreams; 
Sometimes, methinks, I hear the Groans of Ghoſts z 
Thin, hollow, Sounds, and lamentable Screams; 
Then, like a dying Echo, from afar. 
My Mother's Voice, that cries, Wed not, Almeyan ! 
Forewarn'd Almtyda, Marriage is thy Crime. 

Ses. Some envious Dæmon, to delude our Joys; 
Love is not Sin, but where 'tis ſinful Love. 

Alm. Mine is a Flame fo holy and ſo clear, 
That the white Taper leaves no Soot behind ; 
No Smoak of Luſt; but chaſte as Siſter's Love, Gs 

2D 


King of PORTUGAL. 6x 


When coldly they return a Brother's Kifs, _. 

Without the Zeal that meets at Lovers Mouths, 
Seb. Laugh then at fond Preſages; I had ſome ; 

Fam'd Noftradamus, when he took my Horoſcope, 

Foretold my Father, I ſhou'd wed with Inceſt ; 

Ere this unhappy War my Mother dy'd; 

And Siſters I had none; vain Augury! 

A long reli-ious Life, a holy Age, 

My Stars aſſign'd me too; im poſſible: 

For how can Inceft ſuit with Holineſs, 

Or Prieſtly Orders with a Princely State? 

Alm. Old venerable Alvarez !——— 
Seb. But why that Sigh in naming that good Man ? 
Alm. Your Father's Counſellor and Confident-—— 
Seb. He was; and, if he lives, my ſecond Father. 
Alm. Mark'd our Farewel, when going to the rene. 

You gave Almerda for the Word of Battel: 

Twas in that fatal Moment, he difcover'd 

The Love that long we labour'd ta conceal. 

I know it ; tho' my Eyes ſtood full of Tears, 

Yet thro' the Mitt [ ſaw him ſtedfaſt gaze: 

Then knock'd his aged Breaſt, and inward groan d; 

Like ſome ſad Prophet, that foreſaw the Doom 

Of thaſe whom beſt he lov'd, and cou'd not fave. _. 
Seb. It ſtartles me] and bings to my Remembrance, 

That, when the Shock of Battle was begun, 

He wou'd have much complain'd (but had not Time) 

Of our hid Paſſion; then, with lifted Hands, 


He begg'd me by my Father's ſacred Soul, <1 


Not to eſpouſe you, if he dy'd in Fight: 
For if he liv'd, and we were Conquerors, 
He had ſuch Things to urge againſt our Marriage, 


As, now declar'd, wou'd blunt my Sword in Battel, 
And daſtardize my Courage. 


Alm. My Blood cruddles, 
And cakes about my Heart, 
Seb. I'll breathe a Sigh, fo warm into thy Bofom, 


Shall make it low again. My Love, he knows not 
Thou art a Chriſtian; that produc'd his Fear: 


Leſt thou ſhou'd footh my Soul with Charms fo ſtrong, 
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That Heav'n might prove too weak. 

Alm. There muſt be more: 
This cou'd not blunt your Sword. 

Seb. Yes, if I drew it, with a curſt Intent, 
To take a Miſbeliever to my Bed ; 

It muſt be ſo. | 

Alm. Yet | | 

Seb. No, thou ſhalt not plead | 
With that fair Month, againſt the Cauſe of Love. 
Within this Caſtle is a Captive Prieſt, 

My Holy Confeffor, whoſe free Acceſs 
Not evn the barb'rous Victors have refus'd; 
This Hour his Hands ſhall make us one. 

Alm. I go, with Love and Fortune, two blind Guides, 
To lead my Way: half loth, and half conſenting, 
If, as my Soul forebodes, ſome dire Event 
Purſue this Union, or ſome Crime unknown, 

Forgive me Heav'n; and all ye Bleft above, 


Excuſe the Prailty of onboanded Love. [ Exeunt ambo. 


SCENE II. Supposd 4 GCardm; with 
Lodging Rooms behind it, or on the Sides. 


Enter Mufti, Antonio as a Slave, and Johayma the 
E Mufti's Mie. | 

Mufs And how do you like him? look upon him 
well; he's a perſonable Fellow of a Chriſtian Dog. 
Now I think you are fitted for a Gardiner : Ha, what 
ſay ſt thou, Jebayma? a 

Job. He may make a fhift to ſow Lettice, raiſe 
Melons, and water a Garden-Plat : but otherwiſe a very 
filthy Fellow: how odiouſfly he fmells of his Country 
Garlick! fugh, how he ſtinks of Spain. 

Muf. Why Hovey-bird, I bought bim on purpoſe for 
thee ; didſt not thou ſay thou long' dſt for a Chriſtian 
Slave ? | 

Jab. Ay, but the Sight of that loathſome Creature has 
almoſt cur'd me; and how can | tell that he's a Chriſ- 
tian ? and he were well ſearch'd, he may prove a Few 
for ought I know, And beſides, I have always long'd 
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for an Eunuch; for they ſay that's a civil Creature, and 
almoſt as harmleſs as yourſelf, Huſband : Speak, Fel- 
low, are not you ſuch a kind of peaceable Thing? 
Ant. | was never taken for one in my own Country; 
hors not very peaceable neither, when I am well pro- 
voids 5: = 525 me 1 
Maf. To your Occupation, Dog; bind up the Jeſla- 
mines in yonder Arbour, and handle your Pruning-Knife 
with Nexterity ; tightly I ſay, go tightly to your Buſi- 
veſs : you have coſt me much; and muſt earn it in your 
Work; here's plentiful Proviſion for you, Raſcal, Sal- 
ladding in the Garden, and Water in the Tanck, and 
on Holydays'the licking of a Platter of Rice when you 
deſerve it. A | | 88 
Job. What have you been bred up to, Sirrah, and 
what᷑ can you perform to recommend you to my Service? 
Ant. {making Legs | Why, Madam, I can perform as 
much as any Man, in a fair Lady's Service. 1 can play 
upon the Flute, and fing ; I can carry your Umbrella, and 
fan your Ladyſhip, and cool you when you are too hot; 
in fine, no Service either by Day or by Night ſhall come 
amiſs to me; and beſides am of ſo quick an Apprehen- 
Gon, that you need but wink upon me at any Time, to 
make me underſtand my Duty. { She winks at him. 
Ant. Very fine, ſhe has tipt the Wink already. A lade. 
Joh. The Whelp may come to ſomething in Time, 
when I have enter'd him into his Buſineſs.  _. 
Muf. A very malapert Cur, I can tel] him that; L 
do not like his Fauning ; you muſt be taught your, 
Diſtance, Siurrah.. [ Strikes him. 


Joh. Hold, hold — He has deſerv'd it I confeſs ; but 


for once let his Ignorance plead his Pardon ; we muſt not. 

diſcourage a Beyinner. Your Reverence has taught us. 

Charity ev'n to Birds and Beaſts ; here you filthy Brute 
you take this little Alms to buy you Plaiſters. 

[ Gives him a Piece of Maney. 

Aat. Money, and a Love-Pinch in the Inſide of my 

Yalm into the Bargain. [ 4/zae.. 


E wer 


. , p — 
1 „ ths wo? : CA ities; oft & N Bo. os; 6. REC 
3 les n | Er FT - Bae hs 2 - 
22 Renn 9 2 N 
EW. e 2 n od * 4 * 
- Rt e PR ve A. , * 


— 
r 
D 


P a * 1 4 2323 
* mu ** 
2 — 2 1 * —— we — 
— — rey 2 - 
D eee e OC — 1» — 


64 Don StzasTIiAN, 


Enter a Servant. 

Serv. Sir, my Lord Benducar is coming to wait on 
you, and is already at the Palace Gate. | 

Muß. Come in, FJohayma, regulate the reſt of my 
Wives, and Concubines, and leave the Fellow to his Work. 

Job. How ſtupidly he ſtares about him, like a Calf 
new come into the World : I ſhall teach you, Sirrah, to 
know your Buſineſs a little better this Way you 
aukward Raſcal, here lies the Arbour, muſt I be ſhew- 
ing you eternally ? [Turning him about, 
vines Come away, Mimion ; you ſhall ſhew him no- 

in 

Jab. PII bring him into the Arbour, where a Roſe- 
tree and a Myrtletree are juſt falling for want of a Prop: 
if they were bound together, they wou'd help to keep up 
one another: — He's a raw Gardiner, and *tis but Cha- 
rity to teach him. 

Muf. No more Deeds of Charity to Day ; come in, 
or 1 7 think you a little better diſpos'd than I cou'd 
wiſh y 

Fh. Well, go before, I will follow my Paſtor. 

So you may caſt a Sheep's Eye behind you; In 
before me; and you Saucineſs, mind your — 


ine z or I may chance to uſe it for you. 


[ Exeunt Mufti and Johay ma. 

Ant. [alone] Thank you for that, but I am in no 

ſuch haſte to be made a Muſulman. For his Wedlock, 
for all her Haughtineſs, I find her coming. How far 
a Chriſtian ſhould reſiſt, 1 partly know; but how far 
a leud young Chriſtan can refiſt, is another Queſtion. 
She's tolerable, and J am a por Stranger, far from bet- 
ter Friends, and in a bodily Neceſſity: Now have I a 
ſtrange Temptation to try what other Females are be- 
longing to this Family: I am not far from the Womens 
Apartment I am fure ; and if theſe Birds are within di- 
ance, here's that will chuckle 'em together. | pulls ou? 
his Flute.] If there be variety of Mcors Fleſh in this 
holy Market, 'twere Madneſs to lay out all my Money 
upon the firſt Bargain. He plays. 
[4 Grate cfens, and Morayma the Mufti's Daughter 
- "appears at it. Ant. 
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Ant. Ay there's an Apparition! This is a Morſel 

worthy of a Mufti; this is a reliſning bit in Secret; 

this is the Myſtery of his Alcoran, that muſt be reſer- 

ved from the Knowledge of the profane Vulgar. This 
is the Holiday Devotion; ſee, ſhe beckons too.— . 

| [ She- beckons to him. 

Mor. Come a little nearer, and ſpeak ſoftly. x 

Ant. | come, I come, I warrant thee; the leaſt Twin- 


kle had brought me to thee ; ſuch another kind Sylla- 


ble or two wou'd turn me to a Meteor, and draw me 
up to thee. 5 | 

Mor. I dare not ſpeak, for fear of being overheard ; but 
if you think my Perſon worth your Hazard, and can de- 
ſerve my Love—the reſt this Note ſhall tell you 
[throws down a Handkerchief,] No more, my Heart 
goes with you. Exit from the Grate. 

Ant. O thou pretty little Heart ; art thou flown hither ? 
Vil keep it warm IT warrant it, and brood upon it in the 
new Neſt: but now upon my Treaſure trove, that's 
wrapt up in the Handkerchief ; No peeping here, tho? T 
long to be ſpelling her Arabick Scrawls and Pot hooks. 
But I muſt carry off my Prize as Robbers do; and not 
think of ſharing the Booty before I am free from Dan- 
ger, and out of Eye-ſhot from the other Windows. If 
her Wit be as poynant as her Eyes, I am a double Slave. 
Our Northern Beauties are mere Dough to theſe: In- 
ſipid white Earth, mere Tobacco pipe Clay: with no 
more Soul and Motion in em than a Fly in Winter. 

Here the warm. Planet ripens and ſublimes 

The well-bak'd Beauties of the Southern Climes ; 

Our C-p:4's but a Bungler in his Trade; 

His keeneſt Arrows are in 4frick made. [ Exits 
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ACT III. SCENE I. 


4 Terr. — ; or ſome other publick Place in the 
Cafite of Alcazar. 


Enter Emperor Muley Moluch, and Benducar. 


Emp. Arry'd! _ P11 not believe it; *tis Impoſture; 
Improbable they ſhou'd preſume i' attempt, 

Impoſſible they ſhould effect their Wiſh, 

Bend. Have patience till I clear it. 

Ep. 1 have none: 

Go bid our moving Plains of Sand lie ſtill, 

And ſtir not, when the ſtormy South blows high: 


From top to bottom thou haſt toſs'd my Soul, 


And now tis in the Madneſs of the Whirl, 
Requir'ſt a ſudden ſtop ? unſay thy Lye, 
That may in time do ſomewhat, 
Bend. I have done: 
For, ſince it pleaſes you it ou d be forg'd, 
Tis fit it ſnou'd: far be it from you Slave 
To raiſe Diſturbance in your Sacred Breaſt. 
Emp. Sebaſtian is my Slave as well as thou 
Nor durſt offend my Love by that TOW 
Bend. Moſt ſure he ought not. 
Emp. Then all means are wanting ; 
No Frieſt, no Ceremonies of their Sex; 
Or, grant we. theſe Defe&s cou'd be ſupply'd, 
How cou'd our Prophet do an AQ fo baſe, 
So to reſume his Gifts, and curſe my Conqueſts, 
By making me unhappy ? No, the Slave 
J hat told thee fo abſurd a Story, Iy'd. 
Bend. Vet till this Moment I have found him faithful, 
He ſaid he ſaw it too. 
Emp. Diſpatch ; what ſaw he ? 
Bend. Truth is conſidering, with what Earneſtneſs 
Sebaſtian 
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Sebaſtian pleaded for Almeyda's Life, 
Inhanc'd her beauty, dwelt upon her Praiſe, 
Emp. O ſtupid, and unthinking as I Was! 
might have mark'd it too; *"twas groſs and palpable ! 
Bend. Methought I trac'd a Lover ill diſguis'd 3  *- 
And ſent my Spy, a ſharp obſerving Slave, | 
FT inform me better, if I gueſs'd aright. 
He told me, that he ſaw S2baftiar's Page 
Run croſs the Marble Square, who ſoon return'd, 
And after him there lagg'd a puffing Fryar ; 
Cloſe wrapt he bore ſome ſecret Inſtrument 
Of Chriſtian Superſtition in his Hand; 
My Servant follow'd faſt, and thro” a Chinke © 
Perceiv'd the Royal Captives Hand in Hand; 
And heard the hooded Father mumbling — 
That make thoſe Meſbelievers Man and Wife; 
Which done, the Spouſes kiſs'd with ſuch a Fervour, 
And gave ſuch furious Farneft of their Flames, 
That their Eyes ſparkled, and their N en 
Flew fluſhing o' er their Faces. . 
Emp. Hell confound 'em | | 
Bend. The Reverend Father with a 15505 Leer, 
Saw he might well be ſpar'd, and ſoon withdrew : 
This forc'd my Servant to a quick Retreat, 
For fear to be diſcover'd ;. gueſs the reſt. "0 
Emp. I do. My Fancy is too exquiſite, 14 
And tortures me with their imagin'd Bliſs. | i} 
Some Earthquake ſhou'd have riſen and rent the 1 
Ground, * 
Have ſwallow'd him, and left the longing Bride 
In A gony of unaccompliſh'd Love. [Walks diforderiy. 


Enter the Mufti. | J 7 
Bend. In an unlucky Hour | [ A/ides 1 
That Fool intrades, raw in this great Affair, 3 
And uninſtructed how to ſtem the Tide. #4 
[ Coming up to the Mata fide % 
The Emp'ror muſt not marry, nor enjoy; þ 


Keep to that Point; ſtand firm, for all's at n f 
Emp. Seeing vim. | You Drus ggerman © of ay muſt [1 
I'attend 17 
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Your droaning Prayers? Why came ye not before? 
Doſt thou not know the Captive King bas dar'd 
To wed Aumeyda ? Cancel me that Marriage, 

And make her mine; about the Buſineſs, "quick. 
Expound thy Mahomet ; ; make him ſpeak my Senſe, 
Or he's no Prophet here, and thou no Mufti, 
Unleſs thou knowtſt the Trick of thy Vocation, 

To wreſt and rend the Law to pleaſe thy Prince. 

Muf. Why, verily the Law is monſtrous plain: 
There's not one doubtful Text in all the Alcoran, 
Which can be wrench'd in favour to your project. 

Emp. Forge one, and foiſt it into ſome By-place 
Of ſome old rotten Roll ; do't, I command thee: 

Muſt I teach thee thy Trade ? 

Muf. It cannot be. | 
For Matrimony being the deareſt Point 
Of Law, the People have it all by Heart: 

A Cheat on Procreation will not paſs. 

Beſides, th' Offence is ſo exorbitant, ¶ In a I be- Tone. 

To mingle with. a miſbelieving Race, 

That ſpeedy Vengeance wou'd purſue: your Crime, 

And Holy Mabomet launch himſelf from Heav'n 

Before th* unready Thunderbolts were form'd. 

Emperor taking him by the T hroat with one Hand, fuatches 
out his Sword with the oth er, and points it to his Breaft, 

Emp. Slave, have I rais'd thee to this Pomp and Pow? r, 
To preach againſt my Will? Know I am Law; 

And thou, not Mahcmet's Meſſenger, but mine; 
Make it, I charge thee, make my Pleaſure lawful : 
Or firſt 1 ſtrip thee of thy ghoſtly Greatneſs, 
Then ſend thee poſt to tell thy Tale above; 

And bring thy vain Memorials to thy Prophet 
Of Juſtice done below for Diſobedience. 

Mu For Heaven's fake hold, the reſpite of a Moment 
To think for you 
And for thyſelf. 

Muf. For both. | 
Bend. — and Death, md Avarice have loſt 
Aide. ö 

Maf. Tis true, our Law forbids to wed a — ; a 
ut 
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But it forbids you not to raviſh her. 
Vou have a Conqueror's Right upon your Slave; 
And then the more deſpight you do a Chriſtian, 
You ſerve the Prophet more, who loaths that SeR, 
Emp. O now it mends; and you talk Reaſon, Mufti, 
But ſtay! I promis'd Freedom to Sebaſtian, 
Now ſhou'd I grant it, his revengeful Soul 
Wou'd ne'er forgive his violated Bed. 
Muf. Kill him, for then you give him Liberty: 
His Soul is from his earthly Priſon freed. 
Emp. How happy 1s the Prince who has a Churchman 
So learn'd and pliant to expound his Laws! 


Bend. Two things I humbly offer to your en 


Emp. Be brief, but Jet not either thwart my Love. 

Bend. Firſt, Since our holy Man has made Rape lawful, 
Fright her with that; proceed not yet to Force: 

Why ſhou'd you pluck the green diſtaſteful Fruit 

From the unwilling Bough, 

When it may ripen of itſelf, and fall? 

Emp. Grant her a Day; tho” that's too much to give 
Out of a Life which I devote to Love. 

Bend. Then next, to bar 
All future Hopes of her deſir'd Sebaſtian, 

Let Dorax be enjoin'd to bring his Head. 

Emp. [to the Mufti.] Go, Mufti, call him to receive 

his Orders. [Exit Mufti. 

I taſte thy Counſel; her Deſires new rous'd, 

And yet unſlak'd, will kindle in her Fancy, 

And make her eager to renew the Feaſt. 

Bend. ¶ Aſide.] Derax, I know before, will difobey $ 
There's a Foe's Head well cropt | 
But this hot Love precipitates my Plot ; 

And brings it to Projection ere its Time. 

Enter Sebaſtian and Almeyda, hand in band; upon bt 
of the Emperor, they ſeparate, and ſeem diſturb d. 
Alm. He breaks at unawares upon our Walks, 

And like a Midnight Wolf invades the Fold: 

Make ſpeedy Preparation of your Soul, 

And bid it arm apace: He comes for Anſwer, 

And brutal Miſchief fits upon his Brow, 
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Seb. Not the laſt Sounding cou'd ſurpriſe me more, 
That ſummons drouzy Mortals to their Doom, 
When call'd in haſte they fumble for their Limbs, 

And tremble unprovided for their Charge : 
My Senſe has been ſo deeply plung'd in Joys, 
The Soul out-ſlept her Hour; and ſcarce awake, 
Wou'd think too late, and cannot: But brave Minds 
At worſt can dare their Fate. 2 a, | 
Emp. { coming up to them.) Have you perform'd 
Your Embaſſy, and treated with Succeſs ? 
Ses. I had no Time. 
Emp. No, not for my Affairs, 
But for your own too much. 
Seb. You talk in Clouds, explain your Meaning, Sir. 
Emp. Explain yours firit: What meant you hand in hand, 
And when you ſaw me, with a guilty Start 
You loos'd your Hold, affrighted at my Preſence ? 
Seb. Aﬀrighted ! 
Emp. Yes, altoniſh'd and confounded, | | 
Seb. What mak'ſt thou of thyſelf, and what of me? 
Art thou ſome Ghoſt, ſome Damon, or ſome God, 
That I ſhou'd ſtand aſtoniſh'd at thy Sight? 
If thou cou'dſt deem fo meanly of my Courage, 
Why didſt thou not engage me Man for Man, 
And try the Virtue of that Georgen Face, 
To ftare me into Statue ? 
Emp. Oh, thou art now recover'd, but by Heay'n, 
Thou wert amaz'd at firſt, as if ſurpriz'd 
At unexpected Baſeneſs brought to Light. 
For know, ungrateſul Man, that Kings, like Gods, 
Are every where; walk in the Abyſs of Minds, 
And view the dark Receſſes of the Soul. 
Seb, Baſe and ungrateful never was I thought: 
Nor till this Turn of Fate, durſt thou have call'd me; 


But, ſince thou boaſt'ſt th' Omniſcience of a God, 


Say in what Cranny of Sebaſtian's Soul, 

Unknown to me, fo loath'd a Crime is lodg'd ? 
Emp. Thou haſt not broke my Truſt repos'd in thee ! 
Seb. Impos'd but not receiv'd : Take back that Falſhood. 
Emp. Thou art not marry'd to 4/meyaa ? 


Seb. 
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Seb. Les. 

Emp. And own'ſt the Uſurpation of my Love ? 

Seb. I own it in the Face of Heav'n and thee, 
No Uſurpation, but a lawful Claim, 
Of which I ſtand poſſeſt. 

Emp. Sh' has choſen well, 
Bewixt a Captive and a Conqueror. 

Ali. Betwixt a Monſter and the beſt of Men. 

He was the Envy of his neighb'ring Kings; 
For him their ſighing Queens deſpis'd their Lords, 
And Virgin Daughters bluſh'd when he was nam'd, 
To ſhare his noble Chains is more to me, 
Than all the favage Greatneſs of thy Throne. 

Ses. Were I to chuſe again, and knew my Fate, 
For ſuch a Night I would be what I am. 

The Joys I have poſſeſt are ever mine; 

Out of thy Reach behind Eternity, 

Hid in the ſacred Treaſure of the paſt ; 

But bleſt Remembrance brings em hourly back, _ 

Emp. Hourly indeed, who haſt but Hours to live: 
O mighty Purchaſe of a boaſted Bliſs ! | 
To dream of what thou hadi one fugitive Night, 

And never ſhalt have more. 

Seb. Barbarian, thou canſt part us but a Moment; 
We ſhall be one again in thy Deſpight; 

Life is but Air, 
That yields a Paſſage to the whiſtling Sword, 
And cloſes when 'tis gone. 

Alm. How can we better die than cloſe embrac'd, 
Sucking each others Souls while we expire ? . 
Which ſo transfus'd, and mounting both at once, 

The Saints deceiv'd ſhall by a ſweet Miſtake 

Hand up thy Soul for mine, and mine for thine, 

Emp. No, I'll untwiſt you; 

I have occaſion for your Stay on E ach ; 

Let him mount firſt, and beat upon the Wing, 

And wait an Age for what | here detain ; 

Or ſicken at immortal Joys above, 

And languith for the Heav'n he left below. [join'd ? 
Alm. Thou wilt not dare to break what Heav'a has 
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Emp. Not break the Chain, but change a rotten Link, 
And rivet one to fait. 

Think ſt thou ] come to argue right and Wrong ? 

Why lingers Dorax thus ? Where are my Guards, 
[Benducar goes out for the Guards, and returns. 

To drag that Slave to Death? | Pointing to Sebaſtian, 

Now ſtorm and rage, . 

Call vainly on thy Pr. phet, then defy him 

For wanting Power to fave thee. | 

Seb. That were to gratify thy Pride: P11 ſhew thee 

How a Man ſhou'd, and how a King dare die: 
So even, that my Soul ſhall walk with Eaſ@ 
Out of its Fleſh, and ſhut out Life as calmly 
As it does Words; without a Sigh to note 

One Struggle in the ſmooth difſo)ving Frame. 

Alm. [to the Emp.) Expect Revenge from Heav'n, inhu- 
Nor hope t'aſcend Sebaſtian s Holy Bed. [man Wretch; 
Flames, Daggers, Poiſons, guard the ſacred Steps; 
'Thoſe are the promis'd Pleaſures of my Love. 

Emp. And theſe might fright another, but not me: 
Or me, if 1 defign'd to give you Pleaſure : 

I ſeek my own, and while that laſts, you live. 
Enter two f the Guards. 

Go, bear the Captive to a ſpeedy Death, 

And ſet my Soul at eaſe. 

Alm. I charge you hold: ye Miniſters of Death; 
Speak, my Sebaſtian ; - 

Plead for thy Life: Oh aſk it of the Tyrant ; ; 

Tis no Diſhonour, truſt me, Love, *tis none: 

I would die for thee, but I cannot plead ; 

My haughty Heart difdains it, ev*n for thee. 

Still filent ! will the King of Portugal 

Go to his Death like a dumb Sacrifice? 

Beg him to ſave my Life in ſaving thine. 

$6. Farewel, my Life's not worth another Word, 

Emp. {to the Guards) Perform your Orders. 

Alm. Stay, take my Farewel too: 

Farewel the Greatneſs of Aumeyda's Soul ! 

Look, Tyrant, what Exceſs of Love can do, 

It pulls me down thus low, as to thy Feet; [ Kneels to him. 
Nay 
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Nay to embrace thy Knees with loathing Hands, 
Which bliſter when they touch thee: Yet ev'n thus, 
Thus far I can to ſave Sebaſtian's Life. 

Emp. A ſecret Pleaſure trickles through my Veins :. 
It works about the Inlets of my Soul!  _ 

To feel thy Touch ; and Pity tempts the Paſs : 
But the tough Metal of my Heart reſiſts ; 
"Tis warm'd with the ſoft Fire, not melted down. 

Alm. A Flood of ſcalding Tears will make It run 2 

Spare him, Oh ſpare; can you pretend to Love, 
And have no Pity? Love and that are Twins. 
Here will I grow; 

Thus compaſs you with theſe ſupplanting Cords, 
And pull fo long till the proud Fabrick falls, 

Emp. Still kneel, and ftill embrace ; *tis double Pleaſure 
So to be hugg'd, and ſee Sebafiandie. 

Alm. Look, Tyrant, when thou nam'ſt Sebaftian's 
Thy very Executioners turn pale. [Death, 
Rough as they are, and harden'd in their Trade 
Of Death, they ſtart at an anointed Head, 
And tremble to approach: — He hears me not; 
Nor minds th Impreſſion of a God on Kings; 
Becauſe no Stamp of Heav'n was on his Soul: 
But the reſiſting Maſs drove back the Seal. 
Say, tho' thy heart be Rock of Adamant, 
Yet Rocks are not impregnable to Bribes: 2 
Inſtruct me how to bribe thee : Name thy Price; 
Lo, I reſign my Title to the Crown; 
Send me to Exile with the Man I love, 
And Baniſhment is Empire. 

Emp. Here's my Claimz 

Clapping his Hand to his Sword. 

And this extinguiſh'd thine ; thou giv'ſt me nothing. 

Alm My Father's, Mother's, Brother's Death I pardon; 

That's ſomewhat ſure; a mighty Sum of Murder, 

Of innocent and kindred Blood firuck off. 

My Prayers and Penance ſhall diſcount for theſe, 

And beg of Heav'n to charge the Bill on me: 

Behold: what Price 1 offer, and how dear 

To buy Setaſtian's Life. 
Vol. VI. 
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Emp. Let Aiter-reck*nings trouble fearful Fools; 
PII ſtand the Trial of thoſe trivial Crimes: 
But, ſince thou begg'ſt me to preſcribe my Terms, 
The only I can offer are thy Love; x 
And this one Day of reipight to reſolve. 
Grant or deny, for thy next Word is Fate; 
And Fate is deaf to Pray'r. 6 
Alm. May Heav'n be fo [ Riſong up. 
At thy laſt Breath to thine : I curſe thee not; 
For who can better curſe the Plague or Devil, 
'Than to be what they are ? That Curſe be thine. 
Now, do not ſpeak, Sebaſtian, for you need not; 
But die, for I refign your Life: Look, Heav'n, 
Almeyda dooms her dear Sebaſtians Death! 
But is there Heav'n ? for I begin to doubt; 
The Skies are huſh'd, no grumbling 'Thunders roul; 
Now take your ſwing, ye Impious; fin unpuniſn'd; 
Eternal Providence ſeems over- watch'd, 
And with a ſlumb'ring Nod aſſents to Murder, 
Enter Dorax attended by three Soldiers. 
Emp; Thou movſt a Tortoiſe-pace to my Relief. 
Take hence that, once g King ; that ſullen Pride 
That ſwells to Dumbnels ; lay him in the Dungeon, 
And fink him deep with Irons; that when he wou'd, 
He ſhall not groan to Hearing : when I ſend, 
The next Commands are Death. 
Alm. Then Prayers are vain as Curſes. 
Emp. Much at one 
In a Slave's Moyth, againſt a Monarch's Pow'r. 
This Day thou haſt to think; 
At Night, if thou wilt curſe, thou ſhalt curſe kindly ; 
Then I'll provoke thy Lips; lay ſiege fo cloſe, 
That all thy ſallying Breath ſhall turn to Bleſſings. 
Make haſte, ſeize, force her, bear her hence. 
Alm. Farewel, my laſt Sebaffian “ 
J do not beg, I challenge Juſtice now; 
O Pow'rs, if Kings be your peculiar Care, 
Why plays this Wretch with your Prerogative ? 
Now flaſh him dead, now crumble him to A ſhes ; 
Or henceforth live conſin'd in your own Palace; 
And 
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And look not idly out upon a World 
That is no longer yours. 


. ry 


[She is carried off ſtruggling, Emp. and Bend. follow. 
_ [Sebaſtian ſtruggles in his Guards Arms, and ſhakes-off 
one of them ; but two others come in, and hold him; 
be ſpeaks not all the while, 
Dor. I find I'm, but a,half-ftrain'd Villain yet; [ Aſide. 
But mungril-miſchievous ; for my Blood-boil'd, 
To view this brutal Act; and my ſtern Soul 
Tugg'd at my Arm to-draw in her Defence. 
Down thou rebelling Chriſtian in my Heart ; 
Redeem thy Fame on this Seba/tian firſt ; [Walks a turn, 
Then think on others Wrongs, when thine are righted, 
But how to right em? on a Slave difarm'd ; 
Defenceleſs and. ſubmitted to my Rage ? 
A baſe Revenge is Vengeance on mylelf ; 
[Vallis again, 
J have it, and I thank thee honeſt Head, 
Thus preſent to me at my great Neceſlity : — 


[ Comes up to Sebaſtian, 


You know me not ? 
Seb. I hear Men call thee Dorax. . 
Dor.“ Tis well, you know enough for once, you ſpeak too; 

You were ſtruck mute before. | 
Seb. Silence became me then. 

Dor. Vet we may talk hereafter. 
Seb. Hereafter is not mine: - 

Diſpatch thy Work, good Executioner. (Falſhood 
Dor. None of my Blood were Hangmen: add that 

To a long Bill that yet remains unreckoned. 

Seb. A King and thou can never have a Reck'ning. 
Dor. A greater Sum perhaps than you can pay. 

Mean time I ſhall make bold t'increaſe your Debt. 

[ Gives him his Sauord. 

Take this, and uſe it at your greateſt Need. 

Seb. This Hand and this have been acquainted well; 
 [Zeoks on it.] It ſhou'd have come before into my Graſp, 
Jo kill the Raviſher. | | 
Dor. Thou heard'ſt the Tyrant's Orders; guard thy Life 
When 'tis attack'd, and guard it like a Man, 
| 2 
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Seb. I'm till without thy Meaning, but I thank thee. 
Dor. Thank me when I ask Thanks, thank me with 

Seb. Such ſurly Kindneſs did I never ſee! Ithat. 

Dor. [io the Captain of his Guards.) Muza, draw out 

a File, pick Man by Man, 

Such who dare die, and dear will (ell their Death. 

Guard him to th' utmoſt ; now conduct him hence, 

And treat him as my Perſon, n 
Seb. Something like 1 

That Voice methinks I ſhou'd have ſomewhere heard: 

But Floods of Woes have hurry'd it far off, 

Beyond my kenn of Soul. [ Exit Seb. with the Soldiers. 
Dor. But I ſhall bring him back, ungrateful Man, 
ta Solus. 
I ſhall, and ſet him full before thy Sight, 0 

When I ſhall front thee, like ſome ſtaring Ghoſt, 

With all my Wrongs about me. — What ſo ſoon 

Return'd ? this Haſte is boding. 

Enter to him Emperor, Benducar, and Mufti. 
Emp. She's ſtill inexorable, ſtill imperious, 
And loud, as if like Bacchus born in Thunder, 
Be quick ye falſe Phyſicians of my Mind, 
Bring ſpeedy Death, or Cure. | 
Bend. What can be counſell'd while Sebaſtian lives ? 

The Vine will cling, while the tall Poplar ſtands, 

But that cut down, creeps to the next Support, 

And twines as cloſely there, 

Em. That's done with Eaſe, I ſpeak him dead; proceed. 
Mauf. Proclaim your Marriage with Almeyda next, 
That Civil Wars may ceaſe ; this gains the Croud : 
Then you may ſafely force her to your Will: 
For People ſide with Violence and injuſtice, 
When done for publick Good. | 
Emp. Preach thou that Doctrine. 
Bend. Th' unreaſonable Fool has broach'd a Truth 
Alla. 

That blaſts my Hopes; but ſince tis gone ſo fax, 

He ſhall divulge Almeyda is a Chriſtian: 

If that produce no Tumult, I deſpair. 

Emp, Why ſpeaks not Dorax ? 


Dor. 
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Dor. Becauſe my Soul abhors to mix with him. | 
Sir, let me bluntly ſay, you went too far, 
To truſt the Preaching Pow'r on State-Afﬀairs 
To him, or any heav'nly Demagogue- - 
'Tis a Limb lopt from your Prerogative. 
And ſo much of Heav'n's Image blotted from you. 
 Mauf. Sure thou haſt never heard of holy Men 
(So Chriftians call em) fam'd in State Affairs; 
Such as in Spain, Xymenes, Albornez, 
In England Wolſey ; match me theſe with Laymen. 
Dor. How you triumph in one or two of theſe, 
Born to be Stateſmen, hap'ning to be Churchmen! 
Thou call'ſt' em holy: ſo their Function was: 
But tell me, Mui, which of em were Saints ? 
Next, Sir, to you; the Sum of all is this, 
Since he claims Pow'r from Heav'n, and not from Kings, 
When 'tis his Int'reſt, he can int'reſt Heav'n 
To preach you down: and Ages oft depend 
On Hours, uninterrupted, in the Chair. 
Emp. V1 truſt his Preaching while I rule ar Pay, 
And I dare truſt my 4fricans, to hear 
Whatever he dare preach, 
Der. You know 'em not. 
The Genius of your Moors is Mutiny ; 
They ſcarcely want a Guide to move their Madneſs : 
Prompt to rebel on every weak Pretence, 
Bluſtering when courted, crouching when oppreft ; 
Wiſe to themſelves, ad Fools to all the World; 
Reſileſs in Change, and perjur'd to a Proverb. 
They love Religion ſweeten'd to the Senſe ; 
A good, Juxurious, palatable Faith, 
Thus Vice and Godlineſs, prepoſt'rous Pair, 
Ride Cheek by Jowl; but Churchmen hold the Reins. 
And whene'er Kings wou'd lower Clergy Greatneſs, 
They learn too late what Pow'r the Preachers have, 
And whoſe the Subjects are: the Mufti knows it; 
Nor dares deny what paſs'd betwixt us two. 
Emp. No more, whate'er he ſaid was my Command. 1 
Dor. Why then no more, ſince you will hear no more; 1 
Some Kings are reſolute to their own Ruin. i 
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Emp. Without your meddling where you are not aſk'd, 
Obey your Orders, and diſpatch Sebaſian. 


Dor. Truſt my Revenge; be ſare | wiſh him dead: 
Emp. What mean'ſt thou? What's'tliy Wiſhing to my 


Diſpatch him, rid me of the Man Tloath. u: 


Dor. I hear you, Sir, I'll take my Time; and do't. 
Emp. Thy Time? What's all 55 Time ? ? What's 8 
thy whole Life 3 
To my one Hour of Eaſe? No' more : Replies | 
But ſee thou doſt it; Or 

Dor. Choak in that Threat; I can ſay Or as loud. 

Emp. Tis well, | ſee my Words have no Effect, 

But | may ſend a Mefſage to diſpoſe you. [IL going off 

Dor. Expect an Anſwer worthy of that Meſſage. 

Muf. The Prophet ow'd him this | Aide. 
And thank'd be Heav'n, he has it. x 

Bend. By holy Alba, I conjure you ſtay, 

And judge not raſhly of ſo brave a Man. 

[Draws the Emperor afide, and whiſpers him, 
I'll give you Reaſons why he cannot execute 
Your Orders now, and why he will hereafter. | 

May. Benducar is a Fool to bring him off, La. 
Pl work my own Revenge, and ſpeedily. 

Bend. The Fort is his, the Soldiers Hearts are his ; 
A thouſand Chriſtian Slaves are in the Caſtle, 
Which he can free to reinforce his Pow'r; 
Your Troops far off, beleaguering Larache, 
Yet in the Chriſtian Hands. 

Emp. I grant all this; 
But grant me he muſt die, 

Bend. He ſhall by Poiſon ; 

*Tis here, the deadly Drug prepar'd in Wouter, 
Hot as Hell Fire: — then, to prevent his Soldiers 
From riſing to revenge their Gen'ral's Death, 
While he is ſtruggling with his mortal Pangs, 
The Rabble on the ſudden may be rais'd 

To ſeize the Caftle. 

Emp. Do't; *tis left to thee. 

Bend. Yet more; but clear your Brow ; for he ob- 

ſerves, [They whiſper again, 


97. 


1 
5 
S 
's 
Fe 


U 

— * * . 

LH = [ 
3 8 
8 


1 
* 
Ss. 
Fg 
7 
F 
5 
3 
[1 
1 
= 
33 
1 . 
> 
2 
+ 
bp 
: 


King of PORTUGAL. 79 
Dor. What, will the Fav'rite prop my falling Fortunes? 
O Prodigy of Court ? [ 4/ide. 
| [ Emp. and Bend. return to Dor. 
Emp. Your Friend has fully clear'd your Innocence, 
] was too haſty to condemn unheard : _ 
And you, perhaps, too prompt in your Replies, 
As far as fits the Majeſty of Kings, 
I aſk Excuſe. | 
or. I'm ſure I meant it well. 
mp. I know you did: this to our Love re- 
new'd. [ Emp. Drinks, 
Benducar, fill to Dorax. | BS. 
| [Bend. turns, and mixes a Powder in it. 
Dor. Let it go round, for all of us have need 
To quench our Heats ; 'tis the King's Health, Ben- 
ducar. 
And I wou'd pledge it, tho' I knew 'twere Poiſon. 
Bend, Another Bowl ; for what the King has touch'd 
And you have pledg'd, is ſacred to your Loves. 
| [ Drinks out of another Bowl. 
Muf. Since Charity becomes my Calling, thus 
Let me provoke your Friendſhip: And Heav'n bleſs it, 
As I intend it well | 
[ Drinks, and turning afide pour "me Drops out of a 
little Vial into the Bowl ; then preſents it to Dorax. 
Dor. Heav'n make thee honeſt, 
On that Condition we ſhall ſoon be Friends. — [ Drin&s, 
Maf. Yes, at our meeting in another World; [Aſiae. 
For thou halt drunk thy Paſſport out of this, 


Not the Nonacrian Font, nor Lethe's Lake, 0 


Cou'd ſooner numb thy nimble Faculties, 
Than this, to Sleep eternal. R 
Fmnp. Now farewel, Dorax, this was our firſt Quarrel, 
And I dare prophecy, will prove our laſt. 
[Exit Emp. with Bend. and the Mufti. 
Dor. It may be fo: I'm Langel diſcompos'd: 
Quick Shootings thro? my Limbs, and pricking Pains, 
Qualms at my Heart, Convulſions in my Nerves, 
Shiv'rings of Cold, and Burnings of my Entrails 
Within my little World make Medley- War, 
D 4 Loſe 


[He drinks, 
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Loſe and regain, beat, and are beaten back, 
As momentary Victors quit their Ground. 
Can it be Poiſon ! Poiſon's of one Tenour, 
Or hot, or cold; this neither, and yet both. 
Some deadly Draught, ſome Enemy of Life 
Boils in my Bowels, and works out my Soul. 
Ingratitude's the Growth of every Clime; 
Africk, the Scene remov'd, is Porugal. 

Of all Court Service learn the common Lot; 
To-day tis done, 'To-morrow tis forgot. 

Oh, were that all! my honeſt Corps muſt lie 
Expos'd to Scorn, and publick Infamy : 
My ſhameful Death will be divulg'd alone : 
The Worth and Honour of my Soul unknown. {| Exzz, 


SCENE II. 4 Nizht-Scene of the Mufti's 
| Garden, where an Arbour is diſcover d. 


Enter Antonio. 

Ant. She names herſelf Mcrayma ;” the Mufti's only 
Daughter, and a Virgin! This is the Time and Place that 
ſhe appointed in her Letter, yet ſhe comes not. Why 
thou ſweet delicious Creature, why to torture me with 


thy Delay! Dar ſt thou be falſe to thy Aſſignation ? What, 


in the Cool and Silence of the Night, and te a new 
Lover? Pox on the Hypocrite thy Father. for inſtructing 
thee ſo little in the ſweeteſt Point of his Religion. Hark, 
1 hear the ruſtling of her Silk Mantle. Now ſhe comes, 
now ſhe comes; no hang't, that was but the Whiſtling 
of the Wind thro' the Orange-trees. Now again, I hear 
the pit-a-pat of a pretty Foot thro” the dark Alley: No, 
*tis the Son of a Mare that's broken looſe, and munch- 
ing upon the Melons : Oh! the Miſery of an ex- 
pecting Lover! Well, Pl] &en deſpair, go into my Ar- 
bour, and try to ſleep; in a Dream I ſhall enjoy her 
in deſpight of her. [Goes to the Arbour, and lies daun. 
Enter Johayma wrapt up in a Mooriſh Mantle, 

Job. Thus far my Love has carry'd me, almoſt with- 
out my Knowledge whither I was going : Shall I go on, 
mall 1 diſcover myſelf? — What an Injury am I doing 
to 
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to my old Husband ! Yet what Injury, fince he's 
old and has three Wives, and ſix Concubines beſides 
me ! 'tis but ſtealing my own Tythe from him. 

[ She comes a little nearer the Arbour. 


Ant [raifing himſelf a little, and looking. J] At laſt ' tis 


ſhe, this is no Illuſion I am ſure; 'tis a true She-devil 


of Fleſh and Blood; and ſhe cou'd never have taken a 
fitter Time to tempt me 
Job. He's young and handiome 
Ant. Ves, well enough, I thank Nature. [Aſide. 
Joh. And I am yet neither old nor ugly: Sure he 
will not refuſe me. 


Ant. No, thou may'it pawn thy Maidenhead upon't 
he wonnot. [ A/rde, 


Job. The Mufti wou'd feaſt himſelf upon other Wo- 
men, and keep me faſting. 

Aut. O, the holy Curmudgeon ! [ Afrae. 

Joh. Wou'd preach Abſtinence, and practiſe Luxury 
but I thank my Stars, I have edify'd more by his Ex- 
ample than his Precept. 

Ant. Moſt divinely argu'd: ſhe's the beſt Caſuiſt in 
all Africh. [ Hide. 

[ He ruſhes out and embraces her. 

I can hold no longer from embracing thee, my dear 
Morayma; the old unconſcionable Whoreſon thy Father, 
could he expect cold Chaſtity from a Child of his be- 
getting ? 


Joh. What Nonſenſe do you talk ? do you take me 
for the Maufti's Daughter? [ Barnus.. 
Ant, Why, are you not, Madam ? [Throwing off her 
Fob. I find you had an Appointment with Morayma. 
Ant. By all that's good, the nauſeous Wife. [ Aſide. 
Job. What, you are confounded, and ſtand mute ? 
Ant. Somewhat nonpluſt I confi ſa, to hear you deny 
your Name ſo poſitively : why, are not you Morayma 
the Mufti's Daughter? Did not I ſee you with him, did 
not he preſent me to you ? Were you not ſo charitable as 
to give me Money? Ay, and to tread upon my Foot, 


and ſqueeze my Hand too, if I may be ſo bold to re- 
member you of paſt Favours ? 


Hy Job. 


as? 
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Jeb, And you ſee I am come to make em good, but 
I am neither Morayma nor the Mafti's Daughter. - 

Ant. Nay, I know not that: but I am ſure he is old 
enough to be your Father; and either Father, or Re- 
verend Father I heard you call him. Bat 

Job. Once again, how came you to name Morayma ? 

Ant. Another damn'd Miſtake of mine: For asking 
one of my fellow-Slaves, who were the chief Ladies 
about the Houſe, he anſwer'd me, Morayma and Jo- 
Bayma; but ſhe, it ſeems, is his Daughter, with a Pox 
to her, and you are his beloved Wife. 

Job. Say your beloved Miſtreſs if you pleaſe ; for 
that's the Title | deſire. This Moon-ſhine grows of- 
1 fenſive to my Eyes; come, ſhall we walk into the Ar- 
| bour ? there we may rectify all Miſtakes. 
| Ant. That's cloſe and dark. | 
Job. And are thoſe Faults to Lovers? 

Ant. But there I cannot pleaſe myſelf with the ſight 


of your Beauty. 
Job. Perhaps you may do better. 
Ant. But there's not a Breath of Air ſtirring. 
ob. The Breath of Lovers is the ſweeteſt Air; but 


you are fearful. 
Ant. 1 am conſidering indeed, that if Iam taken with 


you — 1 
: 95. The beſt wey to avoid it, is to retire, where we 
may not be diſcovered. 
Ant. Where lodges your Husband ? 
Job. Juſt againſt the Face of this open Walk. 
Ant. Then he has ſeen us already, for ought I know. 
Fob. You make ſo many Difhcuities, I fear I am dil- 
pleaſing to you. | Wy . : 
Art. [ Aſde.] If Morayma comes, and takes me in the 
Arbour with her, I have made a fine Exchange of that 


Diamond for this Pebble. 
25. You are much fallen of, let me tell you, from 


the Fury of your firſt Embrace. 
Ant. i confeſs, 1 was ſomewhat too furious at firft, 
dut you will forgive the Tranſport of my Paſſion; now 


I have conſider'd it better, I have a Qualm of _— 
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Job. Of Conſcience! why, what has Conſcience to do 
with two young Lovers that have Opportunity? 

Ant. Why truly, Conſcience is ſomething to blame for 
interpoſing in our Matters: but how can J help it, if I 
have a Scruple to betray my Matter ? 

Joh. There muſt be ſomething more in't? for your 
Conſcience was very quiet when you took me for Morayma. 

Ant. I grant you, Madam, when | took you for his 
Daughter; for then I might have made you an honou- 
rable Amends by Marriage. 

Job. You Chriſtians are ſuch peeking Sinners, you 
tremble at a Shadow in the Moonſhine. 

Aut. And you Africans are fuch Termagants, you op 
at nothing. | muſt be plain with you, you are marrie 
and to a holy Man, the Head of your Religion; go back 
to your Chamber, go. back I fay, and conſider of it for 
this Night; as I will do on my Part: Iwill be true to 
you; and invent all the Arguments | can to comply with 
you, and who knows, but at our next Meeting, the 
ſweet Devil may have more Power over me? I am true 
Flelh and Blood, I can tell you that for your Comfort. 

Joh. Fleth without Blood I think thou art ; ; or if any 
tis as cold as that of Fiſhes. But VII teach thee, to thy 
Coſt, what Vengeance is in ſtore for refuſing a Lady, 
who has ofer'd thee her Love Help, help, there; 
will No- body come to my Aﬀliſtance ? 

Ant. What do you mean, Madam? for Heav'n's fake 
Peace; your Husband will hear you; think of your 
own Danger, if you; will not think of mine. 

Job. Ingrateful Wretch, thou deſerv'ſt no Pity :: 
Help, vale Husband, or I ſhall be raviſh'd : the Vir 
lain will be too ſtrong for me. Help, help, for Pity of a. 
poor diſtreſſed Creature. 

Ant. Then | have nothing but Impudence to aſſiſt 
me: I muſt drown her Clamour, whate'er comes on't. 

[ He takes out his Flute, and plays as loud as he 

can poſſibly, and ſbe continues crying out. 

Enter the Mufti in his Night-Gown, and two Servants. 
Muf. O thou Villain, what horrible Impiety art thou 


committing ? What, raviſhing the Wife of my 9 25 
* 
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Take him away, ganch him, impale him, rid the World 
of ſuch a Monſter. [Servants ſeize him. 
Ant. Mercy, dear Maſter, Mercy: Hear me firſt, and 
after, if I have deſerv'd Hanging, ſpare me not: What 
have you ſeen to provoke you to this Cruelty ? 

Mauf. I have heard the Outcries of my Wife; the 
Bleatings of the poor innocent Lamb: ſeen nothing 
fay'i thou ? If I ſee the Lamb lie bleeding, and the 
Butcher by her with his Knife drawn, and bloody, is not 
that Evidence ſufficient of the Murder ? 1 come too late, 
and the Execution is already done. | 

Ant. Pray think in Reaſon, Sir, is a Man to be put to 
Death for a Similitude ? No Violence has been commit- 
ted; none intended: the Lamb's alive: and if I durſt 
tell you ſo, no more a Lamb than I am a Butcher. 
Job. How's that, Villain, dar'ſt thou accuſe me? 

Ant. Be patient, Madam, and ſpeak but Truth, and 
Pl do any thing to ſerve you: I fay again, and ſwear it 
too, I'll do any thing to ſerve you. 

Job. [ Afide.] I underſtand him; but I fear 'tis now too 
late to ſave him: Pray hear him ſpeak, Husband ; 


perhaps he may fay ſomething for himſelf ; I know not. 


Muf. Speak thou, has he not violated my Bed, and 
thy Honour? | | 
Job. | forgive him freely, for he has done nothing, 


What he will do hereafter, to make me Satisfaction, 


himſelf beſt knows. 


Ant Any thing, any thing, ſweet Madam: I ſhall 


refuſe no Drudgery. | 
Muf. But did he mean no Miſchief? Was he endea- 
vouring nothing ? | TD 
Job. In my Conſcience, I begin to doubt he did not. 
Muff. Tis impoflible; then what meant all theſe 
Outcries? | 
Job. I heard Muſick in the Garden, and at an un- 
ſeaſonable Time of Night, and I ſtole ſoftly out of my 
Bed, as imagining it might be he. 
Muf. How's that, Fohayma ? Imagining it was he, 
and yet you went ? | 
- Joh, Why not, my Lord, am not 1 the Miſtreſs of 
| ; the 
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ſelf, and cry'd aloud: But as ſoon as ever he knew me 


to obey better. : 


ters; and if Marayma ſhou'd now appear, I ſay no more, 
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the Family ? and is it not my Place to ſee good Orders 
kept in it? I thought he might have allur'd ſome of the 
She-Slaves to him; and was reſolv'd to prevent what 
might have been betwixt him and them ; when, on the 
ſudden, he ruſh'd out upon me, caught me in his Arms 
with ſuch a Fury 

Muf. I have heard enough, away with him a 

Joh. Miſtaking me no doubt, for one of his Fellow- 
Slaves: With that, affrighted as I was, I diſcover'd my- 


the Villain let me go, and I muſt needs ſay, he ſtarted 
back, as if I were ſome Serpent; and was more afraid 
of me than I of him. 

Muf. O thou Corrupter of my Family, that's Cauſe 
enough of Death ; once again, away with him. 

Job. What, for an intended Treſpaſs? No harm has 
been done, whate'er may be. He colt you five hundred 
Crowns, I take it. | 

Muf, Thou ſay'ſt true, a very conſiderable Sum: He 
ſhall not die, tho' he had commited Folly with a 
Slave; tis too much to loſe by him. 

Ant. My only Fault has ever been to love playing in 
the dark, and the more ſhe cry'd, the more I play d; 
that it might be ſeen I intended nothing to her. h 

Muf. To your Kennel, Sirrah, mortify your Fleſh, 
and conſider in whoſe Family you are. 

Joh. And one thing more, remember from henceforth 


Muf. { A/fide.] For all her Smoothneſs, I am not quite 
cured of my Fealouſy ; but I have thought of a Way that 
will clear my Doubts. [ Exit Muf. wwi7h Joh. and Servants. 

Ant. 1 am mortify'd ſufficiently already, without the 
Help of his Ghoſtly Counſel. Fear of Death has gone 
farther with me in two Minutes, than my Conſcience 
wou'd have gone in two Months. I find myſelf in a 
very dejected Condition, all over me; poor Sin lies dor- 
mant, Concupiſcence is retir'd to his Winter-Quar- 


but alas for her and me! | f 
[ Morayma comes out of the Arbour, fhe fleals 
behind him, and claps him on the Back. 
Mor, 
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Mor. And if Morayma ſhou'd appear, as ſhe does ap- 
pear, alas you fay for her and you! 

Ant. Art thou there, my ſweet Temptation! my Eyes, 
my Life, my Sout, my All! 1 

Mor. A mighty Compliment, when all theſe, by your 
own Confeſſion, are juſt nothing, 

Ant, Nothing, till thou cameſt to new create me; 
thou doſt not know the Power of thy own Charms: 
Let me embrace thee, and thou ſhalt ſee how quickly 
can torn wicked. 

Mor. | flepping back.] Nay, if you are fo dangerous, *tis 
beſt keeping you at a Diftance ; I have no Mind to warm 
a frozen Snake in my Boſom ; he may chance to recover 
and ſting me for my Pains. | 

Ant. Conſider what I have ſuffer'd for thy Sake al- 
ready; and make me fome Amends : two Diſappoint- 
ments in a Night! O cruel Creature 

Mor. And you may thank yourſelf for both: I came 
eagerly to the Charge, before my Time, thro' the Back- 
Walk behind the Arbour; and you, like a freſh-water 
Soldier, flood guarding the Paſs before: If you miſs'd 
the Enemy, you may thank your own Dulnels. 

Ant. Nay, if you will be uſing Stratagems, you ſhall 
give me Leave to make uſe of my Advantages, now I 
have you in my Power: We are fairly met; I'll try it 
out, and give no Quarter. 

Mor. By your Favour, Sir, we meet upon Treaty 
now and not upon Defiance. | 

Ant. If that be all, you ſhall have Carte blanche im- 
mediately; for | long to be ratify ing. 

Mer. No, now I think on't, you are already enter'd 
into Articles with my Enemy 7ohayma: Any thing to 
ſerve you, Madam; I ſhall retute no Drudgery : Whoſe 
Words weie thoſe, Gentleman ? Was that like a Cava- 
lier of Honour? 

Ant. Not very beroick ; but Self-prefervation is a Point 
above Honour and Religion too — Antonio was a Rogue 
} muſt confeſs; but you muſt give me leave to love him. 

Mor. To beg your Life ſo bafely ; and to prefent your 
Sword to your Enemy: Oh Recreaut ! 

by | Art, 
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Ant. If I had died honourably, my Fame indeed wou'd 
have ſounded loud, but I ſhou'd never have heard the 
Blaſt: Come, don't make yourſelf worſe-natur'd than 
you are; to fave my Life, you wou'd be conteat I ſhou'd 
promiſe any thing. 

Mor. Ves, if | were ſure you wou'd perform nothing. 

Ant. Can you ſuſpect I would leave you for 7Tohayma ? 

Mor. No, but Ioan expect you wou'd have both of 
us: Love is covetous, I muſt have all of you; Heart for 
Heart is an equal Truck: In ſhort, I am younger; I think 
handſomer, and am ſure I love you better; ſhe has been 
my Step-Mother theſe fifteen Years ; You think that's 
her Face you ſee, but 'tis only a daub'd Vizard : She 
wears an Armour of Proof upon't; an Inch thick of 
Paint, beſides the Waſh: Her Face is ſo fortify'd, that 
you can make no Approaches to it, without a Shovel, 
But for her Conſtancy, I can tell you for your Comfort, 
ſhe will Iove till Death, I mean till yours; for when ſhe 
has worn you out, ſhe will certainly diſpatch you to 
another World, for fear of telling Tales; as ihe has al- 
ready ſerv'd three Slaves, your Predeceffors of happy 
Memory in her Favours. She has made my Pious Fa- 
ther a three pil'd Cuckold to my Knowledge; and now 
ſhe wou'd be robbing me of my ſingle Sheep too. 

Aut. Pr'ythee prevent her then; "and at leaſt take the 
Shearing of me firſt. 

Mr. No, i'll have a Butcher's Pen'worth of you 3 
firſt ſecure the Carcaſs, and then take the Fleece into 
the Bargain. 

Ant. Why ſure, you did not put yourſelf and me to 
all this Trouble, for a dry Come- off; by this Hand — 

[ Taking it. 

Mor. Which you ſhall never touch, but upon better 
Aſſurances than you imagine. [ Pulling her Hand away. 

Ant. I'll marry thee, and make a Chriſtian of thee, 
thou pretty damn'd Infidel. 

Mor. I mean you ſhall ; but no watt till the Bar- 

ain be made before Wine; ; there's Love enough to 
be had, and as much as you can turn you to, never 
doubt, but all upon honourable Terms, 1 
| nts 
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Ant. 1 vow and ſwear by Love; and he's a Deity in 
all Religions. | 

Mor. But never to be truſted in any: he has another 
Name too, of a worſe Sound. Shall I truſt an Oath, 
when I ſee your Eyes languiſhing, your Cheeks fluſh- 
ing, and can hear your Heart throbbing ? No, I'll not 
come near you: He's a fooliſh: Phyſician who will feel 
the Pulſe of a Patient, that has the Plague ſpots upon him. 
Ant. Did one ever hear a little Monpet argue ſo per- 
verily againſt ſo good a Caale ! Come, pr'ythee let me 
anticipate a little of my Revenue. : 

Mor. You wou'd fain be fingering your Rents before- 
hand; but that makes a Man an ill Huſband ever after. 
Conſider, Marriage 1s a painful Vocation, as you ſhall 
prove it: manage your lucomes as thriftily as you can, 
you ſhall find a hard Taik on't to make even at the 
Year's End, and yet to live decently, | 

Ant. 1 came with a Chriſtian Intention to revenge my 
ſelf upon thy Father, for being the Head of a falſe Re- 
ligion. 

＋ 24 And ſg you ſhall ; I offer you his Daughter for 

your Second: but ſince you are ſo preſſing, meet me 
under my Window To-morow Night, Body for Body, 
about this Hour; I'll ſlip down out of my Lodging, 
and bring my Father in my Hand, 

Ant. How, thy Father! 1 

Mer. 1 mean all that's good of him; his Pearls, and 
Jewels, his whole Contents, his Heart and Soul; as much 
as ever I can carry! I'll leave him his Alcoran ; that's 
Revenue enough for him: Every Page of it is Gold and 
Diamonds. He has the Turn ofan Eye, a demure Smile, 
and a godly Cant, that are worth Millions to him. 1 
forgot to tell you, that I will have a Slave prepar'd at the 
Poſtern Gate, with two Horſes ready ſaddled: No more, 
for I fear I may be miſs'd; and think I hear em calling 
for me ——if you have Conſtancy and Courage 

Ant. Never doubt it: And Love in abundance, to 
wander with thee all the World over, | 

Mer. The value of twelve hundred thouſand Crowns 
in a Caſket |! —— | 


Aut. 
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Ant. A heavy Burden, heav'n knows! but we muſt 
pray for Patience to ſupport it. | 
Mor. Beſides a willing Titt that will venture her Corps 
with you : —Come, I know you long to have a part- 
ing Blow with me; and therefore to ſhew I am in Cha- 
ity — . | [He kifſes her. 
Ant. Once more for Pity ; that I may keep the Fla- 
vour upon my Lips till we meet again. | 
Mor. No: frequent Charities make bold Beggars: And 
beſides I have learn't of a Falconer, never to feed up a 
Hawk when I wou'd have him fly: that's enough) 
but if you wou'd be nibling, here's a Hand to ſtay your 
Stomach. | [King her Hand. 
Ant. Thus conquer'd Infidels, that Wars may ceaſe. 
Are forc'd to give their Hands, and ſign the Peace. 
Mor. Thus Chriſtians are outwitted by the Foe; 
You had her in your Pow'r, and let her go. 
If you releaſe my Hand, the Faults not mine; 
You ſhou'd have made me Seal as well as Sign. 
[She runs off, he follows her to the Door ; then comes 
back again, and goes out at the other. 
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Benducar's Palace in the Caſile of Alcazar. 


Bend. Y future Fate, the Colour of my Life. 
Solus. 

My All depends on this important Hour: ä 

Inis Hour my Lot is weighing in the Scales, 

And Heav'n, perhaps, is doubting what to do. 

Almeyda and a Crown, have puſh'd me forward: 

Tis fix'd, the Tyrant muſt not raviſh her: 

He and Seba/tian ſtand betwixt my Hopes: 

He moſt; and therefore firſt to be diſpatch'd. 

Theſe and a thouſand Things are to be done 

In the ſhort Compals of this rowling Night, Fe 

n 
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And nothing yet perform'd, 

None of my Emiflaries yet return'd. 

x Emer Haly Firſt Servant. 
Oh Haß, thou haſt held me long in pain. 
What haſt thou learnt of Dorax # is he dead? 

Haly. Two Hours I warily have watch'd his Palace; 

All Doors are ſhat, no Servant peeps abroad; 

Some Officers with ſtriding Haſte paſs'd in, 

While others outward went on quick Diſpatch ; 
Sometimes huſh'd Silence ſeem'd to reign within; 
Then Cries confus'd, and a joint Clamour follow'd ; 
Then Lights went gliding by, from Room to Room, 
And ſhot. like thwarting Meteors croſs the Houle. 
Not daring turther to enquire, I came 

With ſpeed, to bring you this imperfect News. 

Bend. Hence I conclude him either dead or dying : 
His mournful Friends, ſummon'd to take their Leaves, 
Are throng'd about his Couch, and fit in Council. 
What thoſe caballing Captains may deſign, 

I muſt prevent, by Fray. firſt in Action, 
To Muley-Zeydan fly with ſpeed, defire him 
To take my laſt Inſtructions ; tell the Importance, 
And haite his Preſence here, I Exit Haly. 
How has this Poiſon loſt its wonted Way? | 
It ſhould have burnt its Paſſage, not have linger'd 
In the blind Labyrinths and crooked Turnings 
Of human Compoſition ; now 1t moves 
Like a flow Fire that works againſt the Wind, 
As if his ſtronger Stars had interpos'd. 

Enter Hamet. 
Well Hamet, are our Friends the Rabble rais'd ? 
From Muſtapha what Meſſage? 

Ham. What you wiſh : | 
The Streets are thicker in this Noon of Night, 
Tham at the Mid-day Sun: A drouzy Horror 
Sits on their Eyes, like Fear not well awake: 

All croud in heaps, as at a Night- alarm 

The Bees drive out upon each others Backs, 

T' imboſs their Hives in Cluſters : all aſk News: 
Their buſy Captain runs the weary Round 


To 
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To whiſper Orders, and commanding Silence, 

Make not Noiſe ceaſe, but deafens it to Marmurs. 
Bend. Night waſtes apace: When, when will he appear? 
Ham. He only waits your Summons. 

Bend. Haſte their Coming. 

Let Secrecy and Silence be enjoin'd 

In their cloſe March: What News from the Lieutenant! 
Ham, I left him at the Gate firm to your Intereſt, 

IT admit the Townſmen at their firſt Appearance. 

Beud. Thus far tis well: Go haſten Mufapha. 

[ Exit Hamet. 

. Enter Orchan, the third Servant. 

O, Orchan, did I think thy Diligence | 

Wou'd lag behind the reſt? what from the Mufti? 

Orc. I fought him round his Palace; made Enquiry 

Of all the Slaves: in ſhort-I uſed your Name, 

And urg'd th' Importance home; but had for anſwer, 

That ſince the Shut of Evening none had ſeen him, 
Bend, O the curſt Fate of all Conſpiracies ! 

They move on many Springs ; if one but fail, 

The reſtiff Machine ſtops In an ill Hour he's abſent ; 

*Tis the firſt Time, and ſure will be the laſt 

That e'er a Mufti was not in the way, 

When Tomults and Rebellion ſhou'd be broach'd. 

Stay by me: thou art refolate and faithful; 

1 have Employment worthy of thy Arm. [Walks 

; Enter Muley- Zeydan, 
Mal. Zeyd. You ſee me come impatient of my Hopes, 

And eager as the Courſer for the Race: 

Is all in readineſs? 

Bead, All but the Mufti. 
Mul. Zeyd. We muſt go on without him, 
Bend. True, we mutt ; 

For *tis ill ſtopping in the full Career, 

Howe'er the Leap be dangerous and wide. 

Arc. [Looking out.] I fee the Blaze of Torches from 


Aud bear the trampling of thick-beating Feet; [afar 3 
This way they move, 


Bend. No doubt, the Emperor. 
We muſt not be ſurpriz'd in Conference. 
Truſt 
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Truſt to my Management the Tyrant's Death ; 

And hafte — to join with Muffapha 

The Officer who guards the Gate is yours : _ 

When you have gain'd that Paſs, divide your Force; 

Yourſelf in Perſon head one choſen Half, | 

And march t' oppreſs the Faction in Conſult 

With dying Dorax : Fate has driven 'em all 

Into the Net: You muſt be bold and ſudden : 

Spare none, and if you find him ſtruggling yet 

With Pangs of Death, truſt not his rowling Eyes 

And heavy Gaſps; for Poiſon may be falſe, 

The home Thruſt of a friendly Sword is ſure. [priz'd; 
Mul. Zeyd. Doubt not my Conduct: They ſhall be ſur- | 

Mercy may wait without the Gate one Night, 

At Morn l'll take her in ; 
Bend. Here lies your Way, 

You meet your Brother there. 
Mul. Zeyd. May we ne'er meet: 

For like = Twins of Leda, when I mount, 

He gallops down the Skies [Exit Mul. Zeyd. 
Bend. He comes; Now Heart 

Be ribb'd with iron for this one Attempt; 

Set ope thy Sluices, ſend the vigorous Blood 


Through every active Limb for my Relief; 


Then take thy Reſt within thy quiet Cell, 
For thou ſhalt drum no more. 
Enter Emperor and Guard. attending Bim. 

Emp. What News of our Affairs, and what of Derax ? 
Is he no more? ſay that, and make me happy. 

Bend. May all your Enemies be like that Dog, 
Whoſe parting Soul is labouring at the Lips, 

Emp. The People, are they rais'd ? 

Bend. And marſhall'd too; | 
Juft ready for the March. 

Emp. Then I'm at eaſe. 

Bend. The Night is yours, the glittering Hoſt of Heav'n 
Shines but for you; but moſt the Star of Love, 
That twinkles you to fair A/mezda's Bed. 
Oh there's a Joy, to melt in her Embrace, 


Difiolve in Pleaſure ; | 
And 
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And make the Gods curſe Immortality, 
That fo they cou'd not die. | 
But haſte and make 'em yours, 

Emp. I will ; and yet 
A kind of Weight hangs heavy at my Heart; 

My flagging Soul flies under her own Pitch; 
Like Fowl in Air too damp, and lugs along, 

As if ſhe were a Body in a Body, 

And not a mounting Subſtance made of Fire, 
My Senſes too are dull and ſtapify'd, 

Their Edge rebated ; ſure ſome Ill approaches, 
And ſome kind Spright knocks foftly at my Soul, 
To tell me Fate's at hand. 

Bend. Mere Fancies all. 

Your Soul has been before-hand with your Body, 
And drunk ſo deep a Draught of promis'd Bliſs, 
She ſlumbers o'er the Cup; no Danger's near, 
But of a Surfeit at too full a Feaſt. 

Emp. It may be ſo; it looks ſo like the Dream 
That overtook me at my waking Hour, 

This Morn; and Dreams they fay are then divine, 
When all the balmy Vapours are exhal'd, 

And ſome o'erpow'ring God continues Sleep. 
»Twas then methought Almey a, ſmiling, came 
Attended with a Train of all her Race, 

Whom in the Rage of Empire I had murder'd. 
But now, no longer Foes they gave me Joy 

Of my new Conqueſt, and with helping Hands 
Heav'd me into our Holy Prophet's Arms, 

Who bore me in a purple Cloud to Heav'n, 

Bend. Good Omen, Sir; I with you in that Heav'n 
Your Dreams por tend you, | 
Which preſages Death 

Emp. Fhou too wert there ; 

And thou methought didſt puſh me from below, 
With thy full Force to Paradiſe. 

Bend. Yet better. 

Emp. Hah! what's that grizly Fellow taat attends thee ? 

Bend. Why ak you, Sir? 

Emp. For he was in my Dream ; 
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And 
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And help'd to heave me u * 
: Bend. With Prayers an Wishes; 3 
For I dare ſwear him honeſt, 
Emp. That may be; 1 
But yet he looks Damnation. 4 


Bend. You forget 4 
The Face wou'd pleaſe you better : Do you e | 
And can you thus forbear ? 
Emp. I'll head my People; 
Then think of Dalliance when the Danger's o'er. 
My warlike Spirits work now another way; 
And my Souls tun'd to Trumpets. 

Bend. You debaſe yourſelf, 
To think of mixing with th' ignoble Herd. 
Let ſuch perform the ſervile Work of War, 
Such who have no Almeyda to enjoy. 
What, ſhall the People know their God-like Prince 
Skulk'd in a nightly Skirmiſh ? Stole a Conqueſt, 
Headed a Rabble, and profan'd his Perſon, 
Shoulder'd with Filth, born in a Tide of Ordure, 
And ſtifled with their rank offenſive Sweat? 

Emp. J am off again: I will not proſtitute 
The Regal Dignity ſo far, to head 'em. 

Bend. There ſpoke a King. 

Diſmiſs your Guards to be employ'd elſewhere 
In ruder Combats : you will want no Seconds 
In thoſe Alarms you ſeek. 

Emp. Go join the Croud; [To the Guards, 
Benducar, thou ſhalt lead em in my Place. [ Ex. Guards, 
The God of Love once more has ſhot his Fires 
Into my Soul; and my whole Heart receives him. 
Almeyda now returns with all her Charms; 

I feel her as ſhe glides along my Veins, 
And dances in my Blood : So when our Prophet. 
Had long been hamm'ring in his lonely Cell, 
Some dull, infipid, tedious Paradiſe, 
A briſk Hrabian Girl came tripping by; 
Paſſing the caſt at him a ſide-long Glance, 
And look'd behind in hopes to be purſu'd: 
He took the Hint, embrac'd the lying Fair: 
And 
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And having found his Heav'n, he fix'd it there. 
[Exit Emp, 
Bend. That Paradiſe thou never ſhalt poſſeſs. 
His Death is eaſy now, his Guards are gone; 
And I can fin but once to ſeize the Throne. 
All After-a&ts are ſanctify'd by Power. 

Orc. Command my Sword and Lite, 

Bend. I thank thee, Orchan, - 
And ſhall reward thy Faith: This Maſter-Key 
Frees every Lock, and leads us to his Perſon : 


And ſhou'd we mil our Blow, as Heav'n forbid, 

Secures Retreat : Leave open all behind us ; 

And firſt ſet wide the Mufti”s Garden Gate, 

Which is his private Paſſage to the Palace: 

For there our Mutineers appoint to meet, 

And thence we may have Aid. Now ſleep ye Stars, 
That filently o'erwatch the Fate of Kings ; 

Be all propitious Influences barr'd, 

And none but murd'rous Planets mount the Guard. 


Exit, with Orchan, 
A Night SCENE of the Mufti's Garden. 


Enter the Mufti alone, in a Slave's Habit, like that of 


Antonio. * 


Muf. This tis to have a found Headpiece ; by this I 
have got to be chief of my Religion; that is, honeſtly 
ſpeaking, to teach others what I neither know nor be- 
lieve myſelf. For what's Mahomet to me, but that I 
pet by him? Now for my Policy of this Night: 1 have 
mew'd up my ſuſpected Spouſe in her Chamber. No 
more Embaſhes to that luſty young Stallion of a Gard'ner. 
Next, my Habit of a Slave; ] have made myſelf as like 
him as I can, all but his Youth and Vigour; which when 
] had, I paſs'd my Time as well as any of my Holy Pre- 1 
deceſſors. Now, walking under the Windows of my Se- 1 

raglio: If Zohayma look out, ſhe will certainly take me 
for Antonio, and call to me; aud by that I ſhall know 
what Concupiſcence is working! in her; ſne cannot come 


down to commit Iniquity, there's my Safety; but if ſhe 
e 
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peep, if ſhe put her Noſe abroad, there's Demonſtration 

of her pious Will: And P'lIl not make the firſt Prece- 
dent for a Church-man to forgive Injuries, 

Enter Morayma running to him with a Casket in her 
| Hand, and embracing him. % 

Mor. Now I can embrace you with a good Conſcience 3 
here are the Pearls and Jewels, here's my Father, | 

Mf. J am indeed thy Father; but how the Devil did'ſt 
thou know me in this Diſguiſe? And what Pearls and 
Jewels doſt thou mean? 

Mor. [Going back.] 
will now become of me 

Muf. Art thou mad, Morayma ? 

Mor. I think you'll make me fo. 

Muf. Why, what have I done to thee ? RecolleQ thy 
felf, and ſpeak Senſe to me. 

Mor. Then give me leave to tell you, you are the 
worſt of Fathers. | 

Muf: Did I think I had begotten ſuch a Monſter ? 
Proceed my dutiful Child, proceed, proceed. 

Mor. You have been raking together a Maſs of Wealth, 
by indirect and wicked Means: the Spoils of Orphans 
are in theſe Jewels, and the Tears of Widows in theſe 
Pearls. 

Muf. Thou amazeſt me 

Mor. 1 wou'd do ſo. This Casket is loaded with your 
Sins; 'tis the Cargo of Rapines, Simony, and Extorti- 
ons; the Iniquity of thirty Years Muttiſhip converted 
into Diamonds. 

Muf. Would ſome rich railing Rogue would ſay as much 
to me, that I might ſqueeze his Purſe for Scandal. 

Mor. No, Sir, you get more by pious Fools than 
Railers, when you inſinuate into their Families, manage 
their Fortunes while they live, and beggar their Heirs 
by getting Legacies, when they die. And do you think 
VII be che Receiver of your Theft? Idiſcharge, my Con- 
ſcience of it: Here take again your filthy Mammon, 
and reſtore it, you had beſt, to the true Owners. 

Muf. I am finely documented by my own Daughter. 


Mor. 


What have I done, and what 
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Mor. And a great Credit for me to be ſo: Do but 
think how decent a Habit you have on, and how be- 
coming your Function to be diſguis'd like a Slave, and 
Eves-dropping under the Women's Windows, to be ſa- 
luted, as you deſerve it richly, with a Piſs-pot. If I 
had not known you caſually by your ſhambling Gate, 
and a certain Reverend Aukwardneſs that is natural to all 
of your Function, here you had been expos'd to the 
Laughter of your own Servants; who have been in 
ſearch of you thro' the whole Seraglio, peeping under 
every Petticoat to find you. | 

Muf. Pr'ythee Child, reproac hme no more of human 
Failings; they are but a little of the Pitch and Spots 
of the World that are ſtill ſticking on me; but I hope 
to ſcour 'em out in time: I am better at bottom than 
thou think'ſt; Jam not the Man thou tak'ſt me for. 
Mor. No, to my Sorrow, Sir, you are not. 

Muf. It was a very odd Beginning tho' methought, 
to ſee thee come running in upon me with ſuch a warm 
Embrace; pr'ythee what was the Meaning of that vio- 
lent hot Hug ? 

Mor. I am ſure I meant nothing by it, but the Zeal 
and Affection which I bear to the Man of the World, 
whom I may love lawfully. 

Muf. But thou wilt not teach me at this Age the Na- 
ture of a cloſe Embrace ? h 

Mor. No indeed: for my Mother-in-law complains, 
that you are paſt teaching: But if you miſtosk my in- 


nocent Embrace for Sin, I wiſh heartily it had been 


given where it ſhould have been more acceptable. 

Muf. Why this is at ſhould be now: Take the Trea- 
ſure again, it can never be put into better Hands. 

Mor. Yes to my Knowledge but it might. I have 
confels*'d my Soul to you, if you can underſtand me 
rightly ; I never diſobey'd you till this Night; and now 
ſince through the Violence of my Paſſion, I have been 
{o unfortunate, I humbly beg your Pardon, your Bleſ- 


ſing, and your Leave, that upon the firſt Opportunity I 


may go for ever from your Sight ; for Heav'n knows, 
never deſire to ſee you more. 
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Muf. ¶ Miping his Eyes.) Thou mak'ſt me weep at thy 
Unkindneſs, indeed, dear Daughter, we will not part. 

Mor. Indeed, dear Daddy, but we will. : 
 Maf. Why, if J have been a little pilfering, or ſo, I 
take it bitterly of thee to tell me of it; fince it was to 
make thee rich; and I hope a Man may make bold with 
his own Soul, without Offence to his own Child : Here 
take the Jewels again, take em I charge thee upon thy 


Obedience. | 
Mor. Well then, in virtue of Obedience I will take 


em; but on my Soul, I had rather they were in a better 


Hand. 


Mzuf. Meaning mine, I know it. | 
Mor. Meaning his whom [ Love better than my Life. 
Muff. That's me again. 

Mor. I would have you think ſo. 

Muf. How thy good Nature works upon me; well I 
can do no leſs than venture Damning for thee, and I may 
put fair for it, if the Rabble be order'd to riſe To- night. 

Enter Antonio 7» an African rich Habit. 
Ant. What do you mean, my Dear, to ſtand talking 


in this ſuſpicious Place, juſt underneath Johayma's Win- 


dow? [To the Mufti.] You are well met, Comrade, 1 
know you are the Friend of our Flight ; are the Horſes 


ready at the Poſtern Gate? 
Muf. Antonio, and in Diſguiſe ? now ] begin to ſmell 


a Rat. 
Ant. And I another, that out-ſtinks it; falſe Morayma, 


haſt thou thus betray'd me to thy Father ! 
Mor. Alas, I was betray'd myſelf: He came diſguis'd 
like you, and I poor Innocent ran into his Hands! 


Muf. In good time you did ſo; 1 laid a Trap for a 


Bitch Fox, and a worſe Vermin has caught himſelf in it: 


You wou'd fain break looſe now, though you left a Limb 


behind you; but I am yet in my own Territories and in 


call of Company, that's my Comfort, 
Ant. [Taking him by the Throat.] No; I have a Trick 


left to put thee paſt thy ſqueeking: I have given thee 
the Quinzey ; that ungracious Tongue ſhall preach no 


more falſe Doctrine. 


Mor. 
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Mor. What do you mean? you will not throttle him ? 
conſider he's my Father. | E 
Ant. Pr'ythee let us provide firſt for our own Safety; if 
J do not confider him, he will conſider us with a Ven- 
geance afterwards. 
Mor. You may threaten him for crying out, but for 
my ſake give him back a little Cranny of his Windpipe, 
and ſome Part of Speech. 
Ant. Not ſo much as one ſingle Interjection: Come 
away Father-in-law, this is no Place for Dialogues ; when 
you are in the Moſque you talk by Hours, and there ng 
Man muſt interrupt you; this is but like for like, good 
Father-in-law ; now 1 am in the Pulpit, *tis your Turn 
to hold your Tongue. [He ftruggles.) Nay if you will 
be hanging back, I ſhall take care you ſhall hang fore 
ward, 
Puls him along the Stage with his Sword at his Reins, 
Mor. T'other way to the Arbour with him; and make 
haſte before we are diſcover'd. | 
Ant. If 1 only bind and gag him there, he may com- 
mend me hereafter for civil Uſage ; he deſerves not ſg 
much favour by any Action of his Life. | 
Nor. Yes, pray bate him one, for begetting your Mife 
trefs. --- - | | 
Art. J would, if he had not thought more of thy Mo- 
ther than of thee z once more come along in filence, my 
Pythagorean Father-in-Law. : V 
Jeb. [At the Balcony.) — A Bird in a Cage may 
peep at leaſt, tho' ſhe muſt not fly ; what Buſtle's there; 
beneath my Window ? Antonio by all my Hopes, I. 
know him by his Habit; but what makes that Woman 
with him, and a Friend, a Sword drawn, and haſiin 
hence ? this 1s no time for Silence : Who's within ? call 
there, where are the Servants? why Omar, Abedin, Ha/- 
/an, and the reſt, make haſte and run into the Garden; 


there are Thieves and Villains; arm all the Family, and 
ſtop 'em. 


Ant. ¶ Turning back.] O that Scriech Owl at the Wine 


dow! we ſhall be purtu'd immediately; which way ſhall 
we take f | | 
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Mor. Giving him the Caſtet.] Tis impoſlible to eſcape 
them: for the way to our Horſes lies back again by the 
Houſe; and then we ſhall meet 'em full in the Teeth ; 
here take theſe Jewels : thou may 'ſt leap the Walls and 


get away. 
Ant. And what will become of thee then, poor kind 
Soul ? 
Mor. I muſt take my Fortune; when you are got ſafe 
into your own Country, I hope you will beſtow a Sigh 
on the Memory of her who lov'd you. 
Ant. It makes me mad, to think how many a good 
Night will be loſt betwixt us! take back thy Jewels; 
*tis an empty Caſket without thee ; beſides, I ſhould ne- 
ver leap well with the Weight of all thy Father's Sins 
about me ; thou and they had been a Bargain. 
Mor. Pr'ythee take em, 'twill help me to be reveng'd 
on him. 
Ant. No; they'll ſerve to make thy Peace with him. 
Mor. 1 hear em coming: ſhift for yourſelf at leaſt; 
remember I am yours for ever. | 
[ Servants crying, this way, this way, hebind the Scenes. 
Ant. And 1 but the empty Shadow of myſelf without 
thee ! Farewel Father-in-Law, that ſhou'd have been, if 
J had not been curſt in my Mother's Belly Now 


which way Fortune ? 
Runs amazedly backwards and ferwards, 


[Servants vit hin, Folloau, follow, yonder are the Villains. 
Ant. O here's a Gate open; but it leads into the 
Caſtle; yet I muſt venture it. [ Going out. 
[ 4 Shout behind the Scenes where Antonio 7s going out. 
Ant. There's the Rabble in a Mutiny ; what is the 
Devil up at Midnight | —— However *tis good herding 


in a Croud. [ Runs out. 
{Mufti runs to Morayma, and lays hold on her, then 


Juatches away the Coſhet. 

Mzf. Now to do things in order, firſt I ſeize upon 
the Bag, and then upon the Baggage : for thou art but 
my Fleſh and Blood, but theſe are my Life and Soul. 
Mor. Then let me follow my Fleſh and Blood, and 


keep to yourſelf your Life and Soul. 
Mf. 


— 
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Muf. Both or none, come away to Durance. 


Mor. Well if it muſt be fo, agreed, for I have another 
Trick to play you; and thank yourſelf for what ſhall 
follow. | h 

Enter Servants. 

Joh. [ From above.] One of them took through the 
private way into the Caſtle; follow him be ſure, for theſe 
are yours already. | 

Mor. Help here quickly, Omar, Abedin; ] have hold 
on the Villain that ſtole my Jewels; but tis a luſty Rogue, 
and he will prove too ſtrong for me; what! help J ſay, 


do you not know your Maſter's Daughter ? 


Mf. Now if I cry out, they will know my Voice 
and then I am diſgrac'd for ever: O thou art a ve- 
nomous Cockatrice ! 


Mor. Of your own Begetting. [The Servants ſeize him. 

1 Serv. What a glorious Deliverance have you had, 
Madam, from this bloody-minded Chriftian ! 

Mor, Give me back my Jewels, and carry this noto- 
rious MalefaQor to be puniſh'd by my Father. 

F'11 hunt the other dry-foot. 


[Takes the Jeauels, and runs out after Antonio at 
the ſame Paſſage. | 


1 Ser. I long to be handſelling his Hide, before we 
bring him to my Maſter. 


2 Sery. Hang him for an old covetous Hypocrite: he 


- 


. ag; a worſe Puniſhment himſelf for keeping us ſo 
hardly. 
1 Serv, Ay, wou'd he were in this Villain's Place : 
thus I wou'd lay him on, and thus, [ Beats him. 
2 Serv. And thus wou'd I revenge myſelf of my laſt 
Beating. [He beats him too, and then the reſi. 
Muf. Oh! ho, ho | g 
1 Serv. Now ſuppoſing you were the Mufti, Sir. — 
| [Beats him again. 
Muf. The Devil's in that ſuppoſing Rafcal; I can 
bear no more; and I am the Mafti: Now ſuppoſe your- 
ſelves my Servants, and hold your Hands : an anointed 
Halter take you all. 
1 Ser. My Maſter! you will pardon the Exceſs of 
E 3 our 
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our Zeal for you, Sir; indeed we all took you for a 
Villain, and fo we us'd you. 
Muß. Ay, fol feel you did; my Back and Sides are 
abundant Teſtimonies of your Zeal. Run, Rogues, and 
bring me back my Jewels, and my fugitive Daughter: 
run, I ſay. 
They run to the Gate, and ihe firſt Servant runs 
back again. 
I Serv, Sir, the Caſtle is in a molt terrible Combuſ- 
tion; you may hear 'em hither. 
Muß. is a laudable Commotion : the Voice-of the 
Mobile is the Voice of Heav'n. I mutt retire a little, 
To ſtrip me of the Slave, and to aſſume the Mfti; and 
then I wall return: for the Piety of the People mult be 
encouraged ; that they may help me to recover my 
jewels and my Daughter. [ Exe. Mufti and Servants. 


The SCENE changes to the Caſlls- Tard, 


And diſcovers Antonio, Muſtapha, and the Rabble ſpout- 
ing : They come forauard, 


Ant. And fo at length, as I inform'd you, I ſcap'd 
vut of his covetous Clutches z and now fly to your 
Hluftrious Feet for my Protection. 

Mul. Thou ſhalt have it, and now defy the Muftr, 
Tis the firſt Petition that has been made to me ſince my 
Exaltation to Tumult; in this ſecond Night of the 
Month 45:5, and in the Year of the Hegira; — the 
Lord knows what Year; but 'tis no matter : for when 
1 am'ſettled, the Learned are bound to find it out for 
me: for I am reſolv'd to date my Authority over the 
Rabble like other Monarchs. 

Ant. 1 have always had a Longing to be yours again; 
tho' I could not compaſs it before, and had deſign'd you 
à Caſket of my Maſter's Jewels too; for I knew the Cuſ- 
tom, and wou'd not have appear'd before a great Per- 
fon, as you are, without a Preſent; but he has de- 
frauded my good Intentions, and baſely robb'd you of 
'em: tis a Prize worth a Million of Crowns, and you 


carry your Letters of Marque avout you, | | 
ff, 


King of PORTUGAL, 103 


Muſt. 1 ſhall make bold with his Treaſure, for the Sup- 
port of my new Government. Th Peo 2 gather about him. 

What do theſe vile Raggamuffins fo near our Perſon ? 
your Savour is offenſive to us; bear back there, and 
make room for honeſt Men to approach us ; theſe Fools 
and Knaves are always impudently crouding next to 
Princes, and keeping off the more deſerving; bear back, 


I ſay. They make a wider Circle. 


That's dutifully done! now ſhout to ſhew your Loyal- 
ty. 4 great Shout.) Hear'ſt thou that, Slave Antonio? 
_ theſe obſtreperous Villains ſhout, and know not for what 
they make a Noiſe. You ſhall ſee me manage 'em, that 
you may judge what ignorant Beaſts they are. For whom 
do you ſhout now ? Who's to live and reign ?, tell me 
that, the wiſeſt of you. 

1 Ratble. Even who you pleaſe, Captain. 

Muft. La you there; I told you fo. 

2 Rabble. We are not bound to know who 1s to live 
and reign ; our Buſineſs is only to rife upon Command, 
and plunder. 

3 Rabble. Ay, the richeſt of both Parties ; for they 
are our Enemies. 

Mat. This laſt Fellow is a little more ſenſible than 
the reſt; he has enter'd ſomewhat into the Merits of 
the Cauſe. 

1 Rabble, If a poor Man may ſpeak his Mind, I think, 
Captain, that yourſelf are the fitteſt to Live and Reign, 
J mean not over, but next and immediately under the 
People; and thereupon I SF, A Muftapha, 4 Muſtapba ! 

[Al cry, 4 Mustapha, A Muſtapha ! 

Mug. I mult confeſs the als, is pleaſing, and tickles 


the Ears of my Ambition; but alas, good People, it muſt 


not be! I am contented to be a poor ſimple Viceroy ; 

but Prince Muley-Zeydan is to be the Man: I ſhall take 

care to inſtruct him in the Arts of Government, and in 

his Duty to us all: and therefore mark my Cry, {1 Mu- 
ley- Zeydan, A Muley-Zeydan ! 

[All cry, A yr A Muley- Zeydan, 

Muſt. You ſee, Slave Antonio, what I might have been. 

Ant. I obſerve your Modeſty. 


E 4 Mat. 
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Maft. But for a fooliſh Promiſe I made once to my 

Lord Berducar, to ſet up any one he pleas'd. 
Re-enter the Mufti with bis Servants. 

Ant. Here's the old Hypocrite again; now fland your 
ground, and bate him not an Inch, Remember the Jewels, 
the rich and glorious Jewels; they are deſign'd to be 
yours, by virtue of Prerogative. 

Muft, Let me alone to pick a Quarrel, I have ag old 
Grudge to him upon thy account. 

Muf. | Making up to the Mobile.] Good People, here 
you are met together. 

1 Rabble. Ay, we know that without your telling; but 
why are we met together, Doctor? for that's it which no 
body here can tell. : 

2 Rabble. Why to ſee one another in the dark; and 
% make Holiday at Midnight. 

AMuf. You are met as becomes good Muſulmen, to 
fettle the Nation; for I muſt tell you, that tho' your 
Tyrant is a lawful Emperor, yet your lawful Emperor 
is but a Tyrant. 

Ant, What Stuff he talks ! 

Mat. Tis excellent fine matter, indeed, Slave Auto- 
zio; he has a rare Tongue; Oh, he wou'd move a Rock 
or Elephant | - 

Ant. [ Afide.] What a Block have I to work upon! 
But fill remember the Jewels, Sir, the Jewels, [To him. 

Muft. Nay that's true on th' other fide : the Jewels mutt 
be mine ; but he has a pure fine way of Talking; my 
Conſcience goes along with him, but the Jewels have 
ſet my Heart againſt him. | | | 

Muf. That your Emperor is a Tyrant 15 moſt mani- 
feſt ; for you were born to be Tyr#s, but he has play'd 
the Turk with you; and is taking your Religion away. 

2 Rabble. We find that in our Decay of Trade: I 
have ſeen for theſe. hundred Years, that Religion and 
Trade always go together. 

Muf. He 1s now upon the point of marrying himſelf, 
without your Sovereign Conſent; and what are the 
Effects of Marriage? 

3 Rabble. A ſcolding domineering Wife, if ſhe 

5 prove 
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prove honeſt ; and if a Whore, a fine gaudy Minx, that 
robs our Counters every Night, and then goes out, and 
ſpends it upon our Cuckold-makers. 

Muf. No, the natural Effects of Marriage are Chil- 
dren: Now on whom wou'd he beget theſe Children ? 
Even upon a Chriſtian ! O horrible; how can you be- 
lieve me, tho' I am ready to ſwear it upon the Alco- 


ran ! Yes, true Believers, you may believe, that he is 
going to beget a Race of Miſbelievers. | 


Muft. That's fine in earneft ; I cannot forbear hearken- 


ing to his enchanting Tongue. 

Ant. But yet remember 

Muſt. Ay, ay, the Jewels! now again I hate him : 
but yet my Conſcience makes me liſten to him. 

Muf. Therefore to conclude all, Believers, pluck up 
your Hearts, and pluck down the Tyrant : Remember 
the Courage of your Anceſtors ; remember the Majeſty 
of the People, remember yourſelves, your Wives and 
Children; and laſtly, above all, remember your Religi- 
on, and our holy Mahomet; all theſe require your timous 
Aſſiſtance; ſhall I fay they beg it? No, they claim it 
of you, by all the neareſt anddeareſt Tyes of theſe three P's, 
Self-Prefervation, our Property, and our Prophet. Now 
anſwer me with an unanimous chearful Cry, and fol- 
low me, who am your Leader, to a glorious Deliverance. 

[All cry, A Mufti, 4 Mufti! and are following bim 

off the Stage. | | 

Ant. Now you ſee what comes of your fooliſh Qualms 
of Conſcience: The Jewels are loſt, and they are all 
leaving you. 


Muft. What, am I forſaken of my Subjects? Wou'd 


the Rogue purloin my liege People from me |! I charge 


you in my own Name come back ye Deſerters, and 
hear me ſpeak. 


1 Rabble, What, will he come with his Balderdaſh, 
after the Mufti's eloquent Oration ? 


2 Rabble. He's our Captain, lawfully pick'd up and 
elected upon a Stall; we will hear him. 

Omnes. Speak, Captain, for we will hear you. 

Mut, Do you remember the glorious Rapines and 


E 5 Robberies 
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Robberies you have committed ? your breaking open 
and gutting of Houfes, your rummaging of Cellars, 
our demoliſhing of Chriſtian Temples, and bearing off 
in Triumph the ſuperſtitious Plate and Pictures, the Or- 
naments of their wicked Altars, when all rich Mova- 
bles were ſentenc'd for Idolatrous, and all that was Ido- 
latrous was ſeiz'd? Anſwer firſt for your Remembrance, 
of all theſe Sweetneſſes of Mutiny ; for upon thoſe 
Grounds I ſhall proceed. | 
"*Omnes. Yes, we do remember, we do remember. 
Maut. Then make much of your retentive Faculties. 
And who led you to thoſe Honey-Combs? Your Mufti? 
No, Believers, he only preach'd you up to it, but durſt 
not lead you; he was but your Counſellor, but I was 
your Captain; he only loo'd you, but*twas I that led you. 
Omnes. That's true, that's true. | 
Ant. There you were with him for his Figures. 
Muff. I think I was, Slave Antonio. Alas I was 
ignorant of my own Talent Say then, Believers, will 
you have a Captain for your Muf#i ? Or a Mufti for 
your Captain? And further to inſtruct you how to cry, 
Will you have a My/t/, or no Mufti? 
Omnes. No Mufti, no Mufti. 
Mufti, That laid in for 'em, Slave Antonio. 
Do 1 then ſpit upon your Faces? do | diſcourage 
Rebellion, Mutiny, Rapine, and Plund'ring? You may 
think I do, Believers, but Heav'n forbid : No, I en- 
courage you to all theſe laudable Undertakings ; you 
mall plunder, you ſhall pull down the Government; but 
you ſhall do this upon my Authority, and not by his 
wicked Inſtigation. | 
3 Rabble. Nay, when his Turn is ſerv'd, he may 
preach up Loyalty again, and Reſtitution; that he 
might have another Snack among | 
1 Rabble. He may indeed; for tis but his faying *tis. 
Sin, and then we muſt - reftore; and therefore I wou'd 
have a new Religion, where half the Commandments 
fhou'd be taken away, the reſt mollify'd, and there 
ſhould be little or no Sin remaining. 
Omnes. Another Religion, a new Religion, another 


Religion, Muft. 
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Maft. And that may eaſily be done, with the help of 
a little Inſpiration : For I muſt tell you I have a 8 
at home, of Mahomet's own Breed: and when I ave 
learn't her to pick Peaſe out of my Ear, reſt ſatisfy d till 
then, and you ſhall have another. But now I think on't, 
I am inſpir'd already, that 'tis no Sin to depoſe the Mufti. 

Ant. And good reaſon, for when Kings and Queens 
are to be diſcarded, what ſhou'd Knaves do any longer 
in the Pack ? 53 8 f 

Omnes, He is depos'd, he is depos'd, he is depos'd. 

Mut. Nay, if he and his Clergy will needs be preach- 
ing up Rebellion, and giving us their Blefling, tis but 
Juſtice they ſhou'd have the Firſt- Fruits of it—Slave An- 
touio, take him into Cuſtody; and doſt thou hear, Boy, 
be ſure to ſecure the little tranſitory Box of jewels; If 
he be obſtinate, put a Civil Queſtion to him upon the 
Rack, and he ſqueeks I warrant him. | 

Ant, {Seizing the Mafti.] Come my quondam Maſter, 
you and I muſt change Qualities. 

Mf. I hope you will not be ſo barbarous to torture 
me; we may preach Suffering to others, but alas, holy 
Fleſh is too well pamper'd to endure Martyrdom. | 

Maft. Now, late Mufti, not forgetting my firſt Quar- 
rel to you, we will enter ourſelves with the Plunder of 
your Palace: tis good to ſanctify a Work, and begin a 


God's Name. | 1 
1 Rabble. Our Prophet let the Devil alone with the 7; 
laſt Mob. | | 1 
. Mob. But he takes Care of this himſelf.  — _. = 


As they are going cut, enter Benducar leading Almeyda : 
He with a Sword in one hand; Benducar's Slave fol- 1 
hws, with Muley-Moluch's Head upon a Spear. 1 
Mut. Not ſo much Haſte, Maſters; come back again; 0 

you are ſo bent upon Miſchief, that you take a Man 

upon the firſt Word of Plunder. Here's a Sight for 


you ; the Emperor is come upon his Head to viſit you, 1 
[Boauing.] Mott Noble Emperor, Now I hope you will 3| 
not hit us in the Teeth, that we have pull'd you down, * 
for we can tell you to your Face, that we have exalted i} 
you, [T hey all ſhout. 1 
end. bp 5 
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Bend. [to Almeyda apart.] Think what I am, and 
what yourſelf may be, | 
In being mine : refuſe not proffer'd Love, 
That brings a Crown. 
Alm. [to him.] | have reſolv'd, 
+ And theſe ſhall know my Thoughts. 

Bend. | to Ber.] On that I build | 

to bt He comes ap to the Rabble 
Joy to the People for the Tyrant's Death ! 

Oppreſſion, Rapine, Baviſhment, and Blood 

Are now no more ; but ſpeechleſs as that Tongue 
That lies for ever ſtill. | 

How is my Grief divided with my Joy, 

When I muſt own I kill'd him! Bid me ſpeak, 
For not to bid me, is to diſallow 

What for your ſakes is done. 

Muft. In the Name of the People we command you 
fpeak : But that pretty Lady ſhall ſpeak firſt ; for we 
have taken ſomewhat of a liking to her Perſon. Be not 
afraid, Lady, to ſpeak to theſe rude Raggamuffins: 
There's nothing ſhall offend you, unleſs it be their Stink, 
an't pleaſe you. [Making a Leg. 
Ain. WhyſhouldI fear toſpeak, who am your Queen? 
My peaceful Father ſway'd the Scepter long; 

And you enjoy'd the Bleſſings of his Reign, 
While you deſerv'd the Name of Africans. 
Then, not commanded, but commanding you, 
Fearleſs I ſpeak : know me for what Il am. 
Bend. How ſhe aſſumes! I like not this Beginning. 


[ 2/ide. 


Alm. I was not born ſo baſe to flatter Crouds, 
And move your Pity by a whining Tale: 
Your Tyrant wou'd have forc'd me to his Bed; 
But in th' Attempt of that foul Brutal Act, 
Theſe loyal Slaves ſecur d me by his Death, 
| [Pointing to Bend. 
Bend. Makes the no more of me than of a Slave? ¶ Aſide. 
Madam, I thought I had inſtructed you [To Almeyd 
To frame a Speech more ſuiting to the Times: ; 
The Circumſtances of that dire Deſign, 


Your 
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Your own Deſpair, my unexpected Aid, 8 
My Life endanger'd by his bold Defence, 
And after all, his Death, and your Deliverance, | 
Were Themes that ought not to be ſlighted o'er. | 
Mut. She might have paſs'd over all your petty Bu- 
ſineſſes, and no great matter: But the raiſing of my 
Rabbie 1s an Exploit of Conſequence; and not to be 
mumbled up in Silence, for all her Pertneſs. 
Aim. When Force invades the Gift of Nature, Life, 
The eldeſt Law of Nature, bids defend: 
And if in that Defence a Tyrant fall, 
His death's his Crime, not ours. 
Suffices that he's dead: all Wrongs die with him: 
When he can wrong no more, I pardon him: 
Thus I abſolve mytelf ; and him excuſe, 
Who ſav'd my Life and Honour, but praiſe neither. 
Bend. Tis cheap to pardon, whom you would not Pay : 
But what ſpeak I of Payment and Reward ! 
Ungrateful Woman, you are yet no Queen, 
Nor more than a proud haughty Chriſtian Slave : 
As ſuch I ſeize my Right. Going 19 lay hold of her, 


Aim. [drawing à Dagger. | Dare not to approach me; 
Now Africans, 


He ſhows himſelf to you ; to me he ſtood 

Confeſs'd before, and own'd his Infolence 

T” eſpouſe my Perſon, and aſſume the Crown, 
Claim'd in my Right : for this he ſlew your Tm 3 
Oh no, he only chang'd him for a worle 

Embas'd your Slavery by his own Vileneſs, 

And loaded you with more ignoble Bonds: 

Then think me not ungrateful, not to ſhare, 

Th' imperial Crown. with a preſuming Traitor. 

He ſays I am a Chriftian ; true I am, | 
But yet no Slave: If Chriſtians can be thought x 
Unfit to govern thoſe of other Faith, 

"Tis left for you to judge. 

Bend. I have no Patience; ſhe conſumes the Time £ 
In idle Talk, and owns her falſe Belief : 5 
Seize her by Force, and bear her hence unheard, 

Aim. [zo the * ] No, let me rather die your Sacrifice, 


Than. 
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Than live his Triumph; 

T throw myſelf into my Peoples Arms; 

As you are Men, compaſſionate my Wrongs, 
And as good Men protect me. 

Ant. Something muit be done to ſave her. 

Fafide to Muſt. j This is all addreſs'd to you, Sir: She 
fiugled you out with her Eye, as Commander in chief 
of the Mobility. 

Muß. Think'ſt thou fo, Slave Antonio ? 

Ant. Moſt certainly, Sir, and you cannot in Honour 
but protect her; now look to your hits, and make your 
Fortune. 

Muft. Methought indeed ſhe caſt a kind Leer towards 
me: Our Prophet was but juſt ſuch another Scoundrel 
as J am, till he rais'd himſelf to Power, and conſequent- 
ly to Holineſs, by marrying his Matter's Widow: I am 

reſolv'd I'll put forward for myſelf: for why ſhou'd I 
be my Lord Benducar's Fool and Slave, when I may 
be my own Fool and his Mafter ? | 

Bend. Take her into Poſſeſſion, Muftapha. 

Maid. That's better Counſel than you meant it: Yes, 
J do take her into Poſſe ſſion, and into Protection too: 
What ſay you, Maſters, will you ſtand by me? 

Omnes. One and all; one and all. - 

Bend. Haſt thou betray'd me, Traitor ? Mufti, Speak, 
and mind *em of Religion. Mufti fakes bis Head. 

Muſt. Alas, the poor Gentleman has gotten a Cold 
with a Sermon of two Hours long, and a Prayer of four; 
and befides, if he durſt ſpeak, Mankind is grown wiſer 
at this time of Day than to cut one another's Throats 
about Religion. Our Mu77:'s is a green Coat, and the 
Chriſtians is a black Coat; and we muſt wiſely go to- 
gether by the Ears, Whether green or black ſhall ſweep 
our Spoils. Drum avithin, and Shouts, 

Bend. Now we ſhall fee whoſe Numbers will prevail: 
The conquering Troops of Muley- Zeydan come, 

To cruſh Rebellion, and eſpouſe my Cauſe. 

Muft. We will have a fair Trial of Skill for't, I can 
tell him that. When we have na d with Muley— 
eydan, your Loriihip ſhall march in equal Proportions 

ot 
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of your Body, to the four Gates of the City, and every 
Tower ſhall have a Quarter of you." 
[Antonio draws them 6 and takes Alm, by the 
Hand. Shouts again, and Drums. + 
Enter Dorax and Sebaſtian attended by African Soldiers 
and Portugueſes. Almeyda and Sebaſtian run into each 

ether*s Arms, and both ſpeak together. . 

Seb. and Alm. My Sebaſtian! My Almeyda ? 

Alm.” Do you then live? 

Sev. And 5 to love thee ever. 

Bend. How ! Dorax and Sebaſtian ſtill alive! 

The Moors and Chriſtians join'd ! J thank thee, Prophet. 

Dor. The Citadel is ours; and 1Muley- Zeydan 
Safe under Guard, but as becomes a Prince. 

Law down your Arms: Such baſe Plebeian Blood 
Wou'd only ftain the Brightneſs of my Sword, 
And blunt it for ſome nobler Work behind. 

Muft. I ſuppoſe you may put it up without offence t to 
any Man here preſent. For my Part, I have been loyal 
to my Sovereign Lady: tho? that Villain Benducar, and 
that Hypocrite the Mufti, would have corrupted me; 
but if thoſe two *ſcape publick Juſtice, then I and all 

my late honeſt Subjects here deſerve Hanging. 

Bend. [To Dor.) Pm ſure I did my Part to Poiſon thee, 
What Saint foc'er has ſodder'd thee again: 

A Doſe leſs hot had burſt thro' Ribs of _ 

Muf. Not knowing that, I poiſon'd him once more, 
And drench'd him with a Draught fo deadly cold, 

That, had' not thou prevented, had congeal'd 
The Channel of his Blood, and froze him dry. 

Bend. Thou interpoſing Fool, to mangle Miſchief, 
And think to mend the perfect Work of Hell. 

Dor. Thus when Heav'n pleaſes, double Poiſons cura. 
J will not tax thee of Ingratitude 

To me thy Friend, who haſt betray'd thy Prince : 
Death he deſerv'd indeed, but not from- thee, 1 
But Fate, it ſeems, reſerv'd the worſt of Men | 
To end the worſt of Tyrants, 1 
Go bear him to his Fate, 
And ſend him to attend his Maſter's Ghoſt. 
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Let ſome ſecure my other poiſoning Friend, 
Whoſe double Diligence preſerv'd my Life. 
Ant. You are fallen into good Hands, Father-in Law ; 
our ſparkling Jewels, and Morayma's Eyes may prove 
a better Bail than you deſerve. | 

Muf. The beſt that can come of me, in this Con- 
dition, is to have my Life begg'd firſt, and then to 
be begg'd for a Fool afterwards. 

[Exit Antonio with the Mufti, and at the ſame 
time Benducar is rarry'd of. 

Dor. [to Mut.) You and your hungry Herd depart 
For Juſtice cannot Roop ſo low, to reach [untouch'd'; 
The groveling Sin of Crouds: but curſt be they 
Who truſt Revenge with ſuch mad Inſtruments, 

Whoſe blindfold Buſineſs is but to deſtroy : 

And like the Fire commiſſion'd by the Winds, 

Begins on Sheds, but rowling in a Round, 
| On Palaces returns. Away ye Skum, 

| That ſtill riſe upmoſt when the Nation boils : 
7. Ye Mongrel Work of Heav'n, with human Shapes, 
Not to be damn'd or ſav'd, but breathe and periſh, 
That have but juſt enough of Senſe, to know 

The Maſter's Voice when rated, to depart. 

[ Exe. Muſtapha and Rabble. 

Alm. With Gratitude as low, as Knees can pay 

[ Kneeling to him. 
To thoſe bleſt holy Fires, our Guardian Angels, 
Receive theſe Thanks: till Altars can be rais'ds 

Der. Ariſe fair Excellence, and pay no 'Thanks, 
| | [ Raiſing her up. 
Till Time diſcover what I have deſerv'd. 

Seb More than Reward can anſwer. 
If Portugal and Spain were join'd to Africa, 

And the main Ocean cruſted into Land, 
If Uuiverſal Monarchy were mine, 
Here ſhou'd the Gift be plac'd. 

Dor. And from ſome Hands I ſhou'd refuſe that Gift: 
Be not too prodigal of Promiſes ; 
But ſtint yout Bounty to one only Grant, 


419 | Wich I can aſk with Honour. 
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Seh. What I am 


Is but thy Gift, make what hos canſt of 1 me, 
Secure of no Repulſe. | 

Der. | to Seb.] Diſmiſs your Train. 

[Zo Alm.] You Madam, pleaſe one Moment to tetire. 
Sebaſtian /igns to the Portugueſes to go off: Almeyda bows 
ing to bim, goes off aljo: The Africans follow her. 

Dor {To the Captain of the Guard] With you one 

Word in private, {Goes out with the Captain, 

Seh. [/olus.] Reſerv'd Behaviour, open Noblenels, 

A long myſterious Track of ftern Bounty. 

But now the Hand of Fate is on the Curtain, 

And draws the Scene to ſight. 

Re-enter Dorax, having taken off his Turbant, and bes 
en a Peruke, Hat, and Cra vat. 

Dor. Now do you know me? 

Seb. Thou ſhou'dſt be Aon. 

Dor. So you ſhou'd be Sebaſtian : 

But when Sebaſtian ceas'd to be himſelf, 
1 ceas'd to be Alonzo, 

Seb. As in a Dream 
| lee thee here, and ſcarce believe mine Eyes, 

Dor. Is it ſo ſtrange to find me where my Wrongs, 
And your inhuman Tyranny have feat me? a 
Think not you dream: or, if you did, my Injuries 
Shall call ſo loud, that Lethargy ſhou'd wake 
And Death ſhou'd give you back to anſwer me. 

A thouſand Nights have bruſnh'd their balmy Wings 
Over theſe Eyes, but ever when they clos'd, 

Your Tyrant image forc'd *em ope again, 

And dry'd the Dews they brought. 

The long. expected Hour is come at length, 

By manly Vengeance to redeem my Fame: 

And that once clear'd, eternal Sleep is welcome. 

Seb. I have not yet forgot Jam a King; 
Whoſe Royal Office is redreſs of Wrongs: 

If I have wrong'd thee, charge me Face to Face; 
] have not yet torgot I am a Soldier. 


Dor. * T's the firtt Juſtice thou haſt ever done me 4 «= 


Then tho” 1 loath this Woman's War of Tongues, . 
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Vet ſhall my Cauſe of Vengeance firſt be clear; 
And Honour be thou Judge. 

Seb. Honour befriend us both. 
Beware, I warn thee yet, to tell thy Griefs 
In Terms becoming Majeſty to hear: 
I warn thee thus, becauſe I know thy Temper 
Is inſolent and haughty to Superiors : 
How often haſt thou brav'd my peaceful Court, 
Fill'd it with noiſy Brawls, and windy Boaits ; 
And, with paſt Service, nauſeouſly repeated, 
Reproach'd ev'n me thy Prince ? 

Dor. And well I might, when you forgot Reward, 
The Part of Heav'n in Kings: for Puniſhment 
Js Hangman's Work, and Drudgery for Devils. 

I muſt, and will reproach thee with my Service, 
Tyrant (it irks me ſo to call my Prince) 

But juſt Reſentment and hard Uſage coin'd 

Ti? unwilling Ward; and grating as it is, 
Take it, for *tis thy Due. 

Seb. How, Tyrant! 

Dor. Tyrant, . 

Seb. Traitor; that Name thou can't not echo back; 
That Robe of Infamy, that Circumciſion * 
IIl hid beneath that Robe, proclaim the Traitor: 

And, if a Name 
More foul than Traitor be, 'tis Renegade. | 

Dor. If Pm a Traitor, think, and bluſh thou Tyrant, 

Whole Injuries betray'd me into Treaſon, 

Effac'd my Loyalty, unhing'd my Faith, 

And hurry'd me from Hopes of Heaven to Hell, 
All theſe, and all my yet unfiniſh'd Crimes, 
When 1 ſhall riſe to plead before the Saints, 

I charge on thee, to make thy Damning ſure, 
Seb. Thy old preſumptuous Arrogance again, 
That bred my firſt Diſlike, and then my Loathing. 
Once more be warn'd, and know me for thy King. 

Dor, Too well I know thee, but for King no moe : 

This is not Lisbon, nor the Circle this, 

Where, like a Statue, thou haſt ſtood beſieg d 

By Sycophants, and Fools, the Growth of Courts bs ; 
ere 
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Where thy guli'd Eyes, in all the gaudy Round, 
Met nothing but a Lye in every Face ; 

And the groſs Flattery of a gaping Croud, 

Envious who firit ſhou'd catch, and firſt applau'd 
The Stuff or Royal Nonſenſe : when I ſpoke, 

My toneit homely Words were carp'd, and cenſur'd, 
For want of Courtly Style : related Actions, 

Tho' modettly reported, paſs'd for Boaſts : 

Secure of Merit if Jask'd Reward, 

Thy hungry Minions thought their Rights invaded, 
And tne Bread ſnatch'd from Pimps and Paraſites, 
Henriguez anſwer'd, with a ready Lye, 

To ſave his King's, the Boon was beg'd before. 

Seb. What ſay'ſt thou of Henriguem? Now by Heav'n, 
Thou mov 'it me more by barely naming him, 

Than all thy foul unmanner'd ſcurril Taunts. 

Dor. And therefore *twas to gaul thee, thatl nam'd him, 
That T'hing, that Nothing, but a Cringe and Smile; 
That Woman, but more 4aub'd ; or if a Man, 
Corrupted to a Woman: thy Man Miſtreſs. 

Seb. All falte as Hell or thou. 

Dor. Ves; fall as falfe | 

As that l ferv'd thee filteen hard Campaigns, 
And pitch'd thy Standard in theſe foreign Fields: 
By me thy Greaneſs grew, thy Years grew with it, 
But thy Ingratitude outgrew *em both. 

Seb. I fee to what thou tend'ſt, but tell me firſt, 
If thoſe great Acts were done alone for me; 

If Love produc'd not ſome, and Pride the reſt ? 

Dor. Why, Love does all that's noble here below: 

But ail th' Advantage of that Love was thine. 
For, coming fraughted back, in either Hand 
With Palm and Olive, Victory and Peace, 

] was indeed prepar'd to ask my own, 

(For Violantèes Vows were mine before : ) 

Thy Malice had Prevention, ere I ſpoke ; 

And ask'd me Vielante for Henriguex. 1 

Seb. I meant tice a Reward of greater Worth. 

Dr. Where juſtice wanted, could Reward be hop'd ? 
Could the robbh'd Faſienger expect a Bounty | 
From 
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From thoſe rapacious Hands who ſtripp'd him firſt ? 
Seb. He had my Promiſe, ere | knew thy Love. 
Dor. My Services deſerv'd thou ſhouldſt revoke it. 
Seb. Thy inſolence had cancell'd all thy Service; 

To violate my Laws, even in my Court, 

Sacred to Peace, and fafe from all Affronts; 

Ev'n to my Face, and done in my Deſpight, 

Under the Wing of awful Majeſty _ 

To ftrike the Man | lov'd! 

Dor. Ev'n in the Face of Heav'n, a Place more ſacred, 
Would | have firuck the Man, who, prompt by Power, 
Would ſeize my Right. and rob me of my Love: 

But, for a Blow provok'd by thy Injuſtice, 

The haſty Product of a juſt Deſpair, 

When he refus's to meet me in the Field, 

That thou ſhould'ſt make a Coward's Cauſe thy own ? 
Seb. He dui: nay more, deſir'd and begg'd with Tears, 

To meet thy Challenge fairly: 'twas thy Fault 

To make it puhlick; but my Duty, then 

To interpoſe, on pain of my Diſpleaſure, 

Betwixt your Swords. 

Der. On pain of Infamy 
He ſhould have diſobey'd. 

Seb. Th' Indignity thou did'ſt was meant to me: 

Thy gloomy Eyes were caſt on me with Scorn, 

As who ſhould ſay, the Blow was there intended; 

But that thou did'ſt not dare to lift thy Hands 

Againſt anointed Power: — ſo was J forc'd 

To do a Sovereign Juſtice to myſelf, 

And ſpurn thee from my Preſence. 

Dor. Thou haſt dard 
To tell me, what I durſt not teil myſelf : 

I durſt not think that I was ſpurn'd, and live; 

And live to hear it boaſted to my Face, 

All my long Avarice of Honour loſt, 

Heap'd up in Youth, and hoarded up for Age; 

Has Honour's Fountain then ſuck'd back the Stream ? 

He has; and hooting Boys may dry-ſhod pals, 


And pather Pebbles from the naked Ford. 
Give me my Love, my Honour; give 'em 2 
| | ve 
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Give me Revenge, while I have Breath to ask it 


Seb, Now by this honour'd Order which I wear, 


More gladly would I give, than thou dar'ſt ask it 
Nor ſhall the ſacred Character of King | 


Be urg'd to ſhield me from thy bold Appeal, 

If I have injur'd thee, that makes us equal: 

The Wrong, if done, debas'd me down to thee, 
But thou haſt charg'd me with Ingratitude ; 
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Haſt thou not charg'd me? ſpeak. 1 
Dor. Thou know'ft J have: | 9 
If thou difown'it that Imputation, draw, 9 
And prove my Charge a Lye. | i 
Seb. No; to diſprove that Lye I muſt not draw: 4 
Be concious to thy Worth, and tell thy Soul 1 
What thou haſt done this Day in my Defence: | ' 
To fight thee, after this, what were it elſe 0 
Than owning that Ingratitude thou urgeſt ? 7 


That 17bmus ſtands between two ruſhing Seas 
Which mounting, view each other from afar: 
And ſtrive in vain to meet. 

Dor. Þ'l1 cut that Ihmus. 3 
Thou know'ſt J meant not to preſerve thy Life, A 
Bat to reprieve it, for my own Revenge. 1 
I fav'd thee out of honourable Malice: 9 
Now draw; I ſhould be loth to think thou dar'ſt not 4 1 
Beware of ſuch another vile Excuſe. N 

Seb. O Patience, Heav'n ? | 

Dor. Beware of Patience too ; 

That's a ſuſpicious Word : It had been proper, 
Before thy Foot had ſpurn'd me; now tis baſe : 
Yet, to diſarm thee of thy laſt Defence, 
I have thy Oath for my Security: 
The only Toon | begg'd was this fair Combat: 
Fight or be perjur'd now; that's all thy Choice. 
Jeb. Now can I thank thee as thou wouldſt be thank'd; 
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Never was Vow of Honour better paid, 

If my true Sword but hold, than this ſhall be. 

The ſprightly Bridegroom, on his Wedding-Night, 

More gladly enters not the Liſts of Love. : 
Wi 
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Why 'tis Enjoyment to be ſummon'd thus. 

Go: Bear my Meſſage to Henriquez? Ghoſt; 

And ſay his Maſter and his Friend reveng'd him. 
Dor. His Ghoſt ! then is my hated Rival dead? 
Seb. The Queſtion is beſide our preſent Purpole ; 

Thou feeſt me ready ; we delay too long. 

Dor. A Minute is not much in either's Life, 
When there's but one betwixt us; throw it in, 

And give it him of us who is to fall. 

Seb. He's dead: Make haſte, and thou may'ſt yet 
o'ertake him. 
Dor. When I was haſty, thou delay'dſt me longer. 

J pr'ythee let me hedge one Moment more 

Into thy Promiſe : For thy Life preſerv'd, 

Be kind; and tell me how that Rival dy'd, 

- Whoſe Death next thine I wiſh'd. 

Seb. If it would pleaſe thee, thou ſnou'dſt never know : 

But thou, like Jealouſy, enquir'ſt a Truth, 

Which found will torture thee : He dy'd in Fight: 

Fought next my Perſon ; as ia Conſort fought : 

Kept Pace for Pace, and Blow for every Blow ; 

Save when he heav'd his Shield in my Defence ; 

And on his naked Side received my Wound. 

Then when he could no more, he fell at once: 

But rowl'd his falling Body croſs their Way; 

And made a Bulwark of it for his Prince. 

Dor. I never can forgive him ſuch a Death! 
Seb, J propheſy'd thy proud Soul could not bear it, 

Now judge thyſelf, who beſt delerv'd my Love. 

1 knew you both; and (durſt I ſay) as Heav'n 

Foreknew among the ſhining Angel Hoſt 

Who would ſtand firm, who fall. 

Dor. Had he been tempted ſo, ſo had he fall'n; 

And fo, had I been favour'd, had T1 food. 

Seb. What had been, is unknown; what is, appears; 

Confeſs he juſtly was preferr'd to thee. 

Der. Had | been born with his indulgent Stars, 

My Fortune had been his, and his been mire, 

() worte than Hell! what Glory have I loſt, 

And what has he acquir'd by ſuch a Death ! 

] ſhould have fallen by Sebaſtian's fide, 
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My Corps had been the Bulwark of my King, 
His glorious End was a patch'd Work of Fate, 
IIl ſorted with a ſoft effeminate Life; 
It ſuited better with my Life than his | 
So to have dy'd: Mine had been of a piece, 
Spent in you Service, dying at your Feet. 
Seb. The more effeminate and ſoft his Life, 
The more his Fame, to ſtruggle to the Field, 
And meet his glorious Fate : Confels, proud Spirit, 
(For I will have it from thy very Mouth) 
That better he deſerv'd my Love than thou. 
Dor. O, waither would you drive me ! J muſt grant, 
Yes I mult grant, but with a ſwelling Soul, 
Henriquez had your Love with more. Deſert: vb 
For you he fought, and dy'd; I fought againft you; 
'L * all che Mazes of That bloody Field, 
Hunted your ſacred Life; which that I miſs'd 
Was the propitious Error of my Fate, 
Not of my Soul; my Soul's a Regicide. 
Seb. Thou might'it have given it a more gentle Name: 


Thou mean'ſt to kill a Tyrant, not a King. [ More cally. 
Speak, did'ſt thou not, Alenxo! 


Dor. Can I ſpeak ! | 
Alas, cannot anſwer to 4/nzs : | 
No, Dorax cannot anſwer to Alonzo : 


Alonzo was too kind a Name for me. 1 
Then, when I foaght and conquer'd with your Arms, 0 
In that bleſt Age 1 was the Man you nam'd: | 
Till Rage and Pride debas'd me into Derax; _ 9 
And loit like CLuciſer my Name above. i 
Seb. Yet twice this Day | ow'd my Lite to Dorax. 1 
Dor. ] ſav'd you but to kill you; there's my Grief; 0 
Seb. Nay, if thou canſt be oriev'd, thou canſt repent : a 


Thou could not be a Vihhain, tho' thou wouldſt: ie 

Thou own'ſ too much in owning thou haſt err'd ; 

And I too little, who provok'd thy Crime. j 
Dor. O ſtop this headlong Torrent of your Go: dneſs: 

It comes too faſt upon a feeble Soul, 

Half drown'd in Tears before; ſpare my Confuſion : 

For Pity ſpare, and ſay not, fir{t you err'd. 


V's 
G 
4 132 


* 
— . . — oe EE . 
—— . , 
* 25 3 
PCC 


2 . 


For 


120 Don SEBASTIAN, 


For yet I have not dar'd, thro' Guilt and Shame, 
To throw myſelf beneath your Royal Feet. 
[ Falls at his Feet. 
Now ſpurn this Rebel, this proud Renegade: 
*T'is juſt you ſhould, nor will I more complain. 
Seb. Indeed thou ſnouldſt not aſk Forgiveneſs firſt, 
But thou prevent'ſt me ſtill, in all that's noble. 
[Taking him up. 
Yes I will raiſe thee up with better News : 
Thy Y:o/ante's Heart was ever thine; 
Compell'd to wed, becauſe ſhe was my Ward, 
Her Soul was abſent when ſhe gave her Hand : 
Nor could my Threats, or his purſuing Courtſhip, 
Effect the Conſummation of his Love: 
So, ſtill indulging Tears, ſhe pines for thee, 
A Widow and a Maid. [me! 
Der. Have I been curſing Heav'n, while Heav'n bleſt 
I ſhall run mad with Extaſy of Joy : 
What, in one Moment, to be reconcil'd 
To Heav'n, and to my King, and to my Love! 
But Pity is my Friend, and ſtops me ow, 
For my unhappy Rival : Poor Henriguex ! 
Seb. Art thou ſo generous too, to pity him? 
Nay, then I was unjuſt to love him better. 
Here let meever hold thee in my Arms: [ Embracing him, 
And all our Quarrels be but ſuch as theſe, 
Who ſhall love beſt, and cloſeſt ſhall embrace: 
Ee what Henriquez was: Be my Alonzo. 
Dor. What, my Alonzo, ſaid you ? my Alonzo! 
Let my Tears thank you; for I cannot ſpeak ; 
And if I could, 
Words were not made to vent ſuch T boughts as mine. 
Seb. Thou can'ſt not ſpeak, and I can neer be ſilent. 
Some ſtrange Reverſe of Fate mull ſure attend 
This vaſt Profufion, this Excravagance 
Of Heav'n, to bleſs me thus. Tis Gold fo oe: 
It cannot bear the Stamp, without Allay, 
Be kind, ye Pow Ts, and take but half away: 
With elle the Gifts of Fortune I reſign ; 
But, let my Love, and Friend, be ever mine. [ Exeunt. 
ACT 
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The SCENE is a Room of Stats. 


Enter Dorax * Antonio. 


Dor. IO is on every Face, without a Cloud : 
As, in the Scene of opening Paradiſe, 

The whole Creation danc'd at their new Being; 
Pleas'd to be what they were; pleas'd with each other, 
Such Joy have I, both in myſelf, and Friends : 
And double Joy that I have made em happy. 

Ant. Pleaſure has been the Bus'neſs of my Life; 
And every Change of Fortune eaſy to me, 

Becauſe I ſtill was eaſy to myſelf. 
The Loſs of her I lov'd wou'd touch me neareſt; _ 
Yet, if I found her, I might love too much, 
And that's uneaſy Pleaſure, 

Dor. If ſhe be fated 
To be your Wife, your Fate will find her for me 
Predeſtinated Ills are never loſt. 

Ant. I had forgot 
T' enquire before, but long to be inform'd; 
How, poiſon'd and betray'd, and round beſte, 
You could unwind yourſelf from all theſe Dangers ; 
And move ſo ſpeedily to our Relief ! 

Dor. The double Poiſons, after a ſhort Combat, 
Expell'd each other in their Civil War, 
By Nature's Benefit; and rous'd my Thoughts 
To guard that Life which now I found attack'd. 
I ſummon'd all my Officers in haſte, 
On whoſe experienc'd Faith I might rely : 
All came reſolv'd to die in my Defence, 
Save that one Villain who betray'd the Gate, 
Our Diligence prevented the Surprize 7 
We juſtly fear'd : So Muley-Zeydan found us 
Drawn up in Battle, to receive the Charge, ; 
VL. VF. F Aut, 
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Ant. But how the Moors and Cbriſtian Slaves were join'd, 


Vou have not yet unfolded. 


Dor. That remains. | 
We knew their Intereſt was the ſame with ours : 


And tho' I hated more than Death, Sebaſtian ; 
I could not ſee him die by vulgar Hands: 
But prompted by my Angel, or by his, 
Freed all the Slaves, and plac'd him next myſelf, 
Becauſe I would not have his Perſon known. 
1 need not tell the reſt, th* Event declares it. 

Ant. Your Conqueſts came of courſe; their Men 

were raw, | 

And yours were diſciplin'd : One Doubt remains, 
Why you induſtriouſly conceal'd the King, 
Who, known, had added Courage to his Men ? 

Dor. I would not hazard civil Broils betwixt 
His Friends and mine: Which might prevent our Combat. 
Vet, had he fall'n, I had diſmiſs'd his Troops; 

Or if victorious, order'd his Eſcape. 

But I forgot a new increaſe of Joy, 

To feaſt him with Surprize; I muſt about it : 

Expect my ſwift Return. | [ Exit Dorax. 
Enter à Servant lo Antonio. 

Ser. Here's a Lady at the Door, that bids me tell 

u, ſhe is come to make an end of the Game, that was 
broken off betwixt you. 

Ant. What manner of Woman 1s ſhe ? Does ſhe not 
want two of the four Elements? has ſhe any thing about 
her but Air and Fire ? 

Ser. Truly, ſhe flies about the Room, as if ſhe had 
Wings inſtead of Legs; I believe ſhe's juſt turning into 
a Bird: A Houſe-bird I warrant her: And fo haſty to 
fly to you, that rather than fail of Entrance, ſhe would 
come tumbling down the Chimney, like a Swallow, 


Enter Morayma. 
Ant. { Running to her, and embracing ber.] Look if 
ſhe be not here already ! What, no Denial it ſeems will 
ſerve your turn? why, thou little Dun, is thy Debt fo 
retting ? | 
Mor. Little Devil if you pleaſe: Your Leaſe is out, 


ood 
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good Mr. Conjurer; and I am come to fetch your Soul 
and Body; not an Hour of Leudneſs longer. in this: 
World for you. 

Ant. Where the Devil haſt ha been ? and how the 
Devil didſt thou find me here? | 
Mor. I follow'd you into the 8 But there 
was nothing but Tumult and Confuſion: And I was bo- 

dily afraid of being pick'd up by ſome of the Rabble : 
Conſidering I had a double Charge about me my 
Jewels, and my Maiden-head. 

Ant, Both of em intended for my Worſhip's ſole 
Uſe and Property. 

Mor. And what was poor little I among 'em all ? 

Ant. Not a mouthful a-piece : *Twas too much odds 
in Conſcience. , „ 

Mor. So ſeeking for ſhelter, T naturally ran to the 
old Place of Afignation, the Garden-Houſe ; Where for 
want of Inſtinct, you did not follow me. 

Ant. Well, for thy Comfort, I have ſecur'd thy Fa- 
ther; and I hope thou haſt ſecur'd his Effects for us. 

Mer. Yes, truly, 1 had the prudent Foreſight to con- 
fider that when we grow old, and weary of ſolacing one 
another, we might have, at leaſt, wherewithal to make 
merry with the World ; and take up with a worſe Plea- 
ſure of Eating and Drinking, when we were diſabled 

for a better. 

Ant. Thy Fortune will be e'en too good for thee : 
For thou art going into the Country of Serenades and 
Gallantries; where thy Street will be haunted every 
Night with thy Fooliſh Lovers, and my Rivals ; whe 
will be ſighing, and ſinging under thy inexorable Win- 
dows, lamentable Ditties, and call thee cruel, and God- 
deſs, and Moon, and Stars, and all the poetical Names 
of wicked Rhyme. While thou and I are minding our 
Bus'neſs, and jogging on, and laughing at 'em, at lei- 
ſure Minutes ; which will be very few, take that by 
way of threatning. 

Mor. J am afraid you are not very valiant, that you 
huf ſo much beforehand, But they ſay, your Churches 
are fine Places for Love-Devyotion : Many a She Saint is 

there worſhiped, 
F2 
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Ant. Temples are there as they are in all other Coun- 
tries, good Conveniencies for dumb Interviews: J hear 
the Proteſtants are not much reform'd in that Point nei- 
ther; for their Sectaries call their Churches by the natu- 

ral Name of Meeting-houſes. Therefore I warn thee in 
| d time, not more of Devotion than needs muſt, good 
future Spouſe ; and always in a Veil: for thoſe Eyes of 
thine are damn'd Enemies to Mortification. 

Mor. The beft thing I have heard of Chriſtendom, 
is, that we Women are allow'd the Privilege of havin 
Souls; and I aſſure you, I ſhall make bold to beſtow 
mine upon ſome Lover, when ever you begin to go 
aſtray; and if I find no Convenience in a Church, a 
private Chamber will ſerve the Turn. 

Ant. When that Day comes, I muſt take my Re- 
venge, and turn Gardener again: For I find I am much 
given to Planting. 

Mor. But take heed in the mean time, that ſome 
-oung Antonio does not ſpring up in your own Family; 
as falſe as his Father, tho' of another Man's Planting. 
Re-enter Dorax with Sebaſtian and Almeyda. Sebaſtian 

enters ſpeaking to Dorax, while in the mean time An- 

tonio preſents Moray ma % Almeyda. 

Seb. How fares our Royal Pris'ner, Muley-Zeydan ? 

Dor. Diſpos'd to grant whatever I deſire, 

To gain a Crown, and Freedom: Well I know him, 
Of eaſy Temper, naturally good, 
And faithful to his Word. 
Seb. Yet one thing wants, 
To fill the Meaſure of my Happineſs ; 
I'm ſtill in pain for poor Alvarez” Lite. 
Dor, Releaſe that Fear, the good old Man is ſafe : 
J paid his Ranſom ; | 
And have already order'd his Attendance. 
Sb. O bid him enter, for I long to ſee him. 
Enter Alvarez <vith a Servant, bo departs when 
Alvarez 7s enter'd. 
Aly, Now by my Soul, and by theſe hoary Hairs, 
Falling down, and embracing the King's Knees, 
I'm fo o'er-whelm'd with Pleaſure, that I feel I 
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A latter Spring within my with'ring Limbs, | i 
That ſhoots me out again —_— 
Seb. Thou good old Man! ſ [ Raifi ing him, 


Thou haft deceiv'd me into more, more Joys ; 
Who ſtood brim-full before. 

Au. O my dear Child 
J love thee ſo, I cannot call thee Ki | 
Whom I fo oft have dandled in theſe Arms ! 
What, when I gave thee loſt, to find thee living! 
»Tis like a Father who himſelf had ſcap'd 
A falling Houſe, and after anxious Search, 
Hears from afar, his only Son within : 
And digs thro? Rubbiſh, till he drags him out 
To ſee the friendly Light. 
Such is my Haſte, ſo trembling is my Joy, 
To draw thee forth from underneath thy Fate. 

Seb. The Tempeſt is o'er-blown; the Skies are d, 
And the Sea charm'd into a Calm ſo ſtill, 
That not a Wrinkle ruffles her ſmooth Face. 

Alu. Juſt ſuch ſhe ſhows before a riſing Storm: 
And therefore am I come with timely Speed, 
To warn you into Port, | 

Alm. My Soul forebodes [ Afodes 
Some dire Event involv'd in thoſe dark Words; ; 
And juſt diſcloſing in a Birth of Fate. 

Alv. Is there not yet an Heir of this vaſt Empire, 
Who {till ſurvives of Muley-Moluch's Branch! 

Dor. Yes, ſuch a one there is a Captive here, 
And Brother to the Dead. 

Alv. The Pow'rs above 
Be prais'd for that: My Prayers for my good Maſtee 
I hope are heard. 

Seb. Thou haſt a Right in Heav'n. 
But why theſe Prayers for me ? 

Alu. A Door is open yet for your Deliverance. 
Now you my Countrymen, and you Almeyda, 
Now all of us, and you (my All in one) 
May yet be happy in that Captive's Life. 

de. We have him here an honourable Hoſtage 
For Terms of Peace: What more he can contribute 
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To make me bleſt, I know not. 
Alv. Vaſtly more : 
Mimeyda may be ſettled in the Throne ; 
And you review your native Clime with Fame: 
A firm Alliance, and eternal Peace, 
(The glorious Crown of honourable War) 
Are all included in that Prince's Life : 
Let this fair Queen be given to Muley-Zeydan - 
And make her Love the Sanction of your League. 
Seb. No more of that: His Life's in my diſpoſe ; 
And Pris'ners are not to inſiſt on Terms, 
Or if they were, yet he demands not theſe. 
Alu. You ſhould exact 'em. 
Alm. Better may be made; 
Theſe cannot; I abhor the Tyrant's Race; 
My Parents Murderers, my Throne's Uſurpers. 
But, at one Blow, to cut off all Diſpute, 
Know this, thou buſy, old, officious Man, 
I am a Chriſtian ; now be with no more; 
Or if thou wouldlt be {till thought wiſe, be filent: 
Atv. Ol perceive you think your Int'reſt touch'd ; 
"Tis what before the Battle I obſerv'd : | 
But I muſt ſpeak, and will. 
Seb. I prythee Peace: 
Perhaps ſhe thinks they are too near of Blood. 
Av. I wiſh ſhe may not wed to Blood more near. 
Seb. What if I make her mine? 
Alv. Now Heav'n forbid ! 
Seb. With rather Heav'n may grant. 
For, if I cou'd deſerve, I have deſerv'd her: 
My Toils, my Hazards, and my Subjects Lives, 
(Provided ſhe conſent) may claim her Love; 
And, that once granted, I appeal to theſe, 
If better I could chuſe a beauteous Bride. 
Ant. The faireſt of her Sex. 
Mor. The Pride of Nature. 
Dor. He only merits her; fhe only him, 
So pair'd, ſo ſuited in their Minds and Perſons, 
That they were fram'd the Tallies for each other. 
If any Alien Love had interpos' d, 


King of PORTUGAL. 127 
It muſt have been an Eye-ſore to Beholders, - 
And to themſelves a Curſe, 

Alv. And to themſelves 

The reateſt Curſe that can be, were to join. 
Seb. Did not I love thee, paſt a Change to hate, 

T 15 Word had been thy Ruin; but no more, 

I charge thee on thy Life, perverſe old Man. 

Alv. Know, Sir, I would be ſilent if I duiſt ; 

But, if on Shipboard, I ſhould ſee my Friend 

Grown Frantick in a raging Calenture, 

And he, imagining vain flowry Fields, 

Would headlong plunge himſelf into the Deep; 

Should I not hold him from that mad Attempt, 

Till his fick Fancy were by Reaſon cur'd ? 

Seb. I pardon thee th' Effects of doting Age; 
Vain Doubts, and idle Cares, and Over-Caution ; 
The ſecond Non-age of a Soul, more wile ; 

But now decay'd, and ſunk into the Socket, 

Peeping by Fits, and giving feeble Light: 

Alu. Have you forgot ? D 
Seb. Thou mean'ſt my Father's Will, 

In bar of Marriage to Almeyda's Bed: 

Thou ſeeſt my Faculties are ſtill entire, | 

Tho? thine are much impair'd. I weigh'd that win, 

And found 'twas grounded on our diff rent Faiths; 

But, had he liv'd to fee her happy Change, 

He would have cancell'd that harſh Interdict, 

And join'd our Hands himſelf. 

Atv. Still had he liv'd and ſeen this Chains, 

He ſtill had been the ſame, 

Seb. J have a dark Remembrance of my Father; 

His Reas'nings and his Actions both were juſt ; 

And, granting that, he muſt have chang'd his Meaſures, 
Ale. Yes, he was juſt, and therefore could not change. 
Seb. *Tis a baſe Wrong thou offer'ſi to the Dead. 
Alo. Now Heav'n forbid, 

That I ſhould blaft his pious Memory : : 

No, I am tender of his holy Fame: 

For dying he bequeath'd it to my Charge. 

Believe, Jam; and ſeek to know no more, 
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But pay a blind Obedience to his Will. 

For to preſerve his Fame I would be ſilent. 
Seb. Craz'd Fool, who would'ſt be thought an Oracle, 
Come down from off the Tripos, and ſpeak plain: 

My Father ſhall be juſtify d, he ſhall : 

"Tis a Son's Part to riſe in his Defence; 

And to confound thy Malice, or thy Dotage. 

Atv. It does not grieve me that you hold me craz'd ; 
But, to beclear'd at my dead Maſter's coſt, | 

O there's the Wound! but let me firſt adjure you, 

By all you owe that dear departed Soul, | 

No more to think of Marriage with Almeyda. 

Seb. Not Heav'n and Earth combin'd can hinder it. 

Alv. Then witneſs Heav'n and Earth, how Joth I am 
To fay, you muſt not, nay you cannot wed, 

And ſince not only a dead Father's Fame, 
But more, a Lady's Honour muſt be touch'd, 
Which nice as Ermines will not bear a Soil; 
Let all retire : That you alone may hear 
What ev'n in Whiſpers I would tell your Ear. 
ck | [All are going out, 

Alm. Not one of you depart; I charge you ſtay. 
And were my Voice a Trumpet loud as Fame, 

To reach the Round of Heav'n, and Earth, and Sea, 
All Nations ſhould be ſummon'd to this Place. | 
So little do I fear that Fellow's Charge : 

So ſhould my Honour like a rifing Swan, 

Bruſh with her Wings the falling Drops away, 
And proudly plough the Waves. 

Seb. This noble Pride becomes thy Innocence: 
And I dare truſt my Father's Memory, 

To ſtand the Charge of that foul forging Tongue. 

Av. It will be ſoon diſcover'd if I forge : 

Have you not heard your Father in his Youth, _ 
When newly marry'd, travelPd into Spain, 
And made a long Abode in Philip's Court? 

Seb. Why ſo remote a Queſtion ? which thyſelf 
Can anſwer to thyſelf, for thou wert with him, 
His Fav'rite, as I oft have heard thee boaſt, 

And neareſt to his Soul, 
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Alv. Too near indeed, forgive me gracious Heav'n, 
That ever I ſhould boaſt I was ſo near: | 
The Confident of all his young Amours. | 
And have not you, unhappy Beauty, heard, [To Alm, 
Have you not often heard, your exil'd Parents 
Were refug'd in that Court, and at that Time ? x 
Alm. *Tis true: And often ſince, my Mother own'd 
How kind that Prince was, to eſpouſe her Cauſe ; _ 
She counſelPd, nay, enjoin'd me on her Bleſſing, 
To ſeek the Sanctuary of your Court: 
Which gave me firſt Encouragement to come, 
And with my Brother, beg Sebaſtian's Aid. 
Seb. Thou help'ſt me well, to juſtify my War: 
[To Alm.] My dying Father ſwore me, then a Boy, 
And made me kiſs the Croſs upon his Sword, 
Never to ſheath it, till that exil'd Queen 
Were by my Arms reſtor'd. 
Av. And can you find 3 
No Myſt'ry couch'd in this Exceſs of Kindneſs ? 
Were Kings e'er known, in this degenerate Age, 
So paſſionately fond of noble Acts, 
Where Intereſt ſhar'd not more than half with Honour? 
Seb. Baſe groveling Soul, who know'ſt not Honour's 
But weigh'ſt it out in mercenary Scales; Worth? 
The ſecret Pleaſure of a generous Act, 
Is the great Mind's great Bribe. 
Av. Show me that King, and I'll believe the Phœnix. 
But knock at your own Breaft, and aſk your Soul? 
If thoſe fair fata] Eyes edg'd not your Sword, 
More than your Father's Charge, and all your Vows 2 
If fo, and ſo your Silence grants it is, 
Know, King, your Father had, like you, a Soul; 
And Love is your Inheritance from him. 
Almeyda's Mother too had Eyes, like her, 
And not leſs charming; and were charm'd no leſs 
'Than yours are now with her, and hers with you. 
Alm. Thou ly'ſt, Impoſtor; perjur'd Fiend, thou ly'ſt. 
Sch. Was't not enough: to brand my Father's Fame, 
But thou muſt load a Lady's Memory ? 
O infamous, O baſe, beyond Repair! 
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And to what End this ill-concerted Lye, 
Which palpable and groſs, yet granted true, 
It bars not my inviolable Vows ? 
Alu. Take heed, and double not your Father's Crimes: : 


To his Adult'ry do not add your Inceft. 
Know, ſhe's the Product of unlawful Love, 


And tis your carnal Siſter you wou'd wed. 


Seb. Thou ſhalt not ſay thou wert condemn'd unheard; 
Elſe, by my Soul, this Moment were thy laſt. 

Alm. But think not Oaths ſhall Juſtify thy Charge; 
Nor Imprecations on thy curſed Head. 
For who dares lye to Heav'n, thinks Heaven a Jeſt. 
Thou baft confeſs'd thyſelf the conſcious Pandar 
Of that pretended Paſſion ; 
A ſingle Witneſs infamouſly known, 
Againſt two Perſons of unqueſtion'd Fame. 

Alv. What Intereſt can I have, or what Delight 
To blaze their Shame, or to divulge my own ? 
If prov'd, you hate me; if unprov'd, condemn, 
Not Racks or Tortures cou'd have forc'd this Secret, 
But too much Care to iave you from a Crime, 
Which would have funk. you, both, For let me ſay, 
Almeyda's Beauty well delerves your Love. 

Atm. Out baſe Impoſtor, I abhor thy Praiſe. 

Dor. It looks not like Impoſtor ; but a Truth, 
On utmoſt Need reveal'd. 

Sed. Did I expect. from Dorax this Return? 
Is this the Love renew'd * 

Dor. Sir, J am filent; 


Fray Heav'n my Fears prove falſe. 
Seb. Away; you all combine to make me wretched, | 


Alb. But hear the Story of that fatal Love; 
Where every Circumſtance ſhall prove another ;. 
And Truth ſo ſhine by her own native Light, 
That if a Lye were mixt, it muſt be een. 

Seb. No, all may ſtilt be forg'd, and of a piece. 
No; I can credit nothing thou canſt ſay. 

Jiu. One Proof remains: and that's your Father s Hand: 
Firm'd with his Signet; both ſo fully known, 
Thur plainer Evidence-can hardly oe, 
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Unleſs his Soul wou'd want her Heav'n a while, 
And come on Earth to ſwear. 
Seb. Produce that Writing. 
Alu. [to Dorax.] Alonzo has it in his Cuſtody. 
The ſame, which when his Nobleneſs redeem'd me, 
And in a friendly Viſit own'd himſelf 
For. what he is, I then depoſited : 
And had his Faith to give it to the King. 
Dor. Untouch'd, and ſeal'd, as when intruſted with me. 
[ Giving a /eal'd Paper to the King. 
such I reftore it with a trembling Hand, 5 
Left ought within diſturb your Peace of Soul. 
Seb. Draw near, Almeyda thou art moſt concern'd : 
[Tearing open the Seals. 
For I am moſt in thee. | | 
Alonzo, mark the Characters: a 
Thou know'ſt my Father's Hand, obſerve it well : 
And if th? Impoſtor's Pen have made one ſlip, 
That ſhews it Counterfeit, mark that and ſave me. 
Dor. It looks indeed too like my Maſter's Hand: 
So does the Signet: more I cannot fay ; 
But wiſh *twere not ſo like. 

Ses. Methinks it owns 
The black. Adult'ry, and Almeyda's Birth ; 

But ſuch a Miſt of Grief comes o'er my Eyes, 
I cannot, or I wou'd not read it plain. 

Aln. Heav'n cannot be more true, than this is falſe, 

Seb. O cou'dſt thou prove it with the ſame Aﬀurance [ 
Speak, haſt thou ever ſeen my Father's Hand-? 

Aim. No; but my Mother's Honour has been read 
By me, and by the World, in all her Acts; 
In Characters more plain and legible 
Than this dumb Evidence, this blotted Lye. 
Oh that I were a Man, as my Soul's one, 

To prove thee. Traitor and Aſſaſſinate | 
Of her Fame: thus mov'd I'd tear thee, thus: 
[Tearing the Paper. 
And ſcatter o'er the Field thy Coward Limbs, 
Like this foul Off-ſpring of thy forging Brain. 
Scatt' ring the Paper. 
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Alu. Juſt fo ſhalt thou be torn from all thy Hopes. 
For know, proud Woman, know in thy deſpite, 
The moſt authentick Proof is ſtill behind. 
Thou wear'ſt it on thy Finger; *tis that Ring, 
Which match'd to that on his, ſhall clear the Doubt. 
Tis no dumb Forgery : for that ſhall ſpeak ; | 
And ſound a rattling Peal to either's Conſcience. 
Seb. This Ring indeed, my Father, with a cold 
And ſhaking Hand, juſt in the Pangs of Death, 
Put on my Finger; with a parting Sigh, 
And wou'd have ſpoke ; but falter'd in his Speech 
With undiſtinguiſh'd Sound, 
Al. 1 know ut well: 
For I was preſent; now Almeyda, Speak: * . 
And truly tell us, how you came by yours. 
Aim. My Mother, when I parted from her Sight 
To go to Portugal, bequeath'd it to me, 
Preſaging ſhe ſhould never ſee me more: 
She pulPd it from her Finger, ſhed ſome Tears, 
Kiſs'd it, and told me *twas a Pledge of Love, 
And hid a Myſtery of great Importance 
Relating to my Fortunes, 
Lu. Mark me now, 
While I diſcloſe that fatal Myſtery. | 3 
Thoſe Rings, when you were born and thought another's, F 
Your Parent's glowing yet in ſinful Love, | 4 
Bid me beſpeak : a curious Artiſt wrought' em, # 
With Joints ſo cloſe,. as not to be perceiv'd ; 
Yet are they both each other's Counterpart, 
Her part had Juan inſcrib'd, and his had Zayda, 5 
(You know thoſe Names are theins:) and in the midſt,, 
A Heart divided in two halves was plac'd. 
Now if the Rivets of thoſe Rings inclos'd, 
Fit not each other, I have forg'd this Lye: 
But if they join, you mult for ever part. 
Sebaſtian pulling off bis Ring. Almeyda does the ſame, 
and gives it to Aiv. whe wnſcrues both the Rings, and 
fits one half on the other. | 
Seb. Now Life or Death. : 
Aim. And either thive or ours. 
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Pm loſt for ever. [ Sav00ng, 
[The Women and Moray ma take her up, and carry her off. 
[Sebaſtian here lands amaz'd without Motion, his Eyes 
fixt upaward. | | 
Seb. Look to the Queen my Wife ; for E am paſt 
All pow'r of Aid to her or to myſelf. | 
Atv. His Wife, ſaid he, his Wife! Q fatal Sound.? 
For, had I known it, this unwelcome News | 
Had never reach'd their Ears. 
So they had ſtill been bleſt in Ignorance, 
And I alone unhappy. 
Dor. I knew it but too late, and durſt not ſpeaks; 
Seb. [Stariing out. of his Amazement.] I will not live, 
no not a Moment more; 
T will not add one Moment more to Inceſt ; 
I'll cat it off, and end a wretched Being. 
For, ſhou'd I live, my Soul's ſo little mine, 
And ſo much hers, that I ſhould ſtill enjoy. 
Ye cruel Powers, 
Take me as you have made me, miſerable; 
You cannot make me gullty ; *twas my Fate, 
And you made that, not J. { Draws his Sword. 
(Ant. and Alv. lay bold on bim, and Dorax wrejts 
the Sword out of his Hand. 
Ant. For Heav'n's ſake hold, and recollect your Mind, 
Alv. Conſider whom you puniſh, and for what; 
Yourſelf unjuſtly : You have charg'd the Fault 
On Heav'n, that beſt may bear it. Is 
'Tho' Inceſt is indeed a deadly. Crime, 
You are not guilty, ſince unknown 'twas done, 
And known, had been abhorr'd. 
Seb. By Heav'n you're Traitors all, that hold my Hands; 
If Death be but Ceſſation of our Thought, | 
Then let me die, for I would think no more. 
I'll boaſt my Innocence above; 
And let 'em ſee a Soul they cou'd not ſully : 
] ſhall be there before my Father's Ghoſt ; 
That yet muſt langwſh long in Froſts and Fires, 
For making me unhappy by his Crime: [Struggling again. 
Stand off, and let me take my fill of Death; | 
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For I can hold my Breath in your Deſpite, 
And ſwell my heaving Soul out, when [I pleaſe. 

Av. Heav'n comfort you! 

Seb, What, art thou giving Comfort ! 8 
Would'ſt thou give Comfort, who haſt giv'n Diſpair ? 
Thou ſeeſt Alonzo ſilent; he's a Man. | 
He knows, that Men abandon'd of their Hopes 
Shou'd aſk' no Leave, not ſtay for ſuing out 
A tedious Writ of Eaſe from lingering Heav'n. 

But help themſelves, as timely as they cou'd, 

And teach the Fates their Duty. | 
Der, [to Alv. and Ant.] Let him go. 

He is our King; and he ſhall be obey'd. 

Aly. What, to deſtroy himſelf? O Parricide! 
Dor. Be not injurious in your fooliſh Zeal, 
But leave him free; or by my Sword I ſwear, 

To hew that Arm away, that ſtops the Paſſage 
To his eternal Reſt. | 

Art. [Letting go his Hold.] Let him be guilty of his 
own Death if he pleaſes; for I'll not be guilty of mine, 
by holding him. [Loe King ſhakes off Alv, 

Atv, [to Der.] Infernal Fiend, 9 
Is this a Subject's Part? 

Dor. Tis a Friend's Office. 

He bas convinc'd me, that he ought to die, 

And rather than he ſhould not, here's my Sword 

To help him on his Journey. 

Seb. My laft, my only Friend, how kind art thou, 

And how inhuman theſe ! 

Dor. To make the Trifle Death a thing of Moment ! 

Ses. And not to weigh th' important Caufe I had 
To rid myſelf of Life ! N 

Dor. True; for a Crime 
So horrid in the Face of Men and Angels, 

As wilful Inceſt is! 

Seb. Not wilful neither. 

Dor. Yes, if you liv'd, and with repeated Acts 
Refreſh'd your Sin, and loaded Crimes with Crimes, 
To ſwell your Scores of Guilt. 

$46. True; if I liv'd. | 
Dan. 
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Dor. I faid fo, if you liv'd. * I 
Seb. For hitherto: was fatal I gnorance, 

And no intended Crime. 
Dor, That you beſt know : 

But the nai World will judge the worſt. 
Av. O what a Sophiſter has Hell procur d, 

To argue for Damnation! 
Dor. Peace, old Dotard. 

Mank ind that always judge of Kings with Malice, 

Will think he knew this Inceſt, and purſu'd it. 

His only way to rectify Miſtakes, 

And to redeem her Honour, is to die. 

Seb. Thou haſt it right, my dear, my beſt Alonzo 2 

And that, but petty Reparation too; 

But all J have to give. 

Der. Year Pardon, Sir; 
You may do more, and ought. 
Seb. What, more than Death ? 
Dor. Death? why, that's Children's Sport; a r Stage- 
Play, Death. 

We act it every Night we go to Bed. 

Death to a Man in Miſery 1s Sleep. 

Wou'd you, who perpetrated ſuch a: Crime, 

As frighten'd Nature, made the Saints above 9 

Shake Heav'n's eternal Pavement with their Trembling- # 

To view that Act, wou'd you but barely die ? 1 

But ftretch your Limbs, and turn on t' other Side; i 

To lengthen out a Black voluptuous Slumber, j 

And Dream you had your Siſter in your Arms ? j 

f 
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Seb. To expiate this, can I do more than die ? 

Dor. O yes: you muſt do more; you mult be damn'd:; 
You muft be damn'd to all Eternity; 
| And ſure Self-Murder is the rendieſt Way. 1 

Seb, How, damn'd? 

Dor. Why, is that News? 

Alu. O, Horror! Horror! : 

Dor. What, thou a Stateſman, _ | 
And make a Bus'neſs of Damnation 
In ſuch a World as this! why, *tis-a Trade : 
The Scrivener, Uſurer, Lawyer, Shop- keeper, | 

5 And . 
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And Soldier, cannot live but by Damnation. 
The Politician does it by Advance, 
And gives all gone before-hand. | 
Seb. O, thou haſt giv'n me ſuch a Glimpſe of Hell, 
So puſh'd me forward, even to the Brink 
Of that irremeciable burning Gulph, 
That looking in th* Abyſs, I dare not leap. 
And now I ſee what good thou mean'ſt my Soul, 
And thank thy pious Fraud : thou haſt indeed 
Appear'd a Devil, but did an Angel's Work. 
Dor. T'was the laſt Remedy, to give you Leiſure : 
For, if you cou'd but think, I knew you ſafe. 
Seb. Ithank thee, my Alonzo - I will live: 
But never more to Portugal return : : 
For, to go back and reign, that were to ſhew 
Triumphant Inceſt, and pollute the Throne. 
Alu. Since Ignorance 
Scb. O, palliate not my Wound; 
When yon have argu'd all you can, *tis Inceſt : 
No, tis reſolv'd, I charge you plead no more; 
I cannot live without Almeyda's Sight, 
Nor can I ſee Almeyda, but ] fin. 
Heav'n has inſpir'd me with a ſacred Thought, 
To live alone to Heav'n, and die to her. | 
Der. Mean you to turn an Anchoret ? 
Seb. What elfe ? 
The World was once too narrow for my Mind, 
But one poor little Nook will ſerve me now, 
To hide me from the reſt of human Kind. 
Africk has Deſarts wide enough to hold 
Millions of Monſters, and J am. ſure, the greateſt. 
Alv. You may repent, and wiſh your Crown too late, 
Seb. O never, never; I am paſt a Boy, 


A Scepter's but a Play-thing, and a Globe 


A bigger bounding Stone. He who can leave 

Almezda, may renounce the reſt with Eaſe. 
Dor. O truly great! 

A Soul fix'd high, and capable of Heav'n. 

Old as he 1s, your Uncle Cardinal 

Is not fo far enamour'd of a Cloyſter, 


But 
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But he will thank you for the Crown you leave him, 
Seb. To pleaſe him more, let him believe me dead; 
That he may never dream I may return. 
Alonzo, Jam now no more thy King, 
But ſtill thy Friend, and by that holy Name 
Adjure thee, to perform my laſt Requeſt : 
Make our Conditions with yon? Captive King. 
Secure me but my ſolitary Cell ; 
"Tis all J aſk him for a Crown reſtor'd. 
Dor. I will do more : 
But fear not Muley-Zeyda n; his ſoft Metal 
Melts down with eaſy Warmth ; runs in the Mould, 
And needs no further Forge. [Exit Dor. 
Re-enter Almeyda led by Morayma, and follou d 
„ by ber Attendants, | 
Seb. See where ſhe comes again, 
By Heav'n, when I behold thoſe beauteous Eyes, 


Repentance lags, and Sin comes hurrying on. 
Alm. This is too cruel ! | 
Seb. Speak'ſt thou of Love, of Fortune, or of Death, 
Or double Death? for we muſt part, Almeyda. 
Alm. I ſpeak of all. 
For all things that belong to us are cruel. 
But what's moſt cruel, we muſt love no more. 
O 'tis too much that I muſt never ſee you, 
But not to love you is impoſlible ; 
No, I muſt love you: Heav'n may bate me that, 
And charge that ſinful Sympathy of Souls _ 
Upon our Parents, when they lov'd too well. 
Seb. Good Heav'n, thou ſpeak't my Thought, and 1 


Nay, then there's Inceſt in our very Souls; [ſpeak thine. 


Por we were form'd too like. 

Alm. Too like indeed, 

And yet not for each other. 

Sure when we part (for I reſolv'd it too, 

Tho' you propos'd it firſt) however diſtant, 

We ſhall be ever thinking of each other ; 

And, the ſame Moment, for each other pray. 
Seb. But if a Wiſh ſhou'd come athwart our Prayers! 
Alm. It wou'd do well to curb it, if we cou'd. 
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Seb. We cannot look upon each other's Face, 
But, when we read our Love, we read our Guilt: 
And yet, methinks, I cannot chuſe but love. | 
Alm. I wou'd have aſk d you, if I durft for Shame. 
If ſtill you lov'd ? you gave it Air before me. 
Ah, why were we not born both of a Sex ? 
For then we might have lov'd without a Crime. 
Why was not I your Brother? tho' that Wiſh 
Involv'd our Parents Guilt, we had not parted ; 
We had been Friends, and Friendſhip is no Inceſt. 
Seb. Alas, I know not by what Name to call thee! 
Siſter and Wife are the two deareſt Names; 
And I wou'd call thee both? and both are Sin. 
Unhappy we | that ſtill we muſt confound 
'The deareſt Names into a common Curſe. | 
Alm. To love, and be belov'd, and yet be wretched ! 
Seb. To have but one poor Night of all our Lives ; 
It was indeed a glorious, guilty Night : 
So happy, that, forgive me Heaven, I wiſh 
With all its Guilt, it were to come again. 
Why did we know ſo ſoon, or why at all, 
That Sin cou'd be conceal'd in ſuch a Bliſs ? 
Alm. Men have a larger Privilege of Words, 
Elſe I ſhould fpeak : but we muſt part, Sebaſtian, 
That's all the Name that I have left to call thee. 
J muſt not call thee by the Name I wou'd ; | 
But when I fay Sebaſtian, dear Scbaſtian, 
I kiſs the Name ] ſpeak. 
Seb. We muſt make haſte, or we ſhall never part. 
I would ſay ſomething that's as dear as this; 
Nay, wou'd do more than ſay: one Moment longer, 
And I ſhou'd break thro' Laws divine and human; 
And think 'em Cobwebs, ſpread for little Man, 
Which all the bulky Herd of Nature breaks. 
The vigorous young World was ignorant 
Of 3 Reſtrictions, tis decrepit now: 
Not more devour, but more decay d, and cdid. 
All this is impious; therefore we muſt part: 
For gazing : oy I kindle at thy Sight, 
And once burnt down to Tinder, light again 
Much ſooner than before. Re- 
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Re-enter Dorax. 

Alm. Here comes the fad Denouncer of my Fate, 
'To toll the mournful Knell of Separation : 

While I, as on my Death-bed, hear the Sound, 
That warns me hence for ever. 

Sehn [to Dor.] Now be brief, 
And I will try to liſten, 

And ſhare the Minute that remains, betwixt 
The Care I owe my Subjects, and my Love. 

Dor. Your Fate has gratify'd you all ſhe can; 

Gives eaſy Miſery, and makes Exile pleaſing. 
I truſted Muley-Zeydan, as a Friend, | 

But ſwore him firſt to Secrecy : he wept | | 
Your Fortune, and with Tears, not ſqueez d by Art, 
But ſhed from Nature, like a kindly Shower: | 
In ſhort, he proffer'd more than I demanded ; 

A ſafe Retreat, a gentle Solitude, 

Unvex'd with Noiſe, and undiſturb'd with Fears: 

I choſe you one 

Alm. O do not tell me where: 

For if I knew the Place of his Abode. 
I ſhou'd be tempted to purſue his Steps, 

And then we both were loſt, | 

Seb. Ev'n paſt Redemption. 

For, if I knew thou wert on that Defign, 

(As I muſt know, becauſe our Souls are one) 
|] ſhouw'd not wander, but by ſure Inſtinct, 
Shou'd meet thee juſt half-way in Pilgrimage, 

And cloſe for ever: for I know my Love 
More ſtrong than thine, and I more frail than thou. 

Alm. Tetl me nor that : for I muſt boaſt my Crime, 
And cannot bear that thou ſhould ſt better love. 

Dor. I may inform you both : for you muſt go, 
Where Seas, and Winds, and Deſarts will divide you. 
Under the Ledge of Atlas lies a Cave, 

Cut in the living Rock, by Nature's Hands ; 

The venerable Seat of holy Hermits ; 

Who there, ſecure in ſeparated Cells, 

Sacred ev'n to the Moors, enjoy Devotion: 

And from the purling Streams, and ſavage Fruits, 
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Have wholeſome Bev'rage, and unbloody Feaſts. 
Seb. Tis Penance too voluptuous for my Crime. 
Dor. Your Subjects, conſcious of your Life, are few: 

But all deſirous to partake your Exile, 

And to do Office to your ſacred Perſon. 

The reft, who think you dead, ſhall be diſmiſs'd, 

Under ſafe Convoy, till they reach your Fleet. 

Alm. But how am wretched I to be diſpos'd ? 

A vain Enquiry, fince I leave my Lord : 

For all the World beſide is Baniſhment! 

Dor. I have a Siſter, Abbeſs in Terceras, 

Who loſt her Lover on her Bridal Day. — 
Alm. There Fate provided me a Fellow- Turtle; 

To mingle Sighs with Sighs, and Tears with Tears, 
Dor. Laſt, for myſelf, if I have well fulfill'd 

My iad Commiſſion, let me beg the Boon, 

To ſhare the Sprrows of your laſt Receſs ; 

And mourn the common Loſſes of our Loves. 
Alv. And what becomes of me? muſt I be left, 

(As Age and Time had worn me out of Uſe ? ) 

Theſe Senews are not yet ſo much unſtrung, 

To fail me when my Matter ſhou'd be ſerv'd: 

And when they are, then I will teal to Death, 

Silent and unobſerv'd, to ſave his Tears, 

Seb, I've heard you both; Alvarez, have thy Wiſh, 

But thine, Alenxo, thine is too unjuſt. 

J charge thee with my laſt Commands, return, 

And bleſs thy Violante with thy Vows. 

Antonio, be thou happy too in thine. 

Laſt, let me ſwear you all to Secrecy : 

And to conceal my Shame conceal my Life. 

Dor. Ant, Mor. We ſwear to keep it ſecret. 
Aim. Now I wou'd ſpeak the laſt Farewel, I cannot. 

It wou'd be ſtill farewel, a thouſand times: 

And multiply'd in Echo's, fill farewel. 

I will not ſpeak; but think a thouſand thouſand ; 

And be thou filent too, my laſt Sebaſtian ; 

So let us part in the dumb Pomp of Grief. 

My Heart's too great; or I wou'd die this Moment: 

But Death, 1 thank him, in an Hour, has made 
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A mighty Journey, and J haſte to meet him. 
[She ſlaggers, and her Women hold her ups 
Seb. Help to ſupport this feeble dwoping Flower, 
This tender Sweet, ſo ſhaken by the Stofcm. 
For theſe fond Arms muſt thus be ſtretch'd in vain, 
And never, never muſt embrace her more. 
*T'is paſt : — my Soul goes in that Word —-farewel, 
ſ[Alv. goes with Seb. to one End of the 
Stage; Women with Alm. to the other, 
Dor. coming up to Ant. and Mor, who land on the 
Midale of the Stage, 
Dor. Haſte to attend Alneyda For your Sake 
Your Father is forgiven : but to Antonio 
He forfeits half his Wealth: be happy both: 
And let Sebaſtian and Alneyda s Fate 
This dreadful Sentence to the World relate. 
That unrepented Crimes of Parents dead, 
Are juſtly . on their Children's Head. 
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LU. 
Spoken betwixt Antonio and Morayma, 


— Duak'd at Heart, for fear the Royal Faſhion 
Shou'd have ſeduc'd us two to Separation: 
To be drawn in, againſt our own Defire, 

Poor I to be a Nun, poor you a Fryar. 

Ant. I trembled when the Old Man's Hand was in, 
He wwou'd hade prov'd we were too near of Kin : 
Diſcovering old Intrigues of Lowe, like & other, 
Betawixt my Father and thy ſinful Mother ; 

To make us Siſter Turk and Chriftian Brother. 

Mor. Excuſe met here; that League ſhou'd have been rather 

Betwixt your Mother and my Mufti Father ; 

Ji for my own and my Relations Credit, 

Your Friends foou'd bear the Baſtard, mine hu d get it. 
Ant. Suppe/e us two Almeyda and Sebaſtian, 

H# ith Inceſt prov'd upon us 

Mor. Without Queſtion 
Their Conſcience was too queazy of Digeſtion. 

Ant. Thou wouldft have kept the Counſel of thy Brother, 
And finn'd till we repented of each other. 

Mor. Beaft as you are, on Nature's Laws to trample 3 
*Tavere fitter that aue folloau'd their Example. 
And fince all Marriage in Repentance ends, 
*Tis good for us to part while ave are Friends, 
To jave a Maid's Remorſes and Confuſions, 
Een leave me now before we try Concluſions. 


Ant, 
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Ant. To copy their Example, firft make certain 
Of one good Hour, like theirs, before our Parting ; 
Make a Debauch ver Night of Lowe and Maanejs 3 
And marry when we wake in ſober Sadneſs. 

Mor. J follow no new Sects of your inventing. 
One Night might coſt me nine long Months repenting | 
Firſt wed, and if you find that Life a Fetter, | 
Die when you pleaſe, the ſeoner, Sir, the better: 
My Wealth wou'd get me Lowe ere I cou'd ask it: | 
Ob, there's a firange Temptation in the Cagfet © 
All theſe young Sharpers wou'd my Grace importune, | 
And make me thun dring Votes of Lives and Fertune. | 
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To the Honourable 


2 
5 . 
* 
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Sir William Leviſon Gower, Bart. 


HERE is one kind of Virtue which 
is indorn in the Nobility, and indeed 
in moſt of the ancient Families of 
this Nation; they are not apt to inſult 
on the Misfortunes of their Country- 
men. But you, Sir, I may tell it you without 
Flattery, have grafted on this natural Commiſera- 
tion, and rais'd it to a nobler Virtue: as you have 
been pleas'd to honour me, for a long time, with 
ſome part of your Eſteem and your Good- will; fo 
in particular, ſince the late Revolution, you have 
increas'd the Proofs of your Kindneſs to me; and 
not ſuffer*d the difference of Opinions, which pro- 
duce ſuch Hatred and Enmity in the brutal part of 


humane Kind, to remove you from the ſettled Ba- 


ſis of your good Nature and good Senſe. This 
Nobleneſs of yours, had it been exercis'd on an 
Enemy, had certainly been a Point of Honour, and 
as ſuch | might have juſtly recommended it to the 
World: But that of Conſtancy to your former 
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Choice, and the Purſuance of your firſt F avours, 
are Virtues. not over - common amongſt Exgliſp- 
men. All Things of Honour have, at beſt, ſome- 
what of Oſtentation in them, and Self love; there 
is a Pride of doing more than is expected from us, 
and more than others would have done. But to 
proceed in the ſame I rack of Goodneſs, Favour 
and Protection, is to ſhew that a Man is acted by 
a thorough, Principle: It carries ſomewhat of Ten- 
derneſs in it, which is Humanity in a heroical De- 
gree; tis a kind of unmoveable Good-nature ; a 
Word which is commonly deſpis'd, becauſe it is 
ſo ſeldom practis'd. But after all, *tis the moſt 
generous Virtue, oppos'd to the moſt degenerate 
Vice, which is that of Ruggedneſs and Faarſhnels 
to our Fellow-creatures. 

*Tis upon this Knowledge of you, Sir, that I 
have choſen you with your Permiſſion, to be the 


Patron of this Poem. And, as fince this won- 


derful Revolution, I have begun with the beſt Pat- 
tern of Humanity, the Earl of Leiceſter; I ſhall 
continue to follow the ſame Method, in all, to 
whom 1 ſhall addreſs; and endeavour to pitch on 
ſuch only, as have been pleas'd to own me in this 
Ruin of my ſmall Fortune; who, though they are 
of a contrary Opinion themſelves, yet blame not 
me for adhering to a loſt Cauſe; and judging for 
my ſelf, what I cannot chooſe but judge; ſo long 
as I am a patient Sufferer, and no Diſturber of 


the Government. Which, if it be a ſevere Pe- 


nance, as a great Wit has told the World, *tis at 
leaſt enjoin'd me by my ſelf: And Sancho Pancay 
25 much a F oo! as I, was obſerv'd to diſcipline his 

Body 


The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 
Body no farther than he found he could endure the 
Smart. 

- You ſee, Sir, I am not entertaining you, like O- 
vid, with a lamentable Epiſtle from Pontus: I ſuf- 
fer no more than 1 can eaſily undergo; and ſo long 
as I enjoy my Liberty, which is the Birthright 
of an Eugliſuman, the reſt ſhall never go near my 
Heart. The merry Philoſopher is more to my Hu- 
mour than the melancholick ; and I find no Diſpo- 
ſition in my ſelf to cry, while the mad World is 
daily ſupplying me with ſuch Occaſions of Laugh- 
ter. The more reaſonable fort of my Countrymen 
have fhewn-ſo much Favour to this Piece, that they 
give me no doubt of their Protection for the future. 

As you, Sir, have been pleas'd to follow the Ex- 
ample of their Goodneſs, in favouring me- 80 
give me leave to ſay, that I follow yours in this 
Dedication, to a Perſon of a different Perſuaſion. 


Tho? I muſt confeſs withal, that I have had a for- 
mer Encouragement from you for this Addreſs ; and 


the warm Remembrance of your noble Hoſpitality 
to me at Trentham, when ſome Years ago I viſited 
my Friends and Relations in your Country, has ever 
ſince given me a violent Temptation to this Boldnefs. 

Tis true, were this Comedy wholly mine, I 
ſhould call it a Trifle, and perhaps not think it 
worth your Patronage; but when the Names of 
Plautus and Moliere are join'd in it; that is, the 
two greateſt Names of Ancient and Modern Co- 
medy, I muſt not preſume ſo far on their Reputa- 
tion, to think their beſt and moſt unqueſtion'd Pro- 
ductions can be term'd little. I will not give you 
the Trouble of acquainting you what I have added, 
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er alter'd in either of them, ſo much, it may be, 
for the worſe; but only that the Difference of our 
Stage from the Roman and the French did ſo re- 
quire it. But I am afraid, for my own Intereſt, 
the World will too eaſily diſcover, that more than 
half of it is mine; and that the reſt is rather a 
lame Imitation of their Excellencies, than a juſt 
Tranſlation, *Tis enough, that the Reader know 
by you, that I neither deſerve, nor deſire any Ap- 
Plauſe from it: If 1 have perform'd any thing, tis 
the Genius of my Authors that inſpir'd me; and 
if it has pleas'd in Repreſentation, let the Actors 
ſhare the Praiſe amongſt themſelves. As for Plau- 
tus and Moliere, they are dangerous People; and I 
am too weak a Gameſter to put my ſelf into their 
Form of Play. But what has been wanting on 
my part, has been abundantly ſupply'd by the ex- 
cellent Compoſition of Mr. Parcell; in whoſe 
Perſon we have at length found an Exglibwes, e· 
qual with the beſt abroad. At leaſt my Opinion of 
him has been ſuch, ſince his happy and judicious 
Performances in the late Operaz and the Expe- 
rience I have had of him, in the ſetting my three 
Songs for this Amphitryon: To all which, and 
particularly to the Compoſition of the Paſtoral 
Dialogue, the numerous Choir of fair Ladies gave 
fo juſt an Applauſe on the third Day. I am only 
lorry, for my own ſake, that there was one Star 
wanting, as beautiful as any in our Hemiſphere ; 
that young Berenice, who is miſimploying all her 
Charms on ſtupid Country Souls, that can ne- 
ver know the Value of them; and loſing the Tri- 
umphs which are ready prepar'd for her 8 39s 

our 
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Court and Town. And yet I know not whe- 
ther I am ſo much a Loſer by her Abſence; for I 
have Reaſon to apprehend the Sharpneſs of her 
Judgment, if it were not allay'd with the Sweets» 


neſs of her Nature; and after all, I fear ſhe may 


come time enough to diſcover a thouſand Imper- 


fections in my Play, which might have pafs'd on 


vulgar Underſtandings. Be pleas'd to uſe the Au- 
thority of a Father over her, on my Behalf; en- 
join her to keep her own Thoughts of Ampbitryon 
to her ſelf: or at leaſt not to compare him too 
ſtrictly with Moliere's. Tis true, I have an Inte- 
reſt in this Partiality of hers: but withal, I plead 
ſome Sort of Merit for it, in 85 ſo particularly 


as I am, 
S I R, 
040. 24. Pur moſt obedient, 
1690. | 


bumble Servant, 


Joun DRYDEN, 
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TEE lab'ring Bee, when his ſharp Sting is gone, 
| Forgets his golden Work, and turns a Drone: 
Such is a Satyr, when you take away 
That Rage, in which his noble Vigour lay. 
What gain you, by not ſuffering him to teixe ye? 
He neither can offend you now, nor pleaſe ye. 
The Honey-Bag, and Venom, lay ſo near, 
That both, together, you reſolv'd to tear; 8 
"And loſt your Pleaſure, to ſecure your Fear. 
How can he ſhow his Manhood, if you bind him, 
To box, like Boys, with one Hand ty'd behind him? 
This is plain levelling of Wit; in which 
The Poor has all th' Advantage, not the Rich. 
The Blockhead ſtands excus'd for want of Senſe; 
And Wits turn Blockheads in their own Defence. 
Tet, though the Stages Traffick is undone, 
Still Julian's interloping Trade goes on: 
Though Satyr on the Theatre you ſmother, 
Yet in Lampoons you libel one another. 
The firſt produces ſtill, a ſecond Jig; 
Tou whip em out, like School-Boys, till they gig: 
And, with the ſame Succeſs, we Readers gueſs; 
For ev'ry one ſtill dwindles to a leſs. 
And much good Malice is ſo meanly dreſt, 


That we won d laugh, but cannot find the Jeſt, 
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PROLOGUE. 
If no Advice your Rhiming Rage can ſlay, 
Let not the Ladies ſuffer in the Fray. 
Their tender Sex is privileg'd from War; 
*Tis not like Knights, to draw upon the Fair. 
What Fame expect you from ſo mean a Prize? 
We wear no murd'ring Weapons, but our Fyes. 
Our Sex, you know, was after yours deſugn'd ; 
The laſt Perfection of the Maker's Mind: behind. 
Heav'n drew out all the Gold for us, and left your Droſs 
Beauty, for Valour's beſt Reward, he choſe; 
Peace, after War; and after Toil, Repoſe. 
Hence ye prophant ; excluded from our Sights; 
And charm'd by Day, with Honour's vain Delights, 
Go, male your beſt of ſolitary Nights. 
Recant betimes, "tis Prudence to ſubmit : 
Our Sex is ſtill your Overmatch in Wit : 
We never fail, with neu, ſucceſsful Arts, 
To make fine Fools of you; and all your Parts. 
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Gripus, | Mr. Sandford. 


— 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


MEN. 


Jupiter, Mr. Betterton. 
Mercury, .... Ai. a 


Phoebus, Mr. Bowman. 


Amphitryon, Mr. Williams. 
Sofia, Mr. Nokes. 


Polidas, Mr. Bright. 
Tranio, Mr Bowen. 


WOMEN. | 


Alcmena, Mrs. Barry. 
Phædra, Mrs. Mount ford. 
Bromia, Mrs. Corey. 
Night, Mrs. Butler. 
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4 T1 SCENDL 
2 | Mercury and Phebus deſcend in ſeveral Ma- 


chines. 


P HOB BUS. 
Now you the Reafon of this preſent 
2 Summons? 
Tis neither Council-day, nor is this 
Heav'n; 3 
W hat Bufinefs has our Jupiter on Earth? 
MA Why more at Thebes than any other Place? 
And why we two of all the Herd of Gods 
Are chofen out to meet him in Conſult ? 
They call me God of Wiſdom, 
But Mars and Vulcan, the two Fools of Heav'n, 
Whoſe Wit lies in their Anvil and their Sword, 
Know full as much as 1, | 
Merc. 
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12  _AMPHITRYON. 8 
Merc. And Venus may know more than both of us, 


Thunderer comes down. 


For tis ſome Petticoat Affair, I gueſs. 


# > 


I have diſcharg'd my Duty; which was to ſummon 


you, Phæbus: we ſhall know more anon, when the 
Tis our Part to obey our 
Father; for, to confeſs the Truth, we two are little 


better than Sons of Harlots : and if Jupiter had 


not been pleas'd to take a little Pains with our Mo- 
hers, inſtead of being. Gods, we might have been a 
couple of IinkFHoyt * #* + OH +» 
Phœb. But know you nothing farther, Hermes? What 

News in Court? | 

Merc. There has been a deviliſh Quarrel, I can tell 

ou, betwixt Jupiter and Juno: ſhe threaten'd to ſue 

Jim in the Spiritual Court, for ſome Matrimonial O- 
miſſions; and he ſtood upon his Prerogative. Then 
me hit him in the Teeth of all his Baſtards; and your 
Name and mine were'us'd with leſs Reverence than 
decame our Godſhips. They were both in their Cups; 
and at laſt the Matter grew ſo high, that they were 
ready to have thrown Stars at one another's Heads. 

Phæb. Twas happy for me that T was at my Voca- 
tion, driving Day- light about the World; but I had ra- 
ther ſtand my Father's Thunderbolts, than my Step- 
Mother's Railing. | 

Merc.. When the Tongue-battle was over, and the 
Championefs had harneſs'd her Peacocks, to go for Sa- 
mos, and hear the Prayers that were made to her 


Phœb. By the way, her Worſhippers had a bad Time 
on't; ſhe was in a damnable Humour for receiving - 


Petitions | 

Merc. Jupiter immediately beckons me aſide; and 
mas, 4 me, that as ſoon as ever you had ſet up your 
Horſes, you and I ſhould meet him here at Thebes - 
now, putting the Premiſes together, as dark as it is, 
methinks I begin to ſee Day- light. 


Phab. As plain as one of my own Beams; ſhe has 


made him uneaſy at home, and he is going to ſeek his 
Diverſion abroad: I ſee Heav'n it ſelf is no privileg'd 
Place for Happineſs, if a Man muſt carry his Wife a- 
long with him. 4p ers 

Mer, 
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Merc. Tis neither better nor worſe, upon my Con- 
fcience: he is weary of hunting in the ſpacious Foreſt 
of a Wife, and is following his Game incognito, in 
fome little Purlieu here at Thebes; that's many an ho- 
neſt Man's caſe on Earth too, Jove help em, as indeed 
he does to make em Cuckolds. : 

Phab. But if ſo, Mercury, then I, who am a Poet, 
muſt endite his Love-Letter; and you, who are by 
Trade a Porter, muſt convey it. | 

Merc. No more, he's coming down ſowſe upon us, 
and hears as far as he can ſee too; he's plaguy hot 
upon the Buſineſs, I know it by his bard driving. 

| [Jupiter deſcends. 

Jup. What, you are deſcanting upon my Actions:? 
Much good may do you with your Politicks : | 
All Subjects will be cenſuring their Kings, . 
Well, I confeſs I am in Love; what then? | 

Pheb. Some Mortal, we preſume, of Cadmus' Bloods 
Some Theban Beauty ; ſome new Semele, 

Or ſome Europa. | | 

Merc. I'll ſay that for my Father, he's conſtant to an 
handſome Family: he knows when they have a good 
Smack with 'em; and ſnuffs up Incenſe ſo ſavourily, 
when 'tis offer'd him by a fair Hand. 

Jup. Well, my familiar Sons, this ſaucy Carriage 
I have deſerv'd; for he who truſts a Secret, 

Makes his own Man his Maſter. | 
I read your Thoughts; 
Therefore you may as ſafely ſpeak as think. 

Merc, Mine was a very homely Thought; I was con- 
fidering into what Form your Almightyſhip would be 
pleas'd to transform your ſelf to-night, Whether you 
wou'd fornicate in the ſhape of a Bull, or a Ram, or 
an Eagle, or a Swan : what Bird or Beaft you wou'd 

leaſe to honour, by tranſgreſſing your own Laws, in 
ny Likeneſs; or in ſhort, whether you wou'd recreate 
our ſelf in Feathers, or in Leather ? 

Phœb. Any Diſguiſe to hide the King of Gods. 

Jap. 1 know your Malice, Phæbus, you wou'd ſay 
That when a Monarch fins, it ſhou'd be ſecret; 

To keep exterior Show of Sanity 8 
5 e Maintain 
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Maintain Reſpect, and cover bad Example: 
For Kings and Prieſts are in a manner bound 
For Reverence ſake to be cloſe Hypocrites. 
Pheb. But what neceſſitates you to this Love, 
Which you confeſs a Crime, and-yet commit? 
For to be ſecret makes not Sin the leſs : 
*Tis only hidden from the vulgar View: 
Maintains, indeed, the Reverence due to Princes, 
But not abſolves the Conſcience from the Crime. 
Jup. I love, becauſe twas in the Fates I ſhou'd, 
 Phab. With Reverence be it ſpoke, a bad Excuſe : 
Thus every wicked Act in Heav'n or Earth, | 


May make the ſame Defence; but what is Fate? | 
Is it a blind Contingence of Events? 5 „ , 
Or ſure Neceſſity of Cauſes link d, | 1 


That muſt produce Effects? or is't a Pow'r 

That orders all things by ſuperior Will, | 

Foreſees his Work, and works in that Foreſight ? 
Jup. Fate is, what I . 

By virtue of Omnipotence have made it: 

And Pow'r Omnipotent can do no wrong: 

Not to my ſelf, becauſe I will'd it ſo; 

Nor yet to Men, for what they are is mine. 

This Night I will enjoy Amphitryon's Wife: 


For, when I made her, I decreed her ſuch 


As I ſhou'd pleafe to love. I wrong not him 


| Whole Wite ſne is; for I referv'd my Right, 


To have her while ſhe pleas'd me; that once paſt, 
She ſhall be his again. 
Merc. Here's Omnipotence with a Vengeance, to- 


make a Man a Cuckold, and yet not to do him wrong. 


Then 1 find, Father Jupiter, that when you made X 
Fate, you had the Wit to contrive a Holiday for your | 
ſelf now and then. For you Kings never enact a Law, 
but you have a kind of an Eye to your own Prero- 
gative. | | 
Phæb. If there be no ſuch thing as Right and 
Wrong, 1 
Of an eternal Being, I have done 
But if there be 
Jup. Peace, thou diſputing Fool: 


Learn 


your 
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Learn this; if thou could'ſt comprehend my Ways, 

Then thou wert Jove, not I: yet, thus far know, 

That, for the Good of human kind, this Night 

I ſhall beget a future Hercules; A 

Who ſhall redreſs the Wrongs of injur'd Mortals, 

Shall conquer Monſters, and reform the World, 
Merc. Ay, Brother Phebus; and our Father made all 

thoſe Monſters for Hercules to conquer, and contriv'd all 


thoſe Vices on purpoſe for him to reform too, there's 


the Jeſt on't. | | | | 
Phœb. Since Arbitrary Pow'r will hear no Reaſonz. 

tis Wiſdom to be ſilent. | | 
Merc, Why that's the Point; this ſame Arbitrary 

Power is a knock down Argument; *tis but a Word 


and a Blow, now methinks our Father ſpeaks out 


like an honeſt bare-fac'd God, as he is; he lays the 
Streſs in the right Place, upon abſolute Dominion: I 
confeſs if he had been a Man, he might have been a 
Tyrant, if his Subjects durſt have call'd him to Ac- 
count: But you, Brother Phebys, are but a meer 
Country Gentleman, that never comes to Court ; that 
are abroad all Day on Horſeback, making Viſits a- 
bout the World; are drinking all Night, and in your 
Cups are ſtill railing at the Government? O theſe Pa- 
triots, theſe bumpkin Patriots, are a very filly fort of 
Animal. 

Jup. My preſent Purpoſe and Deſign you heard; 
T' enjoy Amphitryon's Wife, the fair Alcmena, 
Lou two muſt be ſubſervient to my Love. 

Merc. [to Phœbus.] No more of your Grumbleto- 
nian Morals, Brother; there's Preferment coming, be 


advis'd, and pimp dutifull 


Fup.. Amphitryon, the . Theban General, 

Has overcome his Country's Foes in Fight; 

And in a ſingle Duel flain their King: 

His conquering Troops are eager on their March 

Returning home; while their young General, 

More eager to review his beauteous Wife, 

Poſts on before, wing'd with impetuous Love, 

And by To-morrow Dawn, wil! reach thir Town. 
Merc, That's but ſhort Warning, Father Jupiter: ha- 
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ving made no former Advances of Courtſhip to her, 

you have Need of your Omnipotence, and all your 

8 it you mean to be beforehand with him. 
Phæb. Then how are we to beemploy'd this Evening ? 


_ Time's precious, and theſe Summer Nights are ſhort, 


I muſt be early up to light the World. 
Jup. You ſhall not riſe ; there ſhall be no to morrow. 
Merc. Then the World's to be at an End, I find. 
Pheb, Or elſe a Gap in Nature, of a Day. 
Jup. A Day will be well loſt to buſy Man: 


Night ſhall continue Sleep, and Care ſhall ceaſe. 


So, many Men ſhall live, and live in Peace, 
Whom Sunſhine had betray'd to envious Sight, 
And Sight to ſudden Rage, and Rage to Death. 
Now, I will have a Night for Love and me; 


A long luxurious Night, fit for a God 


To quench and empty his immortal Heat. 
Merc. I'll lay on the Woman's ſide for all that; that 


ſhe ſhall love longeſt to Night, in Spight of your Om» 


nipotence, oor | 
Pheb, I ſhall be curs'd by all the lab'ring Trades, 


That early riſe, but you muſt be obey'd. 


Jup. No Matter for the cheating Part of Man; 
They have a Day's Sin leſs to anſwer for. 
Phæb. When wou'd you have me wake? [finiſh'd, 
Jup. Why, when Fove goes to ſleep: when I have 
Your Brother Mercury ſhall bring you Word, 
| [Exit Phoebus on his Chariot. 
[To Merc.] Now, Hermes, I muft take Amphitryon's 


T'enjoy his Wife [ Form, 


Thou muſt be Soſia, this Amphitryon's Slave; 
Who, all this Night, is travelling to Thebes, 
To tell Alcmena of her Lord's Approach; 
And bring her joyful News of Victory. 
Merc, But why muſt I be Sofa? ; 
Jup. Dull God of Wit, thou Statue of thy ſelf! 
Thou muſt be Sofia, to keep out Sofia : | 
Who, by his Entrance, might diſcover Jove, 
Diſturb my Pleaſures, raiſe unruly Noiſe, 
And ſo diſtract Alcmena's tender Soul, 


She wou'd not meet my Warmtb, when I diſſolve 
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Into her Lap, nor give down half her Love. 
Merc. Let me alone; I'll cudgel him away: 
i But I abhor ſo villanous a Shape. 7 
; Jupp. Take it; I charge thee on thy Duty, take it: 
. Nor dare to lay it down, 'till I command. 
1 I cannot bear a Moment's Loſs of Joy. 
Night appears abowe in her Chariot. 
Look up, the Night is in her ſilent Chariot; 
Arid rouling juſt o'er Thebes: bid her drive ſlowly, 
Or make a double Turn about the World; 
While I drop Jove, and take Amphitryon's Dreſs, _ 
To be the greater, while I ſeem the leſs. Ex. Jup. 

Merc. [to Night.] Madam Night, a good Even to you: 
fair and ſoftly, I beſeech you, Madam: I have a Word 
or two to you, from no leſs a God than Jupiter, 

Night, O my nimble Finger'd God of Theft, what 
make you here on Earth, at this unſeaſonable Hour? 
what Banker's Shop is to be broken open to Night 
or what Clippers, and Coiners, and Conſpirators, have 
been inyoking your Deity for their Aſſiſtance ? 

Merc, Faith none of thoſe Enormities; and yetT am 
ſtill in my Vocation: for you know I am Jack of all 
Trades: at a Word, Jupiter is indulging his Genius to 
Night, with a certain noble Sort of Recreation, call'd 
Wenching: The Truth on't is, Adultery is its proper 
Name. | 
Night. Fupiter wou'd do well to ſtick to his Wife 
uno. 
. Merc, He has been marry'd to her above theſe 
Hundred Years; and that's long enough in Conſcience 
to ſtick to one Woman, _ _ | 

Night, She's his Siſter too, as well as his Wife 
that's a double Tie of Affection to her. 

Merc, Nay, if he made bold with his own Fleſhand 
Blood, *tis likely he will not fpare his Neighbours. 

Night. If I were his Wife, I would raiſe a Rebel- 

lion againſt him, for the Violation of my Bed. 

Merc, Thou art miſtaken, Old Night: his Wife 
cou'd raiſe no Faction: all the Deities in Heaven 
wou'd take the Part of the Cuckold-making God ; for 
they are all given to the Fleſh moſt damnably. Nay: 
eas 
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the very Goddeſſes wou'd ſtickle in the Cauſe of Love; 
tis the way to be popular to whore and love. For 
what doſt thou think old Saturn was depos'd, but that 
he was cold and impotent; and made no Court to 
the fair Ladies. Pallas and Juno themſelves, as 
chaſte as they are, cry'd Shame on him. I ſay unto 
thee, Old Night, Wo be to the Monarch that has not 
the W omen on his Side. | . 

Night. Then by your Rule, Mercury, a King who 
wou'd live . muſt debauch his whole Nation 
of Women. 5 

Merc. As far as his ready Money will go, I mean; 
for Jupiter himſelf can't pleaſe all of 'em. But this is 
beſide my preſent Commiſſion ; he has ſent me to will 
and require you to make a ſwinging long Night for 
him : he hates to be ſtinted in his Pleaſures, 

Night. Tell him plainly, 1'll rather lay down my 
Commiſſion +: what, wou'd he make a Bawd of me? 

Merc. Poor Ignorant! why he meant thee for a 
Bawd when he firſt made thee. What art thou good 
for, but to be a Bawd > Is not Daylight better for Man- 
kind, I mean as to any other Uſe, but only for Love 
and Fornication ? Thou haſt been a Bawd too, a re- 
verend, primitive, original Bawd, from the firſt Hour 
of thy Creation: and all the laudable Actions of Love 
have been committed under thy Mantle. Prithee for 
what doft thou think that thou art worſhipp'd-? 

Night, Why, for my Stars and Moonſhine. 

Merc. That is, for holding a Candle to Iniquity : 
but if they were put out, thou wou'd'ſt be doubly 
worſhipt by the willing baſhful Virgins, 

' Night. Then for my Quiet, and the ſweetneſs of 
my rats, © | 

Merc. No, for thy ſweet waking all the Night : for 
Sleep comes not upon Lovers *tilf thou art-waniſh'd. 
Night. But it will be againſt Nature, to makè along 
Winter's Night at Midſummer. 

Merc. Trouble not your ſelf for that: Phæbus is or- 
| der'd to make a ſhort Summer's Day to morrow: ſo 
in four and twenty Hours all will be at rights again. 
Night. Well, I am ediſjed by your Diſcourſe; and 
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ns Pros is, that whatever Work is made, I ſee 
nothing. | | 
Merc. About your Buſineſs then: put a Spoke into 
po Chariot-wheels, and order the Seven Stars to 
alt, while I put my ſelf into the Habit of a Serving- 
man; and dreſs up a falſe Sofia, to wait upon a falſe 
Amphitryon. Good Night, Night. | 
Night, My Service to Jupiter. Farewell Mercury. 
Night goes backward. Exit Merc: 


SCENE III. Amphitryon's Palace. 


Enter Alcmena alone. 

Alc, Why was I marry'd to the Man I love! 
For, had he been indifferent to my Choice, 

Or had he been hated, Abſence had been Pleaſure 3 

But now I fear for my Amphitryon's Life: 

At home, in private, and ſecure from War, 

I am amidft an Hoſt of armed Foes : | 

Suſtaining all his Cares, pierc'd with his Wounds, 

And if he falls (which O ye Gods avert) 

Am in Amphitryon ſlain! wou'd 1 were there, 

And he were here: fo might we change our Fates: 

That he might grieve for me, and might die for him! 
Enter Phadra, running. : 

Phad. Good News, good News, Madam, O ſuch 
admirable News, that if I kept it in a Moment, L 
ſhou'd burſt with it! | | 

Alc. Is it from the Army: 
_ Phed. No Matter. 

Alc. From Amphitryon ? 

Phed. No Matter, neither. 

Alc. Anſwer me, I charge thee, if thy good News 
be any thing relating to my Lord: if it be, aſſure thy 
ſelf of a Reward. | | 
 Phad. Ay, Madam, now you ſay ſomething to the 
Matter: you know the Buſineſs of a poor Waiting- 
woman, here upon Earth, is to be ſcraping up ſome- 
thing againſt a rainy Day, call'd the Day of Marriage + 
every one in our own Vacation : but what Matter is 
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t to me if my Lord has routed the Enemies, if I get 
nothing of their Spoils? 

Alc, Say, Is my Lord victorious: 

Phed. Why, he is victorious; indeed I pray'd de- 
voutly to Jupiter for a Victory: by the ſame Token, 
that you ſhou'd give me ten Pieces of Gold, It I 
brought you News of it. 

Alc, They are thine; ſuppoſing he be fafe too. 

. Phed. Nay, that's a new Bargain; for | yow'd to 
Fupiter, that then you wou'd give me ten Pieces more: 
but 1 do undertake for my Lord's Safety: if you will 
pleaſe to diſcharge his Godſhip Jupiter of the Debt, 
and take it upon you to pay. 12 ; 

Alc. When he returns in Safety, Jupiter and L will 
pay your Vow. : 

Phed. And Lam ſure I articled with Jupiter, that if 
I, brought you News, that my Lord was upon Re- 
turn, you ſhould grant me one ſmall Favour more, 
that will coſt you nothing. | | 

Alc, Make haſte, thou Torturer; is my Amphitryon 
upon Return? | | 

Phæd. Promiſe me that I ſhall be your Bedfellow to 
Night, as | have been ever ſince my Lord's Abſence, 
—— unleſs I ſhall be pleas'd to releaſe you of your 
Word. 

Alc. That's a ſmall Requeſt, tis granted. 

Phad. But ſwear by Jupiter. 

Alc. But why by Jupiter ? | 

Phæd. Becauſe he's the: greateſt - I hate to deal with 
one of your little baffling Gods that can do nothing, 
but by Permiſſion : but Jupiter can ſwinge you off, 
if you ſwear by him, and are forſworn. 

Alc, I ſwear by Jupiter. | | 

Phed. Then I believe he is victorious, and I know 
he is ſafe: for I look'd through the Key-hole, and ſaw 
him knocking at the Gate: and I had the Conſcience 
to let him cool his Heels there. 5 

Alc. And wou'd'ſt thou not open to him! Oh thou 
Traitreſs ! | ' 

Phad. No, I was a little wifer: I left Soſia's Wife 
to let him in: for I was refoly'd to bring the News, 

and 
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2 make my Penny worths out of him; as Time ſhall 
ow. ; 2 5 

Enter Jupiter, in the 2 of Amphitryon, with Sofia's 


Wife Bromia. He kiſſes and embraces Alcmena. . 
Jup. O let me live for ever on thoſe Lips! — 
The Nectar of the Gods to thele is taſtelefs, 
I ſwear, that were I Fupiter, this Night 
I wou'd renounce my Heav'n, to be Amphitryon. 


Alc, Then, not to ſwear beneath Amphiiryon's Oath, 


(Forgive me, Juno, if I am prophane) 
I ſwear, I wou'd be what I am this Night; 
And be Alcmena, rather than be Juno. 
Brom, Good my Lord, what's become of my poor 
Bedfellow, your Man Soſia? you keep ſuch a Billing 
and Colling here, to ſet one's Mouth a watring : what 
I ſay, though I am a poor Woman, I have a Husband 
as well as my Lady; and ſhou'd be as glad as ſhe, of 
a little honeſt Recreation. | 


— 


Phæd. And what have you done with your old Friend, 


and my old Sweetheart, Judge Gripus ? has he brought 
me home a cramm'd Purſe that ſwells with Bribes: if 
he be rich, I'll make him welcome, like an honoura- 
ble Magiſtrate : but if he has not had the Wit to ſell 
Juſtice, he judges no Cauſes in my Court, I warrant 
him. | . 
Alc. My Lord, you tell me nothing of the Battle? 
Ts Thebes victorous, are our Foes deſtroy'd ? 
For now I find you ſafe, I ſhou'd be glad 
To hear you were in Danger. 
Fap. [ Aſide.] A Man had need be a God, to ſtand 
the Fury of three talking Women !1 think in my Con- 
ſcience I made their Tongues of Thunder. ; 
Brom. | Pulling him on one Side] I ask'd the fir 
Queſtion: anſwer me, my Lord. 
Phæd. | Pulling him on t'other Side.] Peace, 'mine's a 
Lover, and yours is but a Husband : and my Judge is 
my Lord too; the Title ſhall take Place, and I will 
be anſwer'd, 
Fup. Sofia is ſafe: Gripus is rich: both coming: 
I rode before em, with a Lover's Haſte, —- [ Aſide. 
Was 
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Was e'er poor God fo worry'd : but for my Love, 

I wiſh 1 were in Heav'n again with Juno. 

Alc. Then I, it ſeems, am laſt to be regarded? 

Jup. Not fo, my Love; but theſe obſtreperous 
Tongues | 

Have ſnatch'd their Anſwers firſt: they will be heard; 

And ſurely Fove. wou'd never anſwer Pray'c 

That Woman made, but only to be freed 

From their eternal Noiſe: make haſte to Bed: 

There let me tell my Story, in thy Arms; 

There, in the gentle Pauſes of our Love, 

Betwixt our Dyings, ere we live again, 

Thou ſhalt be told the Battle, and Succeſs: 

Which 1 ſhall oft begin, and then break off; 

For Love will often interrupt my Tale, 

And make ſo ſweet Confuſion in our Talk, 

That thou ſhalt ask, and I ſhall anſwer things, 

That are not of a Piece; but patch'd with Kiſſes, 

And Sighs, and Murmurs, and imperfe& Speech, 

And Nonſenſe ſhall be eloquent, in Love. 

Brom. [to Phædra.] My Lord is very hot upon't: 
this Abſence is a great Friend to us poor neglected 
Wives; it makes us new again, | 

Alc. I am the Fool of Love; and find within me 
The Fondneſs of a Bride, without the Fear, 

My whole Deſires and Wiſhes are in you. 3; 
Phed. [ Aſide.) My Lady's Eyes are pinking to Bed- 
ward too; now is ſhe to look very ſleepy, counterfeit- 
ing Yawning, but ſhe ſhall ask me Leave firſt. as 
' Alc. Great Juno, thou whoſe holy Care preſides 
Over the Nuptial Bed, pour all thy Bleſſings 

On this auſpicious Night, . 
| . may grudge; for ſhe may fear a Rival 

In thoſe bright Eyes: but Jupiter will grant, 

And doubly bleſs this Night. 

 Phed. { A ſide.] But Jupiter ſhou'd ask my Leave firſt, 

were he here in Perſon, 

Alc, Bromia, prepare the Bed: | 
The tedious Journey has diſpos'd my Lord 
To ſeek his needful Reft. Exit Bromia,' | 

Phad, Tis very true, Madam; the poor — 

mu 
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muſt needs be weary; and therefore, twas not ill con- 
triv'd that he muſt lie alone to Night, to recruit him- 
ſelf with Sleep, and lay in. enough for to morrow 
Night, when you may keep him waking. 
Alc, [To Fupiter.] I — confeſs I made a Kind of 
Promiſe. — | | | 
Phad. ¶ Almoſt crying.) A Kind of Promiſe, do you 
call it? | ſee you wou'd fain be coming off: 1 am 
ſure you ſwore to me, by Jupiter, that I ſhowd be 
your Bedfellow, and I'll accuſe you to him too, the 
firſt Prayers I make: and I'll pray a Purpoſe too, that 
5 though I have not pray d to him this {even 
Years. TY | | 
FJup. O, the malicious 21 
Alc, I did ſwear indeed, my Lord. 
Fup. Forſwear thy ſelf; for Jupiter but laughs 
At Lovers Perjuries. | 
 Phed, The more ſhame for him it he does: there 
wou'd be a fine God indeed for. us Women to wor- 
ſhip, if he laughs when our Sweet-hearts cheat us 
of our Maidenheads: no, no, Fupiter is an honeſter 
Gentleman than you make of him. | IT 
 Fup. I'm all on Fire; and wou'd not loſe this Night, 


To be the Maſter of the Univerſe, 


 Phad, Ay, my Lord, I ſee you are on Fire: but 
the Deyil a Bucket ſhall be brought to quench it, with- 


| out my Leave: you may go to Bed, Madam; but you 


Thall ſee how Heav'n will bleſs your Night's Work, if 
you forſwear your ſelf ; ——— Some Fool, ſome meer 
Elder-Brother, or ſome blockheadly Hero, Fove, I be- 
ſeech thee, ſend her. | 
Fup, [ Aſide.] Now I cou'd call my Thunder to 
revenge me, 
But that were to confeſs my ſelf a God, 
And then I loſt my Love! Alcmena, come, 
By Heav'n 1 have a Bridegroom's Fervour for thee, 
As I had ne'er enjoy'd. | 
Alc, [ Sighing.] She has my Oath; 
And ſure ſhe may releaſe it if ſhe pleaſe. 
Phed, Why truly, Madam, I am not cruel in my Na- 
eure, to poor diſtreſſed Lovers; for it may be my —_— 
| _ Cafe 
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"Caſe another Day: And therefore, if my Lord pleaſes 
to conſider me. | | £248 
FX a5 Any thing, any thing, but name thy Wiſh, and 
ve it, — = 5 
Phed. Ay, now you ſay, any thing, any thing; but 
you wou'd tell me another Story to morrow Morning. 
Look you, my Lord, here's a Hand open to receive; 
you know the Meaning of it: I am for nothing but 
the Ready 3 
Fup. Thou ſhalt have all the Treaſury of Heav'n. * 
Phed. Yes, when you are Jupiter, to diſpofe of it. 
Jup. [Aſide.] l wit forgot, and ſhew'd my ſelf a God; 
This Love can make a Fool of Jupiter. EY 
Phad. You have got ſome Part of the Enemies Spoil 
J warrant you; I ſee a little trifling Diamond, upon 
you Finger; and I am proud enough to think it wou'd 
become mine too. 8 
Fup. {Taking a Ring off his Finger, and giving it.] 
' Here take it; | 
This is a very Woman: 
Her Sex is Avarice, and ſhe, in one, 
Is all her Sex. | 
Phad. Ay, ay, 'tis no Matter what you ſay of us. What 
wou'd you have your Money out of the Treaſury, 
without paying the Officers their Fees? Go, get you to- 
gether, you naughty Couple, *till you are both weary 
of worrying one another, and then to morrow Morn- 
ing I ſhall have another Fee for parting you. 
[Phædra goes out before Alcmena with a Light. 
Jup. Why now I am, indeed the Lord of all: [Solus 
For what's to be a God, but to enjoy ? 
Let Human Kind their Sovereign's Leiſure wait; 
Love is, this Night, my great Affair of State: 4% 
Let this one Night, of Providence be void: 2 
All Fove, for once, is on himſelf employ'd. : 
Let unregarded Altars ſmoke in yain : 
And let my Subjects praiſe me, or complain. 
Yet, if betwixt my Intervals of Bliſs, 
Some am'rous Youth his Oraiſons addreſs, 
His Pray'r is in a happy Hour preferr'd : 
And when Jove loves, a Lover ſhall be heard, A 
FE AC 
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Act n. s ENR I 
A Nigbt- Scene of a Palace. 
Sofia with a Dark-Eaneborm Mercury, in Soſia's Shape, 
As not the Bevilin my Maſter; to ſend me 


with a Dark-Lanthorn alſo, 
Soſ. XK7 
4 W out in this dreadful dark Night, to bring the 


News of his Victory to my Lady ? and was not I poſ- 
ſeſs'd with ten Devils, for going on his Errand, with- 
out a Convoy for the Safeguard of my Perſon? Lord, 
how am I melted into Sweat with Fear! Iam diminiſh'd 
of my natural Weight, above two Stone: I ſhall not 
bring half my ſelf home again, to my poor Wife and 
Family: I have been in an Ague-Fit, ever ſince ſhut'of 
Evening; what with the Fright-of Trees by the High- 
way, Which look'd maliciouſly like Thieves, by Moon- 
mine: And what with Bulruſhes by the River-ſide, that 
ſhak'd like Spears, and Lances at me, Well! the great- 
eſt Plague of a Serving-Man, is to be hir'd to ſome great 
Lord! They care not what Drudgery they put upon us, 
while they lie lolling at their Eaſe a-bed, and ſtretch 
their lazy Limbs, in expectation of the Whore which 
we are fetching for them. Ss + 5 6 

Merc, {| Aſide.) He is but a poor Mortal, that ſuffers 
this! but I, who am a God, am degraded to a Foot- 
Pimp; a Waiter without Doors; a very civil Employ- 
ment for a Deity! | 

Soſ. The better ſort of 'em will ſay, Upon my Ho- 
nour, at every Word: yet ask 'em for our Wages, and 
they plead the Privilege of their Honour, and will not 
pay us; nor let us take our Privilege of the Law upon 
them. Theſe are a very hopeful ſort of Patriots, to 
ſtand upas they do for Liberty and Property of the Sub-. 
ject: There's Conſcience for you! 

5 - B Merc, 
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Merc. [ Aſide.) This Fellow has ſomething of the Re- 
Raz mznrb eo 7. oi 
Soſ. | Looking about hm.] Stay; this methinks ſhou'd 
be our Houſe: And I ſhou'd thank the Gods, now, 
for bringing me ſafe home: But I think I had as good 
let my Devotions alone, till I have got the Reward 
for my good News, and then thank em once for all: 


For, if 1 praiſe 'em, before I am ſafe . within Doors, 


ſome damn'd Maſtiff Dog may come out, and worry 
me; and then my Thanks are thrown away upon em. 

Merc. [ Aſide.) Thou art a wicked Rogue, and wilt 
have thy Bargain before-hand : Therefore thou get'ſt not 
into the Houſe this Night; and thank me accordingly 
as I uſe thee. 

*; Now am I to give my Lady an Account of my 
Lord's Victory; 'tis good to exerciſe my Parts before- 
hand, and file my Tongue into eloquent Expreſſions, to 
tickle her Lady ſhip's Imagination. | 1 


Merc, [ Aſide.) Good! and here's the God of Eloquence | 


to judge of thy Oration. 55 | | 
Soſ. ¶ Setting down his Lanthorn.] This Lanthorn, for 


once, ſhall be my Lady: becauſe ſhe is the Lamp of 


all Beauty and Perfection. 

Merc. [ Aſide.) No, Rogue, tis thy Lord is the Lan- 
thorn by this Time, or Jupiter is turn'd Fumbler. 

Soſ. Then thus I make my Addrefles to her: 1 
Madam, my Lord has choſen me out, as the mo 
faithful, though the moſt unworthy of his Followers; 
to bring your Lady ſhip this following Account of our 
glorious Expedition. Then ſne O my poor 


Soſia, [in a ſhrill Tone.] how am I overjoy'd to ſee 


thee! She can ſay no leſs : —— Madam, you do 
me too much Honour, and the World will envy me 
this Glory: Well anſwer'd on my fide, - 
And how does my Lord Amphitryon ? —-- Madam, he 
always does like a Man of Courage, when he is call'd 
by Honour, — There I think I nick'd it, — But when 
will he return? As ſoon as poſlibly he can: But 
not ſo ſoon as bis impatient Heart cou'd wiſh him with 


your Ladyſhip, 


Mere, 
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arcs Aſide.] When Thebes is an Uniyerſity, thou 
Aeſeryeſt to be their Orator, | 
= Soſ. But what does he do, and what does he ſay? Pri- 
XZ thee tell me ſomething more of him —— He always 
ſays leſs than he does, Madam: And his Enemies have 
© found it to their coſt Where the Devil did 1 learn 
>” theſe Elegancies and Gallantries? 1 
* Merc, So; he has all the natural Endowments of a 


— 


Fop; and only wants the Education! by : 

So. [Staring up to the Sky.] What, is the Devil in 
the Night! She's as long as two Nights: The ſeven 
Stars are juſt where they were feven Hours ago! 
high Day —<—— high Night, I mean, by my Fa- 


85 

vour. What, has Phebys been playing the Good. fellow, 
and overſlept himſelf, that he forgets his Duty to us 
® Mortals? : | 

* Merc, How familiarly the Raſcal treats us Gods! but 
1 ſhall make him alter his Tone immediately. 
= | {Mercury comes nearer, and ſtands juſt before him. 
Sa. | Seeing him, and ſtarting back, aſide. | How 
now: What, do my Eyes dazzle, or is my dark 
VLanthorn falſe to me! Is not that a Giant before our 
Door? or a Ghoſt of ſome Body lain in the late Bate 
tel? If he be, *tis unconſcionably done, to fright an 
*Z honeſt Man thus, who never drew Weapon wrathful- 
ly in all my Life Whatever Wight he be, I 
amm deviliſhly afraid, that's certain: But tis Diſcretion 
XZ to keep my own Counſel : Ill ſing, that I may ſeem 
= valiant. ; | 
4 [Sofia ſings; and as Mercury ſpeaks, by little and 

= - little drops his Voice. 

X Merc, What ſaucy Companion is this, that deafens 

us with his hoarſe Voice? What midnight Ballad-ſinger 

* have we here? I ſhall teach the Villain to leave off 

Catterwauling. 

3 Soſ. I would I had Courage, for his ſake; that I might 
teach him to call my Singing Catteryauling. an illite- 
rate Rogue; an Enemy to the Muſes and to Muſick, | 

*} Merc, There is an ill Savour that offends my No- 
- Oils; and it wafteth this way. 
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Soſ. He has ſmelt me out: My Fear has bettay'd me 

into this Savour I am a dead Man: The blood 

Villain isat his Fee, fa, fum, already. - | 
Merc. Stand, who goes there: Ah 
Soſ. A Friend. | Ft 
Merc. What Friend ? _ - 
| Soſ. Why a Friend to all the World that will give me 
4 leave to live peacebly. £1 
| Merc. I defy Peace and all its Works; my Arms are 
| Out of Exerciſe, they have maul'd no Body theſe three: 
Days: 1 long for an honourable Occaſion to pound a 
Man, and lay him aſleep at the firſt Buffet. A 
Soſ. [ Aſide.) That wou'd almoſt do me a Kindneſs; 1 5 
for I have been kept waking, without tipping one ves 
wink of Sleep theſe three Nights. a 


Merc. Of what Quality are you, Fellow? * 
, Sof. Why, I am a Man, Fellow— Courage Soſia 1 
Merc. What kind of Man? Io 
Soſ. Why a two-leg'd Man, what Man ſhould I be? — 
{ Aſide. |—I muſt bear up to him, he may prove as er- 
N rant a Milkſop as my ſelf. . 
0 Merc. Thou art a Coward I warrant thee, do not I 
| hear thy Teeth chatter in thy Head? F 
Soſ. Ay, ay, that's only a ſign they would be ſnapping =® 
at thy Noſe — [ Aſide.] —- Bleſs me, what an arm 
1 and Fiſt he has, with great Thumbs too: And Gols and 4 
þ K nuckle-bones of a very Butcher. 7 
i Merc. Sirrah, from whence come you, and whither 6 
| go you? anſwer me directly, upon Pain of Aſſaſſin a- * 
: tion. 4 
Soſ. I am coming from whence I came, and am go- * 
ing whither I go: That's directly home — though this 
is ſomewhat an uncivil manner of Proceeding, at the ., *7 
firſt ſight of a Man, let me tell you. by 
Merc, Then to begin our better Acquaintance, let me 
fiſt make you a ſmall Preſent of this Box o'the Ear — 
. | [Strikes him, 
Soſ. If I were as cholerick a Fool as you now, here 
would be fine Work betwixt us two; but I am a little 
better bred, than to diſturb the ſleę ping Neighbour- 
hood, and ſo good Night, Friend [ Is going, 
„ | AMerc. 
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Merc, [Stopping him.] Hold, Sir; you and I muſt not 
part ſo eaſily; once more, whither are you going? 

Soſ. Why I am going as faſt as I can, to get out of 
the reach of your Clutches: Let me but only knock at 
that Door there. | | 

Merc, What Buſineſs have you at that Door, Sirrah ? 

So. This is our Houſe ;. and when J am got in, I'll 
tell you more. | : 

Merc, Whoſe Houſe is this, Saucineſs, that you are 
fo familiar with, to call it ours ? 

Soſ. Tis mine, in the firſt Place; and next, my 
Maſter's; for 1 lie in the Garret, and he lies under 
me, | 

Merc, Have your Maſter and you no Names, Sirrah > 

Soſ. His Name is Amphitryon, hear that and tremble. 

Merc. What, my Lord General? 

Soſ. O, has his Name mollify'd you! Thave brought 
you down a Peg lower already, Friend. 

Merc. And your Name is f 

Soſ. Lord, Friend, you are ſo very troubleſome 


What ſhould my Name be but Sofa ? 


Merc, How, Sofia, ſay you? how long: have you ta- 
ken up that Name, Sirrah ? g 
Soſ. Here's a fine Queſtion: Why I never took it up 
Friend, it was born with me. 

Merc, What was your Name born, Sofia? take this 
Remembrance for that Lye. [Beats him; 
So ſ. Hold Friend, you are ſo very flippant with your 
Hands, you won't hear Reaſon: What Offence has my 
Name done you, that you ſhould beat me for it? S. O. 
S. I. A. They are as civil, honeſt, harmleſs Letters, as 
any are in the whole Alphabet. | 

Merc. I have no Quarrel to the Name, but that 'cis 
e'en too 8 for you, and 'tis none of yours. 

Soſ. What am not I Soſia, ſay you? 

Merc. No. 
Soſ. I ſhould think you are ſomewhat merrily diſ- 
pos'd, if you had not beaten me, in ſuch ſober Sadneſs. 
You would perſuade me out of my Heathen Name, 
would you? 

Merc, Say you are Soſia again at your Peril, Sirrah. 
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Seſ. I dare ſay nothing, but Thought is free; but 
whatever I am call'd, I am Amphitryon's Man, and the 
Krſt Letter of my Name is S. too. You had beſt tell 
me that my Maſter did not ſend me home to my Lady, 
with News of his Victory? 

| Merc. I ſay he did not. 

Soſ. Lord, Lord, Friend, one of us two is horribly 
giv'n to Lying — but 1 do not ſay which of us, to 
avoid Contention, | | 

Merc. 1 ſay, my Name is Soſa, and yours is not. 

Soſ. I would you could make good your Words, for 
then I ſhould not be beaten, and you ſhould. 

Merc, I find you would be Soſia if you durſt — but 
if I catch you thinking ſo 

Sof. 1 hope I may think I was Sofia; and I can find 
no difference between my former Self, and my preſent 
Self; but that I was plain Soſia before, and now I am 
lac'd Sofia. 

Merc. Take this, for being ſo impudent to think ſo, 

| [ Beats him, 

Soſ. [Kneeling.] Truce a little, I beſeech thee! L 
would be a Stock or a Stone now by my Good-will, 
and would not think at all, for Self-preſervation. - But 
will you give me leave to argue the Matter fairly with 
you? And promiſe me to depoſe that Cudgel, if I 
can prove my ſelf to be that Man that I was before I 
was beaten ? | 

Merc. Well, proceed in Safety; I promiſe you I will 
NOt beat you, 

* Sof. In the firſt place then, is not this Town call'd 
Thebes ? 

Merc. Undoubtedly. 

Soſ. And is not this Houſe Amphitryon's ? 

Merc, Who denies it? | 

Soſ. I thought you would have deny'd that too; for 
all hangs upon a String, Remember then, that thoſe 
two preliminary Articles are already granted. In the 
next place, did not the aforeſaid Amphitryon beat the 
Teleboans, kill their King Pterelas, and ſend a certain 
Servant, meaning ſomebody, that for ſake-ſake ſhall be 
nameleſs, to bring a Preſent to his Wife, with ws 
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of his Victory, and of his Reſolution to return te- 


morrow ? | | 

Merc, This is all true, to a _ Tittle; but who is 
that certain Servant, there's all the Queſtion ? 

Soſ. Is it Peace or War betwixt us? 

Merc, Peace, # | 

Scſ. I dare not wholly truſt that abominable Cudgel; 
but *tis a certain Friend of yours and mine, that had 
a certain Name before he was beaten out of it; but 
if you are a Man that depend not altogether upon Force 
and Brutality, but ſomewhat alſo upon Reaſon, now 
do you bring better Proofs that you are that ſame cer- 
tain Man; and in order to it, anſwer me to certain 
Queſtions, | 

Merc, I ſay I am Sofia, Amphitryon's Man; what 
Reaſon have you to urge againſt it? | | 

Soſ. What was your Father's Name? 

Merc. Davus; who was an honeſt Husbandman, 
whoſe Siſter's Name was Harpage, that was marry'd, 
and dy'd in a Foreign Country. 

Soſ. So far you are right, 1 muſt confeſs; and your 
Wife's Name is — 

Merc. Bromia, a deviliſh Shrew of a Tongue, and a 
Vixion of her Hands; that leads me a miſerable Life; 
keeps me to hard Duty a-Bed; and beats me every 
Morning when 1 have riſen from her ſide, without ha- 


ving firſt 
Soſ. J underſtand you; by many a ſorrowful Token. 
This muſt be! IAſids. 


Merc, I was once taken upon Suſpicion of Burglary, 
was whipt through Thebes, and branded for my 
ains. | 
Soſ. Right me again; but if you are 1, as I begin to 
ſuſpect; that Whipping and Branding might have been 
paſt over in Silence, for both our Credits And 
yet now I think on't, if I am I, (as I am I) he can- 
not be I. All theſe Circumſtances he might have heard 
but I will now interrogate him upon ſome dene Paſ- 
fages —— What was the Preſent that Amphitryon ſent 
by you or me, no matter which of us, to his Wife 


Alcmena? 
B 4 | Merc, 
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- Merc, A Buckle of Diamonds, conſiſting of five large 
Stones. 
Foſ And where are they now? 

Merc, In a Caſe, ſeal'd with my Maſter's Coat of 


Arms, 
Seſ. This is prodigions, I confeſs, but yet *tis no- 


thing now I think on't, for ſome falſe Brother may 
have reveal'd it to him. [Aſide.] But J have another 
Queſtion to ask you, of ſomewhat that paſs'd only be- 
tu ixt my ſelf and me, if you are Soſia, what were you 
doing in the Heat of Batte] ? 

Merc. What a wiſe Man ſhould, that has a reſpe& 
for his own Perſon. I ran into our Tent, and hid my 
ſelf amongſt the Baggage. 

Soſ. [ Aſide.] Such another cutting Anſwer, and I 
muſt provide my ſelf of another Name. [To him.] And 
how did you paſs your Time in that ſame Tent? You 
need not anſwer to every Circumſtance ſo exactly 
now; you muſt lye a little, that I may think you the 
more me. 

Merc. That Cunning ſhall not ſerve your Turn, to 
circumyent me out of my Name: I am for plain na- 


ked Truth — There ſtood a Hogſhead of old Wine, 


which my Lord reſery'd for his own Drinking 

Soſ. [ Aſide.] O the Devil! as ſure as Death, he muſt 
Have hid himſelf in that Hogſhead, or he could never 
have known that! 

Merc. And by that Hogſhead, upon the Ground, there 
Jay the kind Inviter and Proyoker of good Drink- 
ing s 

Soſ. Nay, now I have caught you; there was neither 
Inviter nor Proyoker, for I was all alone. 

Merc.. A luſty Gammon of _—- 

Soſ. [ Sighing.} Bacon that Word has quite made 
an End of me —— Let me ſee this muſt be I, in 
fpight of me — but let me view him nearer. 

[Walks about Mercury with his dark Lanthorn, 

Merc. What are you walking about me for, with your 
dark Lanthorn ? 


Seſ. No harm, Friend; I am only ſurveying a Par- 


cel of Earth here, that I find we two are about to bar- 
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gain for: — He's damnabte like me, that's certain» 
Imdrimis, there's the Patch upon my Noſe, with a Pox 
f to him Ttem, a very fooliſh Face with a long 
g Chin at end on't : Item, One pair of ſhambling Legs, 
with two ſplay Feet belonging to them. And 

ſumma totalis, from Head to Foot all my bodily Ap- 
) F* parel— [To Mercury.] Well, you are Sofia; there's 

no denying it; but what am I then? for my Mind 
gives me, I am ſome body ſtill, if 1 knew but who I 
were. 1 93 
Merc, When I have a mind to be Soſia no more, then 
thou may'ſt be Soſia again. | | 

Soſ. I have but one Requeſt more to thee, that, though 
not as Saſia, yet as a Stranger, I may go into that Houle, 
and carry a civil Meſſage to my Lady. 

Merc, No, Sirrah; not being Soſia, you have no 
Meſlage to deliver, nor Lady in this Houle . 

Soſ. Thou canſt not be ſo barbarous to let me lie in 
the Streets all Night, after ſuch a Journey, and ſuch. 
a+ Beating — and therefore I am reſolv'd to knock at 
the Door in my own Defence. | 

Merc. If you come near the Door, I recal my Word, 
and break off the Truce —— and then expect 

| [ Holds up his Cudgel. 

Soſ. No; the Devil take me if 1 do expect: I have 
felt too well what ſour Fruit that Crab-tree bears: I'll 
rather beat it back upon the Hoof to my Lord Am- 
phitryon, to ſee if he will acknowledge me for Soſia; 
if he does not, then I am no longer his Slave; there's 
my Freedom dearly purchas'd with a fore Drubbing; 
if he does acknowledge me, then I am Soſia again; 
ſo far tis tolerably well; but then I ſhall have a ſecond 


1 Drubbing, for an unfortunate Ambaſſador as I am; 
Ph and that's intolerable. Exit Soſia. 
"8 | Merxcury alone. 

9 I have fobb'd off his Excellency pretty well. Now 


Jet him return, and make the beſt of his Credentials, 

: I - think too 1 have given Jupiter ſufficient time for his 

5 Conſummation. Oh, he has taken his Cue; and here 

$ he comes as leiſurely, and as lank, as if he had empty'd 
| himſelf of the beſt part of his Almighty ſhip. 

| SCENE 
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SCENE I. 


Enter Jupiter leading Alcmena, followed by Phzdra? 
Pages with Torches before them. uy 


Jup. Thoſe Torches are offenſive : Stand aloof: 
{To the Pages.. 
For, though they bleſs me with thy heay'nly Sight, 
. [ To hers, 
They may diſcloſe the Secret I would hide: 
"The Thebans muſt not know I have been here; 
Detracting Crowds would blame me that 1 robb'd. 
Theſe happy Moments from my publick Charge, 
To conſecrate to thy deſir'd Embrace: 
And I could wifh no Witneſs but thy ſelf, 


For thou thy ſelf art all I wiſh to pleaſe. 


Ale. So long an Abſence, and fo ſhort a Stay! 
What, but one Night! One Night of Joy and Loyez. 
Could only pay one Night of Cares and Fears ; 

And all the reſt are an uncancell'd Sum! 
Curſe on this Honour, and this publick Fame; 


Would you had leſs of both, and more of Love! 


Jup. Alcmena, I muſt go, 

Alc, Not yet, my Lord, - 

I uh. Indeed I muſt, 

Alc, Indeed you ſhall not go. 

Jup. Behold the ruddy Streaks o'er yonder Hill; 
Thoſe are the Bluſhes of the breaking Morn, 
That kindle Day-light to this neather World. 

Alc. No matter for the Day, it was but made 
To number out the-Hours of buſy Men. 

Let em be buſy ſtill, and ſtill be wretched; 
And take their fill of anxious drudging Day: 
But you and I will draw our Curtains Jole, 
Extinguiſh Day-light, and put out the Sun: 
Come back, my Lord, in faith you ſhall retire]. 
You have not yet lay long enovgh in Bed, 
To warm your widow'd Side, 
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Phd. [ Aſide.] I find my Lord is an excellent School. 
maſter, my Lady is ſo willing to repeat her Leſſon, 
* Merc, | Aſide.) That's a plaguy little Devil; what a 
roguiſh Eye the has! J begin to like her ſtrangely; ſhe's 
the Perquiſite of my Place too; for my Lady's Waiting- 
woman is the proper Fees of my Lord's Chief Gentle- 
man. I have the Privilege of a God too; I can view 
her naked through all her Clothes———Let me ſee 
Let me ſee; I haye diſcoyer'd ſomething that pleaſes 
me already. | 
Jup. Let me not live but thou art all Enjoyment! 
So charming and ſo ſweet, 
That not a Night, but whole Eternity, 
Were well employ'd 55 
To love thy each Perfection as it ought. 
Alc. | Kiſſing him.] I'll bribe you with this Kiſs to 
ſtay a while. | | 73 
Jup. [Kiſſing her.] A Bribe indeed that ſoon will bring 
me back. 
But, to be juft, I muft reſtore your Bribe. 
How I could dwell for ever on thofe Lips! 
O I could kiſs em pale with eagerneſs! 
So ſoft, by Heav'n, and ſuch a juicy Sweet, 
That ripen'd Peaches have not half the Flavour: 
Alc, Ye niggard Gods! you make our Lives too long: 
You fill 'em with Diſeaſes, Wants and Woes, 
And only daſh 'em with a little Love; 
Sprinkled by Fits, and with a ſparing Hand: 
Counts all our Joys, from Childhood ev'n to Age, 
They would but make a Day of ev'ry Lear: 
Take back your ſev'nty Years, (the Stint of Life) 
Or elſe be kind, and cram the Quinteſſence 
Of ſev'nty Years, into ſweet ſev'nty Days: 
For all the reſt is flat, inſipid Being. | 
Jup. But yet one Scruple pains me at my Parting 
I love ſo nicely, that I cannot bear 
To owe the Sweets of Love which I have taſted, 
To the ſubmiſſive Duty of a Wife: 
Tell me; and ſooth my Paſſion ere I go, 
That in the kindeſt Moments of the Night, 


When you gave up your ſelf to Love and me, 


You 
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You thought of a Husband, but a Lover. Sag 
Alc. But tell me firſt, why you would raiſe a Nluſi 
Upon my. Cheeks, by asking ſuch a Queſtion ? 
Jup. I would owe nothing to a Name ſo dull 
As Husband is, but to a Lover all. _ [Night,. 


. Ale, You ſhould have ask'd me then, when Love and 


And Privacy, had favour'd your Demand...  _ 
Jup. I ask it now, becauſe my Tendernefs: 

8 that of Husbands for their Wives. 

O that you loy'd like me! then you would find 

A thouſand, thouſand Niceties in Love; 

The common Love of Sex to Sex is brutal: 

But Love refin'd, will fancy to itſelf 


Millions of gentle Cares, and ſweet Diſquiets; 


The being happy is not half the Joy; 

The manner of the Happineſs is all! 

In me (my charming Miſtreſs) you behold 

A Lover that diſdains a lawful Title; 

Such as of Monarchs to ſucceſſiye Thrones: 
The generous Lover holds by force of Arms; 
And claims his Crown by Conqueſt. 


Als; Methinks you ſhou'd be pleas'd, I give you all 


A virtuous and modeſt W iſe can give. . 
Jup. No, no, that very Name of Wife and Marriage 
Is Poiſon to the deareſt Sweets of Love: 
To plexſe my Niceneſs you muſt ſeparate _ 
The Lover from his mortal Foe, the Husband. 
Give to the yawning Husband your cold Virtue; 
But all- your vigorous Warmth, your melting Sighs, 
Jour amarous Murmurs, be your Lover's Part. 


Ale. 1.comprehend not what you mean, my Lord, 


But. only love me ſtill, and love me thus, 
And think me ſuch as beſt may pleaſe your Thought. 
Jup. There's Myſtery of Love in all I ſay: 
Farewel; and when you ſee your Husband next, 
Think of your Lover then. | 
[Exeunt Jupiter and Alcmena ſeverally : Phædra 
follows her. . | 
Merc. Alone.) Now I ſhould follow him; but Love has 
hid a Lime-twig for me, and made a lame God of me, 
Yet why ſhould I loye this Phadra? She's 1 
and 
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and a Jilt into the Bargain. Three Thouſand Years 

hence, there will be a whole Nation of ſuch Women, 
in a certain Country that will be call'd France; and! 
there's a Neighbour Ifland too, where the Men of 
that Country will be all Intereſt; Oh what a precious 

Generation will that be, which the Men of the Iſland 
ſhall propagate out of the Women of the. Conti- 

nent? e 

[ Phædra re. enters.] — And ſo much for Prophecy; 
for ſhe's here again, and I. muſt love her in ſpight 

of me. And ſince I muſt; I have this Comfort, that 

the greateſt Wits are commonly the greateſt Cullies; 
becauſe neither of the Sexes can be wiſer than ſome 
certain Parts about 'em will give 'em leave. 

Phæd. Well Soſia, and how go Matters? 

Merc. Our Army is Victorious: OP) 

Phæd. And my Servant Judge Gripus ?: 

Merc, A voluptuous Gormand.. , 

Phæd. But has he gotten» wherewithal to be yolups. 

*tuous, is he wealthy? Les BY | 

Merc, He ſells Juſtice as he uſes, fleeces the rich 
Rebels, and hangs up the Poor. = 

Phad. Then while he has Money be may make 
Love to me. Has he ſent me no Token? 

Merc. Yes, a Kiſs; and by the ſame Token, I am 

to give it you, as a Remembrance from him. 

Phæd. How now, Impudence! A beggarly Serving 
man preſume to kiſs me? | 

Merc. Suppoſe I were a God, and ſhou'd make 
Love to you? 

Phæd. I wou'd firſt be ſatisfy'd, whether you were . 
a poor God or a rich God. RS. 

Merc. Suppoſe I. were Mercury, the God of Mer- 
chandiſe? | 

Phæd. What, the God of ſmall Wares, and Frippe- 
ries; of Pedlars and Pilferers? : 

Merc, | Aſide, | How the Gipſy deſpiſes me? 

Phd, I had rather you were Plutus the God of Mo- 
ney, or Fupiter in a Golden Shower; there was a 
God for us Women! he had the Art of making Love: 
Doſt thou think that Kings, or Gods either, get ; 
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weſſes by their good Faces? no, tis the Gold and the 


"Preſents they can make; there's the Prerogative they 
have over their fair Subjects. 


. Merc. All this notwithſtanding, I muſt tell you, 
pretty Phedra, I am deſperately in love with you. 

Phed. And I muſt tell thee, ugly Sofia, thou haſt 
not Wherewithal to be in Love. AS 

Merc. Yes, a poor Man may be in Love, I hope. 
Pfad. I grant a poor Rogue may be in Love, but 
he can never make Love: Alas Soſia, thou haſt nei- 
ther Face to invite me, nor Yeuth to pleaſe me, nor 
Gold to bribe me: And beſides all this thou haft a 
Wite poor miferable Soſia / What ho Bromia ? 

Merc. O thou mercileſs Creature, why doſt thou 
conjure up that Spright of a Wife? | 

Phed, To rid my felf of that Devil of a poor Lover: 


Since you are ſo lovingly diſpos'd : I'll put you toge- 


ther, to exerciſe your Fury upon your own Wedlock : 


What: Bromia, I fay, make haſte; here's a Veſſel of 
ours, full freighted, that's going off without paying 
SS: | 
Merc, Since thou will not let me ſteal Cuſtom, ſhe 
ſhall have all the Cargo I have gotten in the Wars; 
_ thou mighiſt have lent me a little Creek to ſmug- 
e in, „ „ PASS £- OE GA . 
. Phæd. Why, what have you gotten, good Gentle- 
man Soldier, beſides a Legion of — | knaps her Fingers. 
Merc. When the Enemy was routed, I had the 
Plundering of a Tent, 
Phad. That's to ſay, a Houſe of Canvas, with 


Moveables of Straw : make haſte, Bromia 


Merc. But it was the General's own Tent, "M0 
Phed. You durſt not fight I'm certain; and there- 
fore came laft in, when the rich Plunder was gone 
beforehand. — Will you come, Bromia ? © 
Merc. Prithee do not call ſo loud: | 


A great 


Goblet that holds a Gallon. 
Phad. Of what was that Goblet made? anſwer 
quickly, for I am juſt calling very loud — Bro— 
Merc, Of beaten Gold, Now call aloud, it thou doſt 


Phad, 


not like the Metal. 
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Pbad. Broms. [ [Very ſefeig. 
© Merc, That ſtruts in this Faſhion, with his Arme a 
kimbo, like a City Magiſtrate; and a great 1 
Belly, like an Hoſteſs with Child of à Kilderkin of 
Wine. Now what ſay you to that Preſent, Phedra? 
Pphed. Why I am conſidering | 
Merc. What, I prithee } 
 Phad. Why, how to divide the Buſineſs equally; 
to take the Gift, and refuſe the Giver, thou art ſo 
damnably ugly and fo old, "oo 
Merc. |, Aſide.] Now the Devil take Fupiter, for 
confining me to this ungodly Shape to Day! 
But Gripus is as old and as ugly too. 
Pbad. But Gripus is a Perſon of Quality, and my 
Lady's Uncle, and if he marries me, I ſhall take 
Place of my Lady. Hark, your Wife! ſhe has ſent 
her Tongue before her. I hear the Thunderclap al- 
ready; there's a Storm approaching. 
Merc. Yes, of thy Brewing, I thank thee for it :O- 
how I ſhou'd hate thee now, if I cou'd leave loving. 
thee! | Weak, 
Phæd. Not a Word of the dear Golden Goblet, as 
you hope for — you know what, Soſia, 
Merc. You give me Hope then 9 0 
Phæd. Not abſolutely Hope neither; but Gold is a 
great Cordial in Love Matters; and the more you ap- 
ply of it; the better, — [ Aſide.] I am honeſt, that's 
certain; but when I weigh my Honeſty againſt the 
Goblet, I am not quite reſoly'd on which Side the 
9 Scale will turn. B27 [Exit Phædra. 
| Merc, [ Aloud.) Farewel Phadra; remember me to 
my Wife, and tell her — 
Enter Bromia, 
Brom. Tell her what? Traitor! that you are go- 
ing away without ſeeing her. 426] 
Merc, That I am doing my Duty, and following. 


* 


3.4 my Maſter. | 
£3 Brom, Umph —— fo brisk too! your Maſter did his 
$5 Duty to my Lady before he parted: He cou'd leave 


his Army in the Lurch, and come galloping home at 
Midnight, to have a lick at the Honey-Pot; and fteal 
ö to 
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to Bed as quietly as any Mouſe, I warrant you: My 


Wings and crowing without Doors, when you ſhou'd 
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Maſter knew what belong'd to a marry'd Life; but 
you, Sirrah — You Trencher-carrying Raſcal, yon 
worſe than Dunghil-Cock ;. that ſtood clapping your 


have been at Rooſt, you Villain. - | * 

Merc. Hold your Peace, Dame Partlet, and leave 
your cackling: My Maſter charg'd me to ſtand Cen- 
try without Doors. | 

Bro. My Maſter! I dare ſwear thou bely'ſt him, my 
Maſter's more a Gentleman than to lay ſuch an un- 
reaſonable Command upon a poor diſtreſſed marry'd 
Couple, and after ſuch'an Abſence' too, No, there's 
no Compariſon: between my Maſter, and: thee, thou 
Sneaksby. 

Merc, No more than there is betwixt my Lady and 
you, Bromia. You and I have had our time in a civil 
way, Spouſe, and much good-Loye has been betwixt 
us; but we have been married fifteen Years, I take it; 
and that hoighty toighty Buſineſs ought, in Conſcience, 
to be over, 

Bro. Marry come up, my ſaucy Companion! I am 
neither old, nor ugly enough to have that ſaid to me. 

Merc, But will you hear Reaſon, Bromia? My Lord 
and my Lady are yet in a manner Bride and Bride- 
groom; they are in Honey Moon ſtill; do but think 
in Decency what a Jeſt it wou'd be to the Family, to 
ſee two venerable old married People, lying ſnug in 
a Bed together, and ſighing out fine tender Things to 
one another! | | 

Bro. How now, Traitor, dar'ſt thou maintain that 
J am paſt the Age of having fine Things ſaid to me? 

Merc. Not ſo, my Dear; but certainly I am paſt 
the Age of ſaying 'em, 

Bro. Thou deſerv'ſt not to be yok'd with a Woman 
of Honour, as I am, thou perjur'd Villain, - 

Merc. Ay, you are too much a Woman of Honour, 
to my Sorrow; many a poor Husband wou'd be glad 
to compound for Jef. Honour in his Wife, and more 
Quiet, Prithee be but .honeſt and continent in thy 

; Tongue, 
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Tongue, and do thy worſt with every Thing elſe a- 
bout thee. 3 | 
Bro. Thou woud'ſt have a Woman of the Town, 
wou'dſt thou! to be always ſpeaking my Husband fair, 
to make him digeſt his Cuckoldom more eaſily : 
Woud'ſt thou be a Wittol, with a Vengeance to thee ? 
I am reſoly'd I'll ſcour thy Hide for that Word. 
| | [ Holds up her Ladle at him. 
Merc. Thou wilt not ſtrike thy Lord, and Husband, 
wilt thou ? PET 
Bro, Since thou wilt none of the Meat, *cis but Juſe 
tice to give thee the Baſtings of the Ladle. TE. - 
| | | She courſes him about. 
Mercury running about. [ Aſide.) Was ever poor 
Deity ſo Henpeck'd as I am! nay, then *tis time to 
charm her aſleep with my enchanted Rod — before L 
am diſgrac'd or raviſh'd, __— 
[Plucks out his Caduceus and ſtrikes her upon 
the Shoulder with it. | 
Bro, What, art thou rebelling againſt thy anointed 
Wife? I'll make thee how now —— What, has 


the Rogue bewitch'd me! I grow dull and ſtupid on 


the ſudden I can neither ſtir Hand nor Foot —— 
I am juſt like him; I have loſt the Uſe of all my 
Members —— | Yawning, | I can't ſo much as 
wag my Tongue — neither, and that's the Jaſt ive—irg 
Part about a Woman =— Falls down, 
| | Mercury alone. 5 8 
Lord, what have I ſuffer'd, for being but a couns 
terfeit marry'd Man one Day! If ever I come to this 
Houle, as a Husband again then — and yet 
that then was a Lye too — For while I am in Love 
with this young Gipſy, Phedra, I muſt return 
But lie thou there, thou Type of Juno; thou that 
want'ſt nothing of her Tongue, but the Immortality. 
If Jupiter ever let thee ſet Foot in Heaven, Juno will 
have a rattling Second of thee; and there will. never: 
be a fair Day in Heaven or Earth after it. 
For two ſuch Tongues will break the Poles aſunder; 
And, hourly ſcolding, make perpetual Thunder. 
| [Exit Mercury.. 
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ACT . SCENE L 
SCENE, before Amphitryon's Palace. 


Amphitryon and Sofia. 
11 Sirrah, follow me into the Houſe; 
Y thou ſhalt be convinc'd at thy own Coſt, 
Villain! What horrible Lyes haſt thou told me! ſuch 


Improbabilities, ſuch Stuff, ſuch Nonſenſe! — that 


the Monſter with two long Horns, that frighted the 

great King, and the Devil at the Stone-cutter's, are 

Truths to theſe. | | 3 

© Sof. T am but a Slave, and you are Maſter; and a 
or Man is always to lye, when a rich Men is pleas'd 

to contradict him: but as ſure as this is our Houſe — 

Amph. So ſure 'tis thy Place of Execution. Thou 
art not made for lying neither. 
Soſ. That's certain: for all my Neighbours ſay I 
have an honeſt Face: or elſe they wou'd neyer call 
me Cuckold, as they do. | 57 
Amp. 1 mean thou haſt not Wit enough to make 
a Lye, that will hang together: thou haſt ſet up a 
Trade, that thou haſt not Stock enough to manage : 
© that I had but a Crab-tree Cudgel for thy Sake! 
Soſ. How, a Cudgel, ſaid you! the Devil take Ju- 
| 12 for inventing that hard-hearted, mercileſs, knob- 
y Wood. _ 

Amph, The Bitterneſs is yet to come: thou haft 
had but a half Doſe of it. 

Sof. I was never good at ſwallowing Phyſick; and 
my Stomach wambles at the very Thought of it: But, 
if 1 muſt have a ſecond Beating, in Confcience let 
me ſtrip firſt, that 1' may ſhow you the black and 
blue Streaks upon my Sides and Shoulders. I am ſure 
I ſuffer'd them in your Service. | 

Amph. To what Purpoſe wou'd'ſt thou ſhew them ? 


Seſ. 


ol EE att. ans 


( ' 
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when you commanded me: I'll fall into my old Dog- 
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of. Why to the Purpoſe that you may not ſtrike 
me upon the ſore Places: and that as he beat melaſt 
Night croſs-ways, ſo you wou'd pleaſe to beat me 
long-ways, to make clean Work on't, that at leaſt 
my Skin may look like Che cquer- work. 

Amph. This Requeſt is too reaſonable to be re- 
fus'd; but, all Things may be done in Order, tell me 
over again the ſame Story, with all the Circumſtances 
of thy Commiſſion: that a Blow may follow in due 
Form for every Lye, To Repetition, Rogue, to Re- 
Petition. | | 

Soſ. No, it ſhall be all a Lye if you pleaſe, and I'll 
eat my Words to fave my Shoulders, | 
' Amph. Ay, Sirrah, now you find you are to be 
diſprov'd : but 'tis too late: to Repetition, Rogue, to 
Repetition, | 
Soſ. With all my Heart, to any Repetition but the 
Cudgel: but wou'd you be pleas'd to anſwer me one 
civil Queſtion? Am I to uſe Complaiſance to you, as 
to a great Perſon, that will have all Things ſaid your 
own Way; oram Ito tell you the naked Truth alone, 
without the Ceremony of a farther Beating ? 

Amph Nothing but the Truth, and the whole Truth, 
ſo help thee, Cudgel —— | 

Soſ. That's a damn'd Concluſion of a Sentence: but 
ſince it muſt be ſo Back and Sides, at your own 
Peril ——— 1 ſet out from the Port in an unlucky 
Hour: the dusky Canopy of Night inveloping the He- 
miſphere.— » LOS 7 7 I: 
Amph. [Strikes him.] Imprimis, For Fuſtian 
now proceed. | 2 

Soſ. 1 ſtand corrected: In plain Proſe then, I went 


darkling, and whiſtling, to keep my ſelf from being 


afraid; mumbling Curſes betwixt my Teeth, for being 
ſent at ſuch an unnatural Time of Night. 

Amph. How, Sirrah, curſing and ſwearing againſt 
your Lord and Maſter! take — Going to Hrike. 
Soſ. Hold, Sir, — pray conſider, if this be not 
unreaſonable, to ſtrike me for telling the whole Truth, 
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trot of Lying again, if this muſt come of plain deal. 
ing. | | 
Amph. To avoid Impertinences, make an End of 
your Journey; and come to the Houſe : what found 
you there a God's Name:? 

Soſ. I came thither in no God's Name at all, but in 
the Devil's Name, I found before the Door a ſwin- 
ging Fellow, with all my Shapes and Features; and 
accoutred alſo in my Habit. 

Amph. Who was that Fellow ? 


So. Who ſhou'd it be, but another Sofia! a certain 


Kind of other Me: who knew all my unfortunate 
Commiſſion, preciſely, to a Word, as well as I Se- 
ſia; as being ſent by your ſelf from the Port, upon 
the ſame Errand to Alcmena. - 

Amph. What groſs Abſurdities are theſe! 

Soſ. O Lord, O Lord, what Abſurdities! as plain 
as any Packſtaff. That other Me, had poſted himſelf 
there before me, me. You won't give a Man Leaye 
to ſpeak poetically now; or elſe I wou'd ſay, that I 
was arriy'd at the Door, juſt before I came thither. 

Amph. This muſt either be a Dream, or Drunken- 


neſs, or Madneſs in thee. Leave your Buffooning. 


and Lying, I am not in Humour to bear it, Sirrah, 
Soſ. I wou'd you ſhou'd know I fcorn a Lye, and 
am a Man of Honour in every thing, but juſt Fight- 


ing. I tell you once again in plain Sincerity, and Sim- 


plicity.of Heart, that before laſt Night I never took 


amy ſelf but for one ſingle individual Soſia; but, co- 


. ng . 


ming to our Door, I found my ſelf I know not how 
divided, and as it were ſplit into two Soſias. 


Ampb. Leave Buffooning : I fee you wou'd make 

me laugh, but you play tbe Fool ſcurvily. | 
= Sof. That may be: but if I am a Fool, I am not 
the only Fool in this Company. 


Amph. How now Impudence ! I ſhall — 
Sof. Be not in Wrath, Sir: I meant not you: I 
cannot poſſibly be the only Fool; for if I am one 
Fool, I muſt certainly be two Fools; becauſe, as I 
told you, I am double. 
Amph. That one ſhou'd be two, is. very oo 
So.. 
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Soſ. Have you not ſeen a Sixpence ſplit into two 
Halves, by ſome ingenious School-boy ; which bore on 
either Side the Impreſſion of the Monarch's Face? 
Now, as thoſe Moieties were two Three-pences, and 
yet in Effect but one Six-pence. — | 

Amph. No more of your villanous Tropes and Fi- 
2 Soſ. Nay, if an Orator muſt be diſarm'd of his Si- 
militudes. 

Amph. A Man had need of Patience, to endure this 
Gibberiſh: be brief, and come to a Concluſion. 

Soſ. What wou'd you have, Sir? I came thither, but 
the t'other I was there before me: for that there was 
two I's, is as certain, as that I have two Eyes in this 
Head of mine. This I, that am here, was weary : the 
t'other I was freſh: this I was peaceable, and t'other 
I was a hectoring Bully I. 

Amph. And thou expect'ſt I ſhou'd believe thee? 
. So{. No, I am not ſounreaſonable: for I cou'd ne- 
ver have believ'd it my ſelf, if I had not been well 
beaten into it: But a Cudgel you know, is a convin- 


cing Argument in a brawny Fift : What ſhall I ſay, 


but that I was compell'd at laſt to acknowledge my 
ſelf! I found that he was very I, without Fraud, Co- 
Zen, or Deceit. Beſides, I view'd my ſelf, as in a 
Mirror, from Head to Foot: He was handſome, of 
a noble Preſence, a charming Air, looſe and free in 


all his Motions. And ſaw he was ſo much as I, that 


I ſhou'd have Reaſon to be better ſatisfied with my 
own Perſon, if his Hands had not been a little of the 
heavieſt. 

Amph, Once again-to a Concluſion: Say you paſs'd 
by him, and entred into a Houſe. 

Soſ. 1 ama Friend to Truth, and ſay no ſuch Thing: 
He defended the Door, and I could not enter, | 

Amph. How, not enter! 85 

Soſ. Why, how ſhou'd I enter? unleſs I were a 
Spright to | by him, and ſhoot my ſelf through 
Locks, and Bolts, and two Inch-Boards? E409. + 

Amph. O Coward! Didſt thou not attempt to paſs? 

Soſ. Yes, and was repuls'd and beaten for my Pains, 

| 5 Amph, 


* 


* Mats, 


— ads 8 * ES. 3 do 
I ˙ „ — . — — 18 "WH v —— 
* 1 E g 8 vb ao 
* 
„ A 


46 AMPHITRYON 

Amph. Who beat thee ? > 

Soſ. 1 beat Me. 

Amph. Didſt thou beat thy ſelf ? 

Soſ. I don't mean 7, here: but the abſent Me beat 
me here preſent. 

Amph. There's no End of this intricate” Piece of 
Nonſenſe. | 

Soſ. Tis only Nonſenſe, becauſe I ſpeak it who 
am a poor Fellow; but it wou'd be Senſe; and ſub- 
Rantial Senſe, if a great Man ſaid it, that was back'd 
with a Title, and the Eloquence of Ten Thouſand 
Pounds a Year, Q | 

Ampb. No more; but let us enter: Hold; my Alc- 
mena is coming out, and has prevented me! how 
ſtrangely will ſhe be ſurpriz'd to ſee me here, ſo un- 
expectedly ! | n 
Enter Alemena and Phædra. 

Alc. [To Phed.)] Make haſte after me to the Tem: 

e; that we may thank the Gods for this glorious Suc- 
ceſs, which Amphitryon has had againſt the Rebels, 


O Heavens! ' [Seeing him. 
Amph. Thoſe Heav'ns, and all their bleſt Inhabi- 
tants, i Saluting her. 


Grant, that the ſweet Rewarder of my Pains 
May ſtill be kind, as on our Nuptial Night, 

Alc. So ſoon return'd ! 

Amph. So ſoon return'd! Is this thy Welcome 
home? [Stepping back, 
So ſoon return'd, ſays I am come unwiſh'd, | 
This is no Language of deſiring Love: 

Love reckons Hours for Months, and Days for Years : 
And every little Abſence is an Age, ; 
Alc. What ſays my Lord: 
Amph. No, my Alcmena, no: 
True Love, by its Impatience meaſures Time, 
And the dear Object never comes too ſoon. 

Alc. Nor ever came you ſo, nor ever ſhall : 

But you your ſelf are chang'd from what you were, 
Pall'd in Defires, and ſurfeited of Bliſs; 

Not ſo I met you at your laſt Return; 

When, yeſternight, I flew into your Arms, 


And 
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And melted in your warm Embrace. 

Ampb. How's this? 

Alc. Did not my Soul ev'n ſparkle at my Eyes, 
And ſhoot it (elf into your much loy'd Boſom? 
Did I not tremble with Exceſs of Joy 1 
Nay agonize with Pleaſure at your fight, 

W ith ſuch inimitable Proofs of Paſſion, 

As no falſe Love could feign! 

Amph, What's this you tell me? 

Alc, Far ſhort of Truth, by Heav'n! 

And you return'd thoſe Proofs with Uſury; 

And left me, with a Sigh, at Break of Day. 

Have you forgot? | 
Amph, Or have you dreamt Alcmena ? 

Perhaps ſome kind, revealing Deity, | 

Has whiſper'd in your Sleep, the pleaſing News 

Of my Return; and you believ'd it real! 

Perhaps too, in your Dream, you us'd me kindly; 

And my preventing Imag. reap'd the Joys 

You meant awake to me, 

Alc. Some melancholy Vapour, ſure, has ſeiz'd 
Your Brain, Amphitryon, and diſturb'd your Senſes 
Or yeſternight is not ſo long a time, 

But you might yet remember; and not force 

An honeſt Bluſh into my glowing Cheeks, 

For that which lawful Marriage makes no Crime! 
Amph. I thank you for my melancholy Vapour. 
Alc. Tis but a juſt requital for my Dream. 

Phad. 1 find my Maſter took too much of the Otea- 
ture laſt Night, [ Aſide. ] and now is angling for a Quar- 


rel that no more may be expected from him to Night, 


when he has no Aſſets. 
In the mean time Amph. and Alc. walk by them- 
ſelves, and frown at each other as they meer. 
Amph. You dare not juſtify it to my Face, 
Alc. Not what ? | | 
Amph, That I return'd before this Hour. 
Alc. You dare not, ſure, deny you came laſt Night, 
And ſtaid till Break of Day. | 
Amph. O Impudence ! ——. Why So ! 
Soſ, Nay, I fay nothing; for all Things here may 
go 


— 
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20 by Enchantment (as they did with me) for oughe © 
know. | ; 1 
Alc. Speak, Phadra, Was he here? Eo | 
Phed. You know, Madam, I am but a Chamber- 
maid ; and by my Place, I am to forget all that was 
done over Night in Love-Matters, unleſs my 
Maſter pleaſe to rub up my Memory with another 
Diamond. bn 
Amph. Now in the Name of all the Gods, Alcmena, 
A little recollect your ſcatter'd Thoughts, 
And weigh what you have ſaid, | 

Alc, 1 weigh'd it well, Amphitryon, ere I ſpoke: 
And fhe, and Bromia, all the Slaves and Servants, 
Can witneſs they beheld you, when you came. 

If other Proof were wanting, tell me how 
came to know your Fight, your Victory, 

The Death of Prerelas, in ſingle Combat ? 

And farther, from whoſe Hands I had a Jewel, 
The Spoils of him you flew, 

Amph. This is amazing ! 
Have I already given you thoſe Diamonds, 
The Preſent I reſery'd ? | 

Alc. *Tis an odd Queſtion: 
You ſee I wear'em; look. 

Amph. Now anſwer, Soſia. 

Sof. Yes, now I can anſwer with a ſafe Conſcience; 
as to that Point, all the reſt may be Art, Magick; 
but, as for the Diamonds, here they are, under ſate 
Cuſtody. : 

Alc, Then what are theſe upon my Arm? [To Soſ. 

Soſ. Flint, or Pebbles, or ſome ſuch Trumpery of 
enchanted Stones. 5 

Phed. They ſay, the Proof of a true Diamond is to 
glitter in the Dark; I think my Maſter had beſt take 
my Lady into ſome By-corner, and try whoſe Diamond 1 
will ſparkle beſt. 4 

Soſ. Yet now 1 think on't, Madam, did not a cer- a 
tain Friend of mine preſent em to you? 

Alc. What Friend? 

Soſ. Why another Sofia, one that made himſelf Soſia 
in my deſpight, and alſo Unſoſiated me. 
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"Amph. Sirrah, leave your nauſeous Nonſenſe; break 
open the Seal, and take out the Diamonds. a 5 
Soſ. More Words than one to a Bargain, Sir; L 
thank you: That's no part of Prudence for me to 
commit Burglary upon the Seals: Do you look firſt 
upon the Signet, and tell me in your Conſcience, 
whether the Seals be not as firm as when you clapt 
the Wax upon them. ; 
Amph, The Signature is firm. [ Looking. 
Soſ. Then take the Signature into your own Cu- 
ſtody, and open it; for I will have nothing done at 
my proper Peri]. [Giving him the Cacket.. 
Amph. O Heav'ns! here's nothing but an empty 
Space, the Neſt where they were laid, 
Breaking open the Seal. 
Soſ. Then if the Birds are flown, the Fault's not 
mine; here has been fine conjuring Work; or elſe 
the Jewel, knowing to whom it ſhou'd be given, took 
Occaſion to ſteal out, by a natural Inſtinct, and ty'd 
it ſelf to that pretty Arm. 
Amph. Can this be poſlible ! ; 
Soſ. Yes, very poſlible : You, my Lord Amphitry- 
on, may have brought forth another You my Lord 
Amphitryon, as well as I Soſia have brought forth ano- 
ther me Sofia; and our Diamonds may have pro- 
created theſe Diamonds, and ſo we are three double; 
Phæd. If this be true, I hope my Goblet has gigg'd 
another golden Goblet; and then they may carry double 


upon all four, | Aſide. 


Alc, My Lord, I have ſtood ſilent, out of Wonder 
W hat you cou'd wonder at. 
Amph. A chilling Sweat, a damp of Jealouſy [ Aſide. 
Hangs on my Brows, and clams upon my Limbs. 
I fear, and yet I muſt be ſatisfied: 
And to be ſatisfy'd, I muſt diſſemble. 
Alc, Why muſe you ſo, and murmur to your ſelf > 
If you repent your Bounty, take it back. 
Amph. Not ſo; but, if you pleaſe, relate what paſt 
At our laſt Interview. | 
Alc. That Queſtion wou'd infer you were not here. 
| C Amph. 
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Amph. I ſay not ſo; | 
T only wou'd refreſh my Memory, 

And have my Reaſons to deſite the Story, 

Phed. So, this is as good Sport for me, as an Exa- 
mination of a great Belly before a Magiſtrate. 

Alc, The Story is not long: you know I met you, 
Kiſs'd you, and preſs'd you cloſe within my Arms, 
With all the tenderneſs of Wifely Love. 

Amph. I cou'd have ſpar'd that Kindneſs. [ 4ſede. 
And what did 1: [ To her, 
Alc. You ſtrain'd me with a Maſculine Embrace; 

As you wou'd ſqueez my Soul out, 

 Amph. Did 1 fo? 

Alc. You did, - 

Amph, Confound thoſe Arms that were ſo kind — 


Aſide. 


Proceed, proceed To her. 
Alc. You wou'd not ſtay to ſup; but, much com- 
plaining of your Drowſineſs, and want of natural 


5 
Amph. Made hafte to Bed: Ha, was't not ſo? G 


. 
[4ſ6de.] And ſtab me with each Syllable thou ſpeak'ft. 
had. So, now 'tis coming, now tis coming. 
Alc. I have no more to ſay. 
Amph. Why, went we not to Bed? 
Alc. Why not? | 
Is it a Crime for Husband and for Wife 
To go to Bed, my Lord? 
Amph. Perfidious Woman ! - 
Alc, Ungrateful Man! 
Amp. She juſtifies it too! 
Alc. I need not juſtify : Of what am I accus'd ? 
Amph. Of all that prodigality of Kindneſs 
Giv'n to another, and uſurp'd from me. 
So bleſs me Heav'n, if fince my laſt Departure, 
I ever ſet my Foot upon this Threſhold, 
So am I innocent of all thoſe Joys, 
And dry of thoſe Embraces. 
Fc, Then l, it ſeems, am falſe? 


Amph, 
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nb. As ſurely falſe, as what thou ſay'ſt is true. 
Alc, 1 have betray'd my Honour, and my Love? 
And am a foul Adultreſs ? 
Amph. What thou art, f 
Thou ſtands condemn'd to be, by thy Relation. 
Alc. Go, thou unworthy Man; for ever go: 
No more my Husband; go thou baſe Impoſtor; 
Who tak'ft a vile Pretence to taint my Fame; 
And, not content to leave, wouldſt ruin me. 
Enjoy thy wiſh'd Divorce: I will not plead 
My Innocence of this pretended Crime: 
I need not; ſpit thy Venom; do thy warſt : 
But know, the more thou would'ſt expoſe my Virtue 
Like pureſt Linen laid in open Air, 
"Twill bleach the more, and whiten to the View. 
Amph. Tis well thou art prepar'd for thy Divorce: 
For, know thou too, that after this Affront, 
This foul Indignity, done to my Hanour, 
Divercement is but petty Reparation : 
But, ſince thou haft, with Impudence affirm'd | 
My falſe Return, and brib'd my Slaves to youch it, 


The Truth ſhall, in the Face of Thebes, be clear'd; 


Thy Uncle, the Companion of my Voyage, 

And all the Crew of Seamen ſhall be brought, 

Who were embark'd, and came with me to Land; 

Nor parted, till I reach'd this curſed Door: 

So ſhall this Viſion of my late Return 

Stand a detected Lye; and wo to thoſe 

Who thus betray'd my Honour. 
Soſ. Sir, ſhall I wait on you? | | 
Amph. No, I will go alone: Expect me here. 

5 Exit. Amphitryon. 

Phæd. Pleaſe you — that I — _ [To Alemena. 
Alc. Oh! Nothing now can pleaſe me: 


Darkneſs, and Solitude, and Sighs, and Tears, 


And all th' inſeparable Train of Grief, 

Attend my Steps for ever —— [Exit Alemena. 
Soſ. What if I ſhould lye now, and ſay we have 

been here before ? I never faw any good that came 


of telling Truth, | '  { Aſide. 
C 2 Phad. 
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Phad. He makes no more Advances to me: T be- 
Fin a little to ſuſpect, that my Gold Goblet will prove 
ut Copper. A ſide. 
Soſ. Ves, 'tis reſolv'd, I will lye abominably, againſt 
the Light of my own Conſcience. For ſuppoſe the 
other Sofia has been here: perhaps that ſtrong Dog 
has not only beaten me, but alſo has been predomi- 
nant upon my Wife, and moſt carnally miſus'd her! 
Now, by asking certain Queſtions of her, with a Side 
Wind, I may come to underftind how Squares go; 
and whether my Nuptial Bed be violated, [Aſide. 
Phæd. Moſt certainly he has learn'd Impudence of 
His Maſter, and will deny his being here:: but that 
ſhall not ſerve his Turn, to cheat me of my Pre- 
ſent! 3 5 [Aſide. 
Why Sofia! What, in a brown Study ? 

Sof. A little cogitabund, or ſo; concerning this dif- 
mal Revolution in our Family. 

Phed. But that ſhou'd not make you neglect your 
Duty to me, your Miſtreſs. 

Sof, Pretty Soul: I wou'd thou wert; upon Condi- 
tion that old Bromia were fix Foot under Ground. 

Phæd. What! is all your hot Courtſhip to me, 
dwindl'd into a poor unprofitable Wiſh ; You may 
remember, I did not bid you abſolutely deſpair, 

Soſ. No, for all things yet may be accommodated, 
in an amicable manner, betwixt my Maſter and my 
Lady. 

Phad, I mean, to the Buſineſs, betwixt you and 
me 
Soſ. Why, 1 hope we two never quarrel'd? 


Phed. Muſt T remember you of a certain Promiſe 


that you made me at our laſt Parting ? 

Soſ. Oh, when I went to the Army: that J ſhou'd 
Mill be praiſing thy Beauty to Judge Gripus, and keep 
up his Affections to thee, | 

Phæd. No, I mean the Buſineſs betwixt you and me 
this Morning — : that you premis'd me 

Soſ. That I promis'd thee. — I find it now: That 

| | . 
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ſtrong Dog, my Brother Soſia, has been here before 
me, and made Love to her. [ Aſide. 


. Phad., You are conſidering, whether or no you 

ſhould keep your Promiſe 

Soſ. That I ſhou'd keep my Promiſe. The 
Truth on't is, ſhe's anothergheſs Morſe] than old 
Bromia. HaAſide. 

Phæd. And I had rather you ſhould break it, in a 
Manner, and, as it were, and in ſome Senſe, — 

Soſ. In a Manner, and as it were, and in ſome Senſe, 
thou ſay'ſt? I find, the ſtrong Dog has only 
tickl'd up her Imagination, and not enjoy'd her: ſo- 
that with my own Limbs, 1 may perform the Sweet- 
neſs of kis Function with her. | Aſide. 
No, ſweet Creature, the Promiſe ſhall not be broken; 
but what I bave undertaken, I wilt perform like a 
Man of Honour, [To her. 

Phd. Then, you remember the Preliminaries of the 
Preſent 

Soſ. Yes, yes, in groſs I do remember ſomething ; 
but this Diſturbahce of the Family has fomewhat ſtu- 
pity'd my Memory: Some pretty Quelque choſe, I 
warrant thee ;: ſome-acceptable Toy, of ſmall Value. 

Phæd. You may call a Gold Goblet, a Toy: But I 
put a greater Value upon your Preſents: 

Soſ. A Gold Goblet, ſay'ſt thou! Yes, now I think 
on't, it was a kind of a Gold Goblet; as a Gratuity 
after Conſummation. 

Phad. No, no, I had rather make ſure of one Bribe 
beforehand, than be promis'd ten Gratuities, 

Soſ. Yes, now I remember, it was, in ſome Senſe, 
a Gold Goblet, by way of Earneft; and it contain'd — 

Phæd. One large 

Soſ. How, one large — 

Phed. Gallon, 

Soſ. No; that was ſomewhat too large, in Con- 
ſcience: It was not a whole Gallon; but it may con- 
tain, reaſonably ſpeaking, one large Thimble- 
full: But Gallons and Thimble-fulls are ſo like, that 
in ſpeaking, I might eaſily miſtake them, 

| C 3 Phad. 
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Phed. Is it come to this? Out Traitor! 
Sof. J had been a Traitor, indeed, to have betray'd 


thee to the ſwallowing of a Gallon: but a Thimble- 
full of Cordial-water is eaſily fipt off: and then, this 


ſame Goblet is ſo very light too, that it will be no 


Burthen, .to carry it about with thee in thy Pocket. 
Phad. O Apoſtate to thy Love! O perjur'd Villain! 
Enter Bromia. i 
What, are you here, Bromia/ 1 was telling him his 
own: 1 wackiving him a Rattle for his Treacheries 
to you, his Love: You ſee I can be a Friend, upon 
Occaſion, | 
- Brom. Ay, Chicken, I neyer doubted of thy Kind- 
neſs: but, for this Fugitive,. this Rebel. 
this Miſcreant, — 
Soſ. A kind Welcome, to an abſent Lover, as I 
have been, | 
Brom, Ay; ard a kind Greeting you gave me, at 
you! Return; when you us'd me ſo barbarouſly this 
orni 


hg. 
Soſ. The t'other Sofia has been with her too; and 


has us'd her barbarouſly : barbarouſly, that is to ſay 
uncivilly; and uncivilly: I am afraid that means too 
civilly, I Aſide. 

Phæd. You had beft deny you were here this Morn- 
ing! And by the ſame Token | 


Soſ. Nay, no more Tokens, for Heaven's Sake, 


dear Phædra. 


Now muſt I ponder with my felf a little, whether it 


be better for me to have been here, or not to have 
been here this Morning. | Aſrde, 
Enter a Servant. 


Serv. Phædra, My Lord's without; and will not 


enter 'till he has firſt ſpoken with you. | Exit Servant. 
Phad. [To him in private.] Oh, that 1 cou'd ſtay to 


help worry thee for this Abuſe : but the beſt on't is, 


leave thee in good Hands —- | 
—— Farewel Thimble. —— To him, Bromia 


[Exit Phedra. 


Brom, No; you did not beat me, and put me into 
a 
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z 3 Swooti, and deprive me of the natural Uſe of my 

+ Wo Tongue for a long half Hour: You did not beat me 

5 

) 


down with your little Wand: But 1 ſhall teach you 
to uſe your Rod another Time — 1 ſhall. + 
Soſ. Put her into a Swoon, with my little Wand, 
and fo forth: That's more than ever I cou'd do. 
Theſe are terrible Circumſtances, that ſome Soſia or 
another has been here: Now, if he has literally bea- 
| ten her, Grammercy, brother 7 * he has but done, 
= what I wou'd have done, if 1 had durft : But I am 
1 afraid it was only a damn'd br and that the 
8 Wand that laid her aſleep, might ſignify the Peace- 
"0 maker. | [ Aſide. 
1 Brom. Now .you are ſnuffling upon a cold Scent, 
for ſome pitiful Excuſe: I know you : Twenty to one, 
but you will plead a Drunkenneſs: You are us'd to 
be Pot-valiant. | 

Soſ. I was pumping, and I thank her, ſhe has in- 
vented for me Yes, Bromia , I muſt confeis I 

was exalted : and, poſlibly, I might ſcour upon thee, 
or perhaps be a little more familiar with thy Perſon, 
by the way of Kindneſs, than if I had been ſober; 
but, prithee, inform me what I did; that I may con- 
ſider what Satisfaction I am to make thee. 

Brom, Are you there at your Dog-tricks! You wou'd 
be forgetting, would you? like a drunken Bully that 
affronts over Night, and, when he is call'd to Ac- 
count, the next Morning, remembers nothing of the 
Quarrel; and asks Pardon, to avoid Fighting. | 

Soſ. By Bacchus, I was oyertaken; but 1 ſhou'd be 
loth that I committed any Folly with thee. 

Brom, I am ſure, I kept my ſelf awake all Night, 
that I did, in ExpeQation of your coming. (crying. 

Soſ. But what Amends did I make thee, when I 

? came! EET 

j Brom. You know well enough, to my Sorrow; but 

f that you play the Hypocrite. 

f Soſ. I warrant, I was monſtrous kind to thee, —— 

; Brom. Yes, monſtrous kind indeed: You never ſaid 

a truer Word: for, when I came to kiſs you, you 
SES pull'd 
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pull'd away your Mouth, and turn'd your Cheek. to 
me. 
| Sof. Good. 
Brom. How, Good! Here's fine Impudence: He 
juſtifies ! 
Sof. Yes, I do juſtify, that I turn'd my Cheek, 
like a prudent Perſon, that my Breath might not 
offend thee : for, now I remember, I had eaten Gar- 


Brom, Ay, you remember, and forget, juſt as it 
makes for you, or againſt you: but, to mend the 
Matter, you never ſpoke one civil Word to me: but 
Kood like a Stock, without Senſe or Motion. 

Soſ. Yet better. | [Aſide. 

Brom. After which, 1 lovingly invited you to take 
your Place in your Nuptial Bed, as the Laws of Ma- 
trimony oblige you: and you inhumanly refus'd 


me, 
Soſ. Ay, there's the main Point of the Bufineſs! 


Art thou morally certain, that I refus'd thee ? Look 


me now in the Face, and ſay I did not commit Ma- 
trimony With thee! 

Brom. I wonder how thou canſt. look me in the 
Face, after that Refuſal! 

Soſ. Say it once again, that I did not feloniouſſy come 
to Bed to thee! 

Brom. No, thou cold Traitor, thou know'ſt thou 
didſt not. 
5 . Beſt of all; 'twas diſcreetly done of me to. ab- 

in. | 

Brom. What, do you inſult upon me too! 

Soſ. No, I do not inſult upon you; — but — 

Brom, But what ?. How. was it diſcreetly done then ? 
Ha! 

- Sof. Becauſe it is the receiv'd opinion of Phyſicians, 
that nothing but puling Chitts, and Booby-Fools are 
procreated in Drunkenneſs. | 

Brom. A receiv'd Opinion, Snivel-guts! I'll be 
judg'd by all the Marry'd Women of this Town, if 
any one of em has receiv'd it: The. Devil take = 

Phy- 
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Phyſicians, for meddling in our Matters: If a Husband 
will be rul'd by them, there are five Weeks of Abſti- 
nence in Dog-days too; for fear that a Child that was 
got in Auguſt, ſhould be born juſt nine Months af- 
ter, and be blear'd-ey'd, like a May-Kiiten. 

Soſ. Let the Phyſicians alone; they are honeſt Men, 
whatever the World ſays of 'em. But, for a certain 
Reaſon, that I beſt know, I am glad that Matter ended 
ſo fairly and peaceably betwixt us. 

Brom. Yes, twas very fair and peaceable: To ſtrike 
a Woman down, and beat her moſt outragiouſly. 

Sof. Is it poſſible that I drubb'd thee! 

Brom. 1 find your Drift: You would fain be pro- 
voking me to a new Trial now: But, i'faith, you ſhall 
bring me to no more Handy-blows: I ſhall make 
bold to truſt my Tongue hereafter : You never durſt 
have offer'd to hold up a Finger againſt me, till you 
went a b ih 

Soſ. Then I am a Conqueror: And I laud my own 
Courage: This Renown I have atchiev'd by Soldier- 
ſhip and Stratagem, Know your ws 8 Spouſe, hence- 
forward, to your ſupreme Commander, Strutting. 
Enter Jupiter and Phædra, attended by 2 ana 

| Dancers. 

Phad. Indeed I wondred at your quick Return. 

Jup. Ev'n fo A Love will have it, Phadra 
And the ſtern Goddeſs of ſweet-bitter Cares, 

Who bows our Necks beneath her brazen Yoke. 
I would haye mann'd my Heart, and held it out; 
But, when I thought of what I had poſſeſt; 


| Thoſe Joys, that never end, but to begin, 


O, I am all on fire to make my Peace: 


And die, Jove knows, as much as I can die, 
Till I am reconcil'd, 


Phæd. I fear 'twill be in vain, 
Jap. Tis difficult; 
But nothing is impoſſible to Love; 
To Love like mine: for 1 have prov'd his Force, 
And my Alcmena too has felt his Dart. 
If I ſubmit there's hope, . 
C 3 Phæa, 
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_ Phad. Tis poſſible I may ſollicit for you. 
Fup. But wilt thou promiſe me to do thy beſt? 
Phed. Nay, I promiſe nothing — utnileſs you begin 
To promiſe firft Ist ſying. 
Jup. 1 wo? not be ungrateful. <1 

Phad. Well; l' try to bring her to the Window: 
You ſhall have a fair ſhoot * If you can bring 
her down, you are a good Mark's Man. 

Jup. That's all I ask: | 
And I will fo reward thee, gentle Phadra — 

Phed. What, with Cats-guts and Roſin! This Sol- 
la is but a lamentable, empty Sound. . 

Jup. Then there's a 800% will pleaſe thee better. 

| [Throwing her a Purſe, 
Phad. a. there's ſomething of Melody in this 
Sound. 

I could dance all Day, to the Muſick of Chink, Chink.. 


[Exit Phæd. 


Jup. Go Sofia round our Thebes, 
fo Polydas, to Traxio, and to Grips, 
Companions of our War; invite em all 
To join their Pray'rs to ſmooth Alcmena's Brow 
And, with a ſolemn Feaſt, to crown the Day. 

Soſ. [ Taking Jupiter about the K nees.] Let me em- 
brace you, Sir Jupiter puſhes him away.] Nay, 
ws muſt give me leave to expreſs my Gratitude; I 
have not eaten, to ſay eating, nor drunk, to ſay drink- 
ing, never ſince our villanous Nn ſo near the 
Enemy: Tis true, I ſeap'd the bloody Flux, becauſe 
I had ſo little in my Bowels to come out, and I durſt 
tet nothing go, in Conſcience, becauſe I had nothing 
to ſwallow in the Room on't, 

Fup. You, Bromia, ſee that all things be prepar'd, 
With that Magnificence, as if ſome God 
Were Gueſt, or Maſter here. 


Seſ. Or, rather, as much as if twenty Gods were 
to be Gueſts, or Maſters here, 


Brom. That you may eat for to Day, and to Mor- 
row. 


Seſ. Or, rather again, for to Day and Yeſterday ; and 
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(Who, tho' thou art not preſent, hear'ſt my Voice,) 
Be ready to attend me at my Call ; 
And to ſupply his Place. | 


Ju. See ſhe appears: f Seeing Alcmena, 
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many Months backwards, as I am indebted to my 

Away both of you, | „ 
* Exount Soſia and Bromia ſeverally. 


Jap, Now I have pack'd him hence; thou, other 
So ſia, 


Enter Mercury to Jupiter. Alcmena and Phædra 
appear abo vs. 


This is my Bribe to Phædra; when 1 made 
This Gold, I made a greater God than Jove, 
And gave my own Omnipotence away. 


Jupiter ſigns to the Muſicians, Song and Dance: 
After which, Alcmena withdraws, frowning. 


| | 
8 that J once was bleſ 
Is now the Torment of my Breaſt ;. 
Since to curſe me, you bereave me 
Of the Pleaſures I poſſeſs : 
Cruel Creature, to deterve me! | 
a Firſt to love, and then to leave me! 


IT. 
Had you the Bliſs refus'd to grant, 
Then I had never known the Want: 
But poſſeſſing once the Bleſſing, 

Ts the Cauſe of my Complaint : 
Once poſſeſſing is but taſting ; 
Tis no Bliſs that is not laſting. 


IIT. 
Celia now is mine no more; ; 
But I am hers; and muſt adcre : 
Nor 


— 
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Nor to leave her will endeavour ; 
Charms, that captiv'd me before, 
No unkindneſs can diſſever; 

Love that's true, is Love for ever. 


Jup. O ſtay. 

Merc. She's gone; and ſeem'd to frown 

Jup. Follow, and thou ſhalt ſee her ſoon appeas d: 
For I, who made her, know her inward State; | 
No Woman, once well-pleas'd, can throughly hate: 


1 


ave em Beauty, to ſubdue the Strong: 
mighty Empire, but it laſts not long :) 


at parting. 


I: gave em Pride to make Mankind their Slave; 
But, in exchange, to Men I Flattery gave. 
Th'offending Lover, when he loweſt lies, 
Submits, to conquer; and but kneels, to riſe. 
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ACT IV. SCENE. E. 
Jupiter following Alcmena; Mercury and Phædta. 


Jup. O Stay, my dear Alcmena, hear me ſpeak. 

Alc, No, T would fly thee, to the Ridge 

of Earth, 

And leap the Precipice, to ſcape thy Sight. 

Jup. For Pity 

Alc. Leave me, thou ungrateful Man. 

Jup. I cannot leave you: No; but like a Ghoſt, 
Whom your Unkindneſs murder'd, will I haunt you. 

Alc, Once more, be gone: I'm odious to my ſelf 
For having lov'd thee once, 5 | 

Jup. Hate not the beſt and faireſt of your Kind 
Nor can you. hate your Lover, tho' you would: 
Your Tears, that fall ſo gently, are but Grief: 

There may be Anger ; but there muft be Love. 

The Dove, that murmurs at her Mate's Neglect, 

But counterfeits a Coineſs, to be courted. 8 
Alc. Courtſhip from thee, and after ſuch Affronts! 
Jup. Is this that everlaſting Love you vow'd, 

Laſt Night, when I was circled in your Arms ? 

Remember what you ſwore 
Alc. Think what thou. wert, and who could ſweas 

too much? 

Think what thou art, and that unſwears it all. 

Jup. Can you forſike me, for ſo ſmall a Fault? 
"Twas but a Jeſt, perhaps too far purſu'd : 
»Twas but at moſt, a Trial of your Faith, 

How you could bear Unkindnefs, 

'Twas but to get a reconciling Kiſs, 

A wanton Stratagem of Love. | 
Alc. See how he doubles, like a hunted Hare; 

A Jeſt, and then a Trial, and a Bait; 
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All tuff, and dawbing ! 

Jup. Think me Jealous, then. 0 

Alc. O that I could; for that's a noble Crime; 
And which a Lover can, with eaſe, forgive: 
"Tis the high Pulſe of Paſſion, in a Fever; 
A ſickly Draught, but ſhews a burning Thirſt : 
Fhine was a Surfeit, not a. Jealouſy :- 


And in that Loathing of thy full gorg'd Love, 


Thou ſaw'ſt the nauſeous Object, with Diſdain. 
Jup. O think not that: For you are ever new: 


| Your Fruits of Love are like eternal Spring 


In happy Climes, where ſome are in the Bud, 
Some green, and ripening ſome, while others fall. 

Alc. Ay, now you tell me this, | 
When rous'd Deſires, and freſh Recruits of Force, 


Enable languiſh'd Love to take the Field. 


But never hope to be receiy'd again :. 
You would again deny you were receiy'd, 
And brand my ſpotleſs Fame. : 

Jup. 1 will not dare to juſtify my Crime, 
But only point you where to lay the Blame: 
Impute it to the Husband, not the Lover. 

Alc, How vainly would the Sophiſter divide, 
And make the Husband, and the Lover, two. 
Jup. Yes, tis the Husband is the guilty Wretch: 
His Inſolence forgot the Sweets of Love, 
And, deeming them his due, deſpis'd the Feaſt. 
Not ſo the famiſh'd Lover eould forget: 
He knew he had been there, and had been bleſt 


With all that Hope can wiſh, or Senſe can bear. 


Alc. Husband and Lover, both alike 1 hate. 
Jup. And I confeſs I have deſery'd that hate: 
Too charming fair, I kneel for your Forgiveneſs : 
I beg by thoſe fair Eyes, Kneeling. 
Which gave me Wounds, that time can never cure; 
Receive my Sorrows, and reſtore my Joys. 
Alc. Unkind, and crue}! I can ſpeak no more. 
Jup. O give it vent, Alcmena, give it vent; 
1 merit your Reproach, 1 would be curs'd: 
Let your Tongue curſe me, while your Heart forgives. 
© - "lldCa 


Permit me, in this Tranſport of my Joy = 
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Alc: Can I forget ſuch Uſage! 
Jup. Can you hate me? 


Alt. I'll do my Beſt: For ſure I ought to hate you. 
Fup. That Word was only hatch' d upon your Tongue, 


It came not from your Heart. But try again, 


And if, once more, you can but ſay, L hate you, 
My Sword ſhall do you juſtice. 

Alc,” Then, I hate you 3 
Jup. Then you pronounce the Sentence of my Death? 
Alc, I hate you much; but yet I love you more. 
Jup. To prove that Love, then ſay, that you for- 
give me: | 


For there remains but this Alternative: 


Reſolve to pardon, or to puniſh me, 
Alc. Alas, what I reſolve, appears too plain + 
In ſaying that I cannot hate, I pardon. | 


Jup. But what's a Pardon worth, without a Seal > 


[Kiſſes her Hand: 


Alc. Forbear; I am offended with my ſelf, 


[ Putting him gently away with hey Hand. 


That I have ſhewn this Weakneſs — Let me go, 


Where I may blufh, alone — | 
[ Going ; and looking back on him. 
But come not you: 8 

Leſt 1. ſhould ſpoil you, with exceſs of Fondneſs, 


And let you love again —— [Exit Alcmena; 


Jup.. Forbidding me to follow, ſhe invites me: 
LAſide. 
This is the Mould of which I made the Sex: 
L gave em but one Tongue, to ſay us nay; 
And two kind Eyes, to grant. Be ſure that none 
To Mercury. 


Approach, to interrupt our Privacy. 
a [Exit Jupiter after Alemena. 
Mercury and Phædra remain. 
Merc, Your Lady has made the Challenge of Ne- 
eonciliation to my Lord: Here's a fair Example for us 
two, Phadra. 6 Eon Ts ; 


Phd, 
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Phed. No Example at all, Sofia : for my Lady had 
ne of the 


the Diamonds afore-hand, and I have no 
Gold Goblet. | 
Merc. The Goblet ſhall be forth-coming ; -if thou 
wilt give me Weight for Weight. | 
Phed; Yes, and Meaſure: for Meaſure too, Soſia : 
that is, for a Thimble-full' of Gold, a Thimble-full of 
Love. | 5 o 
Merc. What think you now, Phædra? Here's a 


weighty Argument of Love for you: 


Pulling out the Goblet in a Caſe from under his Cloak. 
Phed, Now +5 wg of his Mercy, let me kiſs thee, 
O thou dear Metal ! [ Taking it in both Hands. 


Merc. And Venus, of her Mercy, let me kiſs thee, 


dear, dear Phædra. | 


Phad. Not ſo faſt, Soſia ! there's a damn'd Proverb 


in your way : Many things happen betwixt the Cup and 
the Lips, you know. | 
Merc. Why, thou wilt not cheat me of my Gob- 


let? 


Phæd. Ves; as ſure as you wou'd cheat me of my 
Maiden-head: I am yet but juſt even with you, for 
the laſt Trick you play'd me. And, befides; this is 
but a bare retaining Fee; you muſt give me another, 
before the Cauſe is an 

Merc. Shall I not come to your Bed-ſide to Night? 

Phed. No, nor to Morrow-Night neither: but this 
mall be my Sweet-heart in your Place: tis a better 
Bed-fellow, and will keep me warmer in cold Wea- 
ther. + [Exit Phædra. 

| _ Mercury alone. | 

Mere, Now, what's the God of Wit in a Woman's 
Hand? This very Goblet I ſtole from Grips; and he 
got it out of Bribes too. But this is the common Fate 
of ill-gotten Goods, that, as they came in by Coye- 
touſneſs, they go out by Whoring, —— 

Enter Amphitryon, 
Oh, here's Amphitryon again, but I'll manage him a- 
bove in the Balcony, 49: [Exit Mere, 

Amph. Not one of thoſe 1 look'd for, to be m_ 
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As ſome, Enchantment hid 'em from my Sight! 
Perhaps, as Sofia ſays, tis Witchcraft all: 

Seals may be open'd, Diamonds may be ſtoll'n; 
But how I came, in Perſon, yeſterday, 

And gaye that Preſent to Alcmena's Hands, 
That which I never gave, nor ever came, 

O there's the Rock, on whieh my Reaſon ſplits. 
Wou'd that were all! I fear my Honour, too! 
I'll try her once again: She may be mad: 

A wretched . but all J have, 

To keep me from Deſpair. 

Merc, [From the Balcony, aſide.) This is no very 
charitable Action of a God, to uſe him ill, who has 
never offended me: but my Planet diſpoſes me to 
Malice: and when we great Perſons do but a little 
Miſchief, the- World has a good Bargain of us.. 

Amph. How now! what means the locking up of 
my Doors, at this Time of Day? { Knocks, 

Merc. Softly, Friend, ſoftly : You knock as loud, 
and as ſaucily, as a Lord's Footman, that was ſent 
before him, to warn the Family of his Honour's Vi- 
ſit. Sure you think the Doors have no Feeling! 
What the Devil are you, that rap with ſuch Autho= 
rity ? | | | 

Amph. Look out, and ſee : ttis I, 

Merc, Lou? what you? | 

Amph. No more, I ſay, but open, 

Merc. I'll know to whom firſt, | 

Amph. I am one that can command the Doors 
open. 8 
2 Then you had beſt command 'em, and try 
whether they will obey you. 

Amph. Doſt thou not know me! 

Merc. Ptithee, how ſhou'd I know thee ? doſt thou 
take me for a Conjurer ? 

Amph, What's this, Midſummer-Moon ? Is all the 
World gone a Madding ? why Soſa / 

Merc. That's my Name indeed: didſt thou think I 
had forgot it! 

Amph. Doſt thou ſee me? 
Merc. 


* 
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Mere. Why, doſt thou pretend to go inviſible > If 
thou haſt any Buſineſs here, diſpatch it quickly; 1 
have no Leiſure to throw away upon ſuch prattling 
Companions, | 
Amph. Thy Companion, Slave? How dar'ſt thou 
uſe this inſolent Language to thy Maſter! 

Merc, How! Thou my Maſter ? By what Title? I 
never had any other Maſter, but Amphitryon. 

Amph, Well: and for whom doſt thou take me? 

Merc. For ſome Rogue or other; but what Rogue 
I know not. 

Io Doſt thou not know me for Amphitryon, 
Slave! 

Merc. How ſhou'd I know thee, when I ſee thou 
doſt not know thy ſelf! Thou Amphitryon? In what 


Tayern haſt thou been? and how many Bottles did 


thy Bufineſs, to metamorphoſe thee into my Lord? 


Amph. How now, Impudence! are you threatning 


your Betters! I ſhou'd bring you to condign Puniſh- 


ment, but that I have a great ag at for the good 


Wine, though I find it in a Fool's Noddle. 
Ampb. What, none to let me in? why Phadra ! 
Bromia /! | 

Merc, Peace Fellow; if my Wife hears thee, we are 
both undone. At a Word, Phædra and Bromia are 
very buſy; one in making a Caudle for my Lady; 
and the other in heating Napkins, to rub down my 
Lord, when he riſes from Bed. 

Amph, Amazement ſeizes me. | 

Merc, At what art thou amaz'd? My Maſter and 
my Lady had a falling out, and are retir'd, without 
Seconds, to decide the Quarrel. If thou wert not a 
meddleſome Fool, thou wou'd'ſt not be thruſting thy: 
Noſe into other Peoples Matters, Get thee about thy 
Buſineſs, if thou haſt any; for I'll hear no more of 
thee. | [Exit Mercury from above. 

Amph. Brav'd by my Slave, diſhonour'd by my Wife, 
To what a deſp'rate Plunge am I reduc'd, 
If this be true the Villain ſays ? But why 
That feeble, If! It muſt be true; She owns it. 


Now, 
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Now, whether to conceal, or blaze th' Affront? 
One way, I ſpread my Infamy abroad ; 

And, t'other, hide a burning Coal within, 
That preys upon my Vitals : I can fix 

On nothing, but on Vengeance. 

Enter to him Soſta, Polydas, Gripus and Tranio. 

Grip. Yonder he is; walking haſtily to and fro, be- 
fore his Door; like a Citizen, clapping his Sides be- 
fore his Shop, in a froſty Morning: 'tis to catch a 
Stomach, I believe. 

Soſ. 1 begin to be afraid, that he has more Stomach 
to my Sides and Shoulders, then to his own Victuals. 
How he ſhakes his Head! and ſtamps, and what Strides 
he fetches! He's in one of his damn'd Moods again; 
I don't like the Looks of him, | 

Amph. Oh, my mannerly, fair-ſpoken, obedient 
Slave, are you there! I can reach you now, without 
climbing : Now we ſhall try who's drunk, and who's. 
ſober. | 
 Sof. Why this is as it ſhou'd be: I was ſomewhat 
fuſpicious that you were in a peſtilent Humour : yes, 


we will have a Craſh at the Bottle, when your Lord- 


ſhip pleaſes: I have ſummon'd 'em, you ſee ; and 
they are-notable Topers, CE Judge Gripus. 

Grip. Yes, faith; I never refuſe my Glaſs, in a 
good Quarrel. | | 
Amph. [To Soſ.] Why, thou infolent Villain; I'll 
teach a Slave how to uſe his Maſter thus. 

Soſ. Here's a fine Bufineſs towards! 1 am ſure I 
ran as faſt as ever my Legs cou'd carry me, to call 
em: nay you may truſt my Diligence in all Affairs 
belonging. 9 the nee | : 

Grip. He has been very faithful to his Commiſſion, 
I'll bear him Witneſs, _ | 

Amph. How can you be Witneſs where you were 
not preſent 2 the Balcony ! Sirrah, the Balcony ! 
Soſ. Why, to my beſt Remembrance, you never 
Invited the Balcony. | 1h. 

Amph, What Nonſenſe doſt thou: plead for an Ex- 
cuſe of thy foul Language, and thy baſe. Replies! / 

So/. 
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Soſ. You fright a Man out of his Senſes, firſt; and 
blame him afterwards, for talking Nonſenſe : but 
tis better for me to talk Nonſenſe, than for ſome to 
do Nonſenſe: 1 will ſay that, whate'er comes on't. 
Pray Sir, let all things be done decently: what, I hope, 
when a Man is to be hang'd, he is not truſs'd _—__ 
the Gallows, like a dumb Dog, without telling 
wherefore. 

Amph. By your Pardon, Gentlemen: I have no long- 


er Patience to forbear him. 


Soſ. Juſtice, juſtice : my Lord Gripus : as you are 
a true Magiſtrate, protect me. Here's a proceſs of 
Beating going forward, without Sentence given. 

Grip, My Lord Amphitryon, this muſt not be: Let 
me firſt underſtand the demerits-of the Criminal. 

So/. Hold you to that point, 1beſeech your Honour, 
as you commilerate the Caſe of a poor, innocent Ma- 
lefactor. 

Amph. To ſhut the Door againſt me, in my very 
Face, to deny me Entrance, to brave me from the 
Balcony, to laugh at me, to threaten me: what proofs 
of Innocence call you theſe ? but if I puniſh not this 
Infokence ——— . {Is going to beat him.] 
I beg you. let me go and is held by Polydas and 
Tranio, | . 

Soſ. I charge you in the King's Name, hold him 
faſt ; for you ſee he's bloodily diſpos'd. 

Grip. Now, what baſt thou to ſay for thyſelf, Soſia? 

Soſ. I ſay, in the firſt Place, be ſure you hold him, 
Gentlemen; for I ſhall never plead worth one farthing, 
While I am bodily afraid. 

Pol. Speak boldly ; I warrant thee. 

Soſ. Then if I ſpeak boldly, under my Lord's Fa- 
vour, I do not ſay he lyes neither: no, I am too well 
bred for that; but his Lordſhip fibbs moſt abominably. 

Amph. Do you hear his Impudence ? yet will you 
let me go? 

Soſ. No Impudence at all, my Lord: for how cou'd 
I naturally ſpeaking, be in the Balcony and affronting 
| | you 
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1 you; when at the ſame time I was in every Street of 
. Thebes, inviting theſe Gentlemen to Dinner? 
Grip. Hold a little: how long ſince was it that he 
| ſpoke to you, from the ſaid Balcony ? | Ws 6 
: Amph. Juſt now; not a Minute before he brought | 
| you hither, | | 
| Soſ. Now ſpeak my Witnefles. 
Grip, I can anſwer for him, for this laſt half Hour. 
Pol. And I. Fn | 
Tran. And I. = | 
Soſ. Now judge equitably, Gentlemen ; whether I 
was not a civil well-bred Perſon, to tell my Lord he | 
fibbs only?: | FR Sal 
Amph. Who gave you that order, to invite em? 
Soſ. He that beſt might; your ſelf: by the ſame 
token you bid old Bromia provide and 'twere for a 
God; and I put in for a Brace, or a Leaſe; no, now 
I think on't, it was for ten couple of Gods, to mak 
ſure of Plenty. 
- Amph. When did I give thee this pretended Com- 
miſſion ? | | 
Soſ. Why you gave me this pretended Commiſſion, 
when you were juſt ready to give my Lady the Fid- 
dles and a Dance; in order, as I ſuppeſe, to your 
fecond Bedding. | 
 Amph, Where, in what place, did J give this order? 
Soſ. Here, in this place; in the preſence of this ve- 
ry Door, and of that Balcony : and if they cou'd ſpeak 
they wou'd both juſtify it, | 
Ampb. Oh Heaven! theſe Accidents are ſo ſurpriz- 
ing, the more I think of 'em, the more I am loſt in 
my Imagination. | / 
Grip. Nay, he has told us ſome Paſſages, as he 
came along, that ſeem to ſurpaſs the Power of Na- 
ture. | | - 
Soſ. What think you now, my Lord, of a certain 
twin Brother of mine, called Soſia? 'tis a fly Vouth-: 
pray Heaven you have not juſt ſuchanother Relation, 
within Doors called Amphitryon. It may be it was 
he, that put upon me, in your likeneſs : and — 
aps 
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haps. he may have put ſomething upon your Lordſhip 
too, that may weigh heavy upon the Forehead. | 
Amph. [to thoſe who hold him.] Let me 80 
Sofia may be innocent, and I will not hurt him 
Open the Door; I'll reſolye my Doubts immediately. 
Soſ. The Door is peremptory, that it will not be 


opened without Keys: and my Brother, on the inſide, 


is in Poſſeſſion; and will not part with em. 

Amph, Then 'tis manifeſt that I am affronted ; break 
open the Door there, 

Grip. Stir not a Man of you, to his Aſſiſtanee. 


Amph. Doft thou take part with my Adultereſs too, 


becauſe ſhe is thy Niece ? 
Grip. I take part with nothing, but the Law; and 
to break the Doors open, is to break the Law, 
Amph. Do thou command 'em thens 5 
Grip. I command nothing without my Warrant; 
and my Clerk is not here to take his Fees for drawing 
Tf, 
Amph. (aſide) The Devil take all Juſtice-brgkergs— 
I curſe him too when I have been hunting him all 
over the Town, to be my Witneſs ——But I'H bring 
Soldiers to force open the Doors, by my own Com- 
miſſion. | Exit. Amphitryon. 
Soſ. Pox o'theſe Forms of Law to defeat a Man of 
a Dinner, whey he's ſharp ſet: tis againſt the Pri- 
vilege of a Free-born Stomach: and is no leſs than 
Subverſion of Fundamentals, {Jupiter above in the 
Balcony. 
Ju. Oh, my Friends, I am ſorry I have made you 
wait ſo long : you are welcome; and the Door ſhall 
be open to you, e [Exit Jupiter. 
Grip. Was not that Amphitryon? 
So/. Why, who ſhould it be elſe ? 
Grip. In all Appearance it was he: But how got he 
thither ? 
Pol. In ſuch a Trice too! | 
Tran. And after he had juſt left us? 


Grip, And fo much alter'd, for the better, in his 
Humour? : 
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Soſ. Here's ſuch a Company of fooliſh Queſtions, 
when a Man's a hungry: You had beſt ſtay Dinner 
*till he has prov'd himſelf to be Amphitryoz in Form 
of Law: but I'll make ſnort Work of that Buſineſs : 
for I'll take mine Oath tis he. 

Grip. I ſhould be glad it were, 

Soſ. How glad it were? with your damn'd Inter- 
rogatories, when you ought to be thankful, that ſo it 
is. | 

Grip. [ Aſide.) That I may ſee my Miſtreſs Phedra, 
and preſent her with my great Gold Goblet. | 

Sof. If this be not the true Amphitryon, I wiſh I 
may be kept without Doors, faſting and biting my own 
Fingers, for want of Victuals; and that's a dreadful 
Imprecation! I am for the inviting, and eating, and 
treating Amphritryon ; I am ſure tis he that is my 
lawfully begotten Lord : And if you had an Ounce of 
true Juſtice in you, you ought to have laid hold on 
t'other Amphitryon and committed him for a Rogue, 
and an Impoſtor, and a Vagabond. {The Door is oper'd : 

Mercury from within. 

Mer. Enter quickly, Maſters: The Paffage on the 
Right-hand leads to the Gallery, where my Lord ex- 
pects you For J am called another way. 

[Gripus, Tranio, and Polydas go into the Houſe. 
Soſ. I ſhould know that Voice, by a ſecret Inſtinct: 
*Tis a Tongue of my Family; and belongs to my 
Brother Sofiq : It muft be ſo; for it carries a cudgel- 
ling Kind of Sound in it — But put the worſt: Let 
me weigh this Matter wiſely : Here's a Beating, and a 
Belly-full : Againſt no Beating, and no Belly. full. 
The Beating is bad; but the Dinner is good: Now, 
not to be beaten, is but negatively good; but, not to 
fill my Belly, is poſitively Bad Upon the whole 
Matter, my final Reſolution is, to take the Good and 
the Bad as they come together. 
[ Is entring : Mercury meets him at the Door. 
Mer. Whither now, You Kitchin-skum ? from whence 


this Impudence, to enter here without Permiſſion ? 


S. 
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Soſ. Moſt Illuſtrious Sir: My Ticket is my Hunger: 
Shew the full Bowels of your Compaſſion, to the emp- 
ty Bowels of my Famine. | 

Mercc. Were you not charged to return no more? 
I'll cut you into Quarters, and hang you upon the 
Shambles. . | | 

Soſ. You'll get but little Credit by me: Alas, Sir, I 
am but mere Carrion! brave Soſia, compaſſionate co- 
ward Sofia : And beat not thy ſelf, in beating me. 


Merc, Who gave you that Privilege, Sirrah, to aſ- 


fume my Name:? have you not been ſufficiently warn'd 
of it? and received part of Puniſhment already? 

Soſ. May it pleaſe you, Sir, the Name is big enough 
for both of us: And we may uſe it in common, like 
a Strumpet : Witneſs Heay'n, that I would have o- 
bey'd you, and quitted my Title to the Name; but, 
wherever I come, the malicious World will call me 
Sofia, in ſpight of me? I am ſenſible there are two 
Amphitryons; and why may not there be two Soſias? 
Let thoſe two cut one anothers Throats at their own 
Pleaſure : But you and I will be wiſer, by my Con- 
ſent, and hold good Intelligence together. 

Merc, No, no: Two Soſias would but make two 
Fools. 

Soſ. Then let me be the Fool; and be you the pru- 
dent Perſon : And chooſe for your ſelf ſome wiſer Name: 
Or you ſhall be the elder Brother; and I'll be content 
to be the younger ; though | loſe my Inheritance. 

Merc. I tell thee, Iam the only Son of our Family. 

Soſ. Ah! Then let me be your Baſtard Brother, and 
the Son of a Whore; I hope that's but reaſonable. 


Merc. No, thou ſhalt not diſgrace my Father: For 


there are few Baſtards now-a-days worth owning. 
Soſ. Ah! Poor Soſia! What will become of thee? 
Mer. Yet again profanely uſing my proper Name? 
Soſ. I did not mean myſel!: I was thinking of a- 
nother Soſia, a poor Fellow, that was once of iny Ac- 
quaintance, unfortunately baniſh'd out of Doors, when 
Dinner was juſt coming upon the Table. 
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Enter Phadra. 
Phad. Sofia, you and I muſt———Bleſs me! what 
have we here, a Couple of you, or do I ſee double? 
Soſ. I wou'd fain bring it about, that I might make 


done of em: But he's unreaſonable, and will needs in- 


corporate me, and ſwallow me whole into himſelf, If 
he would be content to be but one and a half, *twould 
never grieve me. | 

Merc. 'Tis a perverſe Raſcal : I kick him, and cud- 
gel him to no purpoſe : For ſtill he's obſtinate to ſtick 


to me: And I can never beat him out of my Reſem- 


blance. 2 
 Phad. Which of you two is Sofia ? for t'other muſt 
be the Devil. 

Soſ. You had beſt ask him that has play'd the Devil 
with my Back and Sides. 

Merc, You had beft ask him who gaye you the Gold 
Goblet ? 

Phad. No, that's already given: but he ſhall be my 
Sofia, that will give me ſuch another. 

Merc. I find you have been interloping, Sirrah. . 

Soſ. No, indeed, Sir; I only promis'd her a Gold 


Thimble : which was as much as comes to my Propor- 
tion of being Sofia. 


Phed. This is no Sofia for my Money: beat him a- 
way t'other Soſia: he go inſufferable. 

Soſ. [ Aſide.] Wou'd I were valiant, that I might beat 
him away; and ſucceed him at the Dinner; for a prag- 
matical Son of a W hore, as he is 

Merc, What's that you are muttering betwixt your 
Teeth, of a Son of a Whore, Sirrah? 

Soſ. 1 am ſure I meant you no Offence: for, if I 
am not Sofia, I am the Son of a Whore, for ought I. 
know; and, if you are Sofia, you may be the Son of 
a Whore, for ought you know. 

Merc. Whatever I am, I will be Soſia, as long as I 
pleaſe : and whenever you viſit me, you ſhall be ſure 
of the Civility of the Cudgel, 

Soſ. If you will promiſe to beat me into the Houſe, 


you may begin when you pleaſe with me : but to be 
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beaten out of the Houſe, at Dinner-time, Fleſh and 
Blood-can never bear it. 

Mercury bears him about, and Sofia is ſtili making 
towards the Door: but Mercury gets betuixt; 
and at length drives him off the Stage. 

Phæd. In the Name of Wonder, what are you, that 
are Soſia, and are not Soſia? 

Alec. If thou wöuld'ſt know more of me, my Pers 
ſon is freely at thy diſpoſing. 

Phæd. Then I diſpoſe of it to you again; for 'tis ſo 
ugly, tis not for my Uſe. 

Merc. I can be ugly or handſome, as I pleaſe: go 
to Bed old, and riſe young. I have ſo many Sutes of 
Perſons by me, that I can fi 'em when I will. 

Phad, You are a Fool then, to put on your worſt 
Clothes, when you come a wooing. | 

Merc. Go to: ask no more Queſtions; I am for thy 
Turn; for 1 know thy Heart: and ſee all thou haſt 
about thee. | X 

Phad. Then you can ſee my Back-ſide too; there's 
a Bargain for you. 

Merc, In wy right Pocket: — let me ſee : — three 
Love-Letters from Judge Grips, written to the Bottom, 
on three Sides; full of Fuſtian Paſſion, and hearty Non- 
ſenſe: as alſo in the ſame Pocket, a Letter of thine 
intended to him; conſiſting of nine Lines and a half: 
ſcrawl'd and falſe ſpell'd, to ſhow thou art a Woman; 
and full of Fraudulence, and Equiyocations, and Shoe- 
ing-horns of Love to him ; to promiſe much, and mean 
nothing ; to ſhow, oyer and aboye, that thou art a 
meer Woman. | 

Phad. Is the Devil in you, to ſee all this? Now, for 
Heaven's ſake, do not look in t'other Pocket.“ | 

Merc. Nay, there's nothing there, but a little godly 
Prayer-Book, and a bawdy Lampoon, and — 

Phad. (Giving a great Frisx.] Look no farther, I be- 
ſeech you..xm | 
| Merc, And a Silver SPOON, =—————_ 

Phad. [Shrieking. 1 

Merc. Which you purloin'd laſt Night from 3 | 
| Pha. 
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Phad. Keep my Counſel, or I am undone for ever. 


Holding up her Hands to him. 
Merc, No: I'll mortify thee, now I have a Handle 


to thy Iniquity, if thou wilt not love me. 
Phad. Well, it you'll promiſe me to be ſecret, I will 
love you: becauſe indeed I dare do no other. * 
Aferc. Tis a good Girl; I will be ſecret; and further, 
I will be aſſiſting to thee in thy Filching: for thou and L 
were born under the ſame Planet. 


Er gg And we ſhall come to the ſame End too, I'm 
afraid, 

Merc, No; no; ſince thou haſt Wit enough already 
to cozen a Judge, thou need'ſt never fear Hanging. : 

Phed. And will you make your ſelf a younger Man; 
and be handſome too: and rich? for you that know 
Hearts, muft needs know, that I ſhall never be conſtant 
to ſuch an ugly old Soſia. 

Merc. Thou ſhalt know more of that another Time: 
in the mean while, here's a Caſt of my Office for thee. 

[ He ſtamps upon the Ground: ſome Dancers come 
from under-ground : and others from the ſides 
of the Stage: A Song, and a Fantaſtick Dance. 


Mercury's SO NE te Phædta. 


I. 
Air Iris, I love, and hourly I die, 
4 But not for a Lip, nor a languiſhing Eye: 
She's fickle and falſe, and there we agree; 
For 1 am as falſe, and as fickle as ſhe 
We neither believe what either can ſay ; 
And, neither believing, we neither betray. 
II. 
"Tis civil to ſwear, and ſay things of courſe 
We mean not the taking for Better for Worſe. 
When preſent, we love; when abſent, agree: 
I think not of Iris, nor Iris of me: | 
The Legend of Love no Couple can find 
.So-eaſy to part, or ſo equally join'd. 
EC After, the Dante. 
Phad. 
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Phed. This Power of yours makes me ſuſpect you 
For little better than a God; but if you are one, for 
more Certainty, tell me what I am juſt now thinking. 

Merc. Why, thou art thinking, let me ſee; for thou 
art a Woman, and your Minds are ſo variable, that 
It's very hard even for a God to know them. But, to 
ſatisfy thee, thou art wiſhing, now, for the ſame Power 
I have exercis'd; that thou mighteſt ſtamp, like me; 
and have more Singers come up for another Song. 

Phad. Gad, I think the Devil's in you. Then 1 
do ſtamp in ſomebody's Name, but I know not whoſe ; 
r Come up, Gentle- folks, from below; and 

ng me a Paſtoral Dialogue, where the Woman may 
have the better of the Man; as we always haye in 
Loye-Matters. = 
ok [ New Singers come up, and ſing a Song. 


A Paſtoral Dialogue betwixt Thyrſis and Iris. 


EE; 
Thyrſis. LAir Iris and her Swain 
| Were in a ſhady Bow'r; 
Where Thyrſis long in vain 
Had ſoucht the Shepherd's Hour: 
At length his Hand advancing upon her ſnowy 
Breaſt , 
He ſaid, O kiſs me longer, 
And longer yet, and longer, 
If you will make me bleſt, 


IT. 
Iris. An eaſy yielding Maid, 1 IO 
; By truſting is undone ; 
Our Sex is oft betray'd, 
By granting Love too ſoon. 
If you deſire to gain me, your Suff*rings to redreſs ; 
Prepare to love me longer, 
And longer yet, and longer, 
* Before you ſball poſſeſs. 


III. 


AMPHITRYON. 77 


III. 


Thyrſis, The little Care you ſhow 
Of all my Sorrows paſt, 
| Makes Death appear too ſlow, 
And Life too long to laſt, 
Fair Iris kiſs me kindly, in Pity of my Fate; 
And kindly ſtill, and kindly, 
- Before it be tos late. 


IV. 


| Eris. You fondly court your Bliſs, 
| ; And no Advances male; 
'Tis not for Maids to kiſs, 
But tis for Men to tale. | 
So you may kiſs me kindly, and Iwill not rebel; 
| | And kindly ſtill, and kindly, 
But kiſs me not an. tell] 


V. 


| A RON D E A U. 
Chorus. Thus at the Height we love and live; 
And fear not to be poor : 
We give, and give, and give, and give, 
Till we can give no more: 
But what to-day will take away, 5 
To Morrow will reſtore: 
Thus at the Height we love and live, 
And fear not to be poor, 


Phæd., Adieu, I leave you to pay the Muſick : Hope 
well, Mr. Planet; there's a better Heay'n in ſtore fer 
you: I ſay no more, but you can gueſs. 

Merc. [alone.] Such Bargain-Loves, as I with Phe- 

dra treat, 
Are all the Leagues and Friendſhips of the Great : 
All ſeek their Ends; and each wou'd other cheat. 
. D 3 They 
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They only ſeem to hate, and ſeem to love; 
But Int'reſt is the Point on which they move: 


Their Friends are Foes; and Foes are Friends again; 


And, in their Turns, are Knaves, and honeſt Men. 
Our Iron Age is grown an Age of Gold: 


Tis who bids moſt; for all Men wou'd be fold. [Ex. 
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OMe YR ENMRISKYAEY 


ACT V. SCENKEL 


Euter Gripus and Phædra. Gripus has the Goblet 
in his Hand. 


Phæd. VO will not be ſo baſe to take it from me? 
Grip. Tis my proper Chattel: And [I'll 
ſeize my own, in whatever Hands I find it. 

Phad. You know I only ſhow'd it you to provoke 
your Generoſity, that you might out-bid your Riyal 
with a better Preſent, 

Grip. My Rival is a Thief: and I'll indite you for 
a Receiver of ſtoln Goods. 

Phad, Thou Hide-bound Lover! 

Grip. Thou very mercenary Miſtreſs ! 

Phad, Thou moſt mercenary Magiſtrate! 

Grip. Thou ſeller of thy ſelf! 

Phad. Thou ſeller of other People: thou Weather- 
cock of Government: that when the Wind blows for 
the Subject, point'ſt to Privilege; and when it changes 
for the Sovereign, veerſt to Prerogative. 

Grip. Will you compound, and take it as my Pre- 
ſent? | 
No: but I'll ſend thy Riyal to force it from 
thee. 

Grip. When a Thief is Rival to his Judge, the Hang- 
man will ſoon decide the Difference. [Exit Phædra. 
Enter Mercury, with two Swords. 

Merc, | Bowing.| Save your good Lordſhip. 

Grip. From an impertinent Coxcomb: I am out of 
Humour, and am in haſte: Leave me, 

Merc, 'Tis my Duty to attend on your Lordſhip, 
and to eaſe you of that undecent Burden, 
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Grip, Gold was never any Burden, to one of my 
Profeſſion, 
Merc. By your Lordfhip's Permiſſion, Phadra has 


ſent me to take it from you, 


Grip. What, by Violence? 
Merc, | ſtill Bowing.] No; but by your Honour's 


Permiſſion, I am to reſtore it to her, and perſuade 


your Lordſhip to renounce your Pretenſions to her. 

Grip. Tell her flatly, I will neither do one, nor 
t'other, | | 

Merc, O my good Lord, I dare paſs my Word for 
your free Conſent to both, — Will your Honour be 
pleas'd to take your Choice of one of theſe ? 

Grip. Why theſe are Swords : what have I to do 


with them ? 


Merc. Only to take your Choice of one of them ; 
which your Lordſhip pleaſes; and leave the other to 
your moſt obedient Servant. 

Grip, What, one of theſe ungodly Weapons ? take 
notice, I'll lay you by the Heels, Sirrah : This has 
the Appearance of an unlawful bloody Challenge. 

Merc, You Magiſtrates are pleas'd to call it ſo, my 
Lord; but with us Sword-men, 'tis an honourable In- 
vitation to the cutting of one another's Throats. 

Grip, Be anſwer'd 1 have no Throat to cut. The 
Law ſhall decide our Controverſy, 

Merc. By your Permiſſion, my Lord; it muſt be 
diſpatch'd this way. 

Grip. I'll ſee thee hang'd before I give thee any 
ſuch Permiſſion, to diſpatch me into another World. 

Merc. At the leaſt, my Lord, you have no Occa- 
ſion to complain of my want of Reſpect to you: You 
will neither reſtore the Goblet, nor renounce Pheadra : 
I] offer you the Combat; you refuſe it: all this is done 
in the Forms of Honour: It follows, that I am to 
affront, cudgel you, or kick you, at my own arbitre- 
ment; and I ſuppoſe, you are too honourable not to 
approve of my Proceeding.. t | 

Grip. Here's a new ſort of Proceſs, that was never 
heard of in any of our Courts. ; 


Mere, 
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Merc, This, my good Lord, is Law in Short-hand 

without your long Preambles, and tedious Repetitions» 

that ſignify nothing but to ſqueeze the Subject: There 

fore, with your Lordſhip's Favour, I begin. : 

[ Fillips him under the Chin. 


Grip. What's this for ? 

Merc. To give you an Occaſion of returning me a 
box o'th' Ear: that ſo, all things may proceed metho- 
dically, | - Eo 

Grip. I put in no Anſwer; but fuffer a Non- ſuit. 

Merc, No, my Lord; for the Coſts and Charges are 
to be paid: Will you pleaſe to reſtore the Cup? 

Grip. I have told thee, no. | | 

Merc. Then from your Chin, I muſt aſcend toyolr 
Lordſhip's Ears. 

Grip. Oh, oh. Oh, oh. — Wilt thou never leave 
lugging me by the Ears? | 

Merc. Not till your Lordſhip will be pleas'd'to hear 
Reaſon. ; | Pulling again. 

Grip. Take the Cup, and the Devil give thee Joy 

on't. TT 
Merc. [ſill holding him.] And your Lordſhip will 
farther be graciouſly pleas'd, to releaſe all Claims, 
Titles, and Actions whatſoever to Phedra: You muſt 
give me leave to add one ſmall memento, for that too. 
= Pulling him again. 

Grip. I renounce her, I releaſe her. 

Enter Phædra. | 

Merc, [to her.] Phadra; my Lord has been pleas'd 
to be very gracious; without puſhing Matters to Ex- 
tremity. | 

Phed. 1 over-heard it all: But give me Livery and 
Seiſin of the Goblet, in the firſt Place. 

Merc. There's an act of Oblivion ſhou'd be paſs'd 
to0. 

Phad. Let him begin to remember Quarrels, when 

he dares; now IJ have him under my Girdle, [ll cap 
| Verſes with him to the end of the Chapter. 

Enter Amphitryon and Guards. 

Amph. [to Gripus.] At the laſt I have got Poſſeſſion 
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without your Lordſhip's Warrant; Phedra, tell Alc- 
mena I am here. 

Phæd. I'll carry no ſuch lying Meſſage : you are not 
here, and you cannot be here = to my Knowledge, 
you are above: with my Lady, in the Chamber! 

Amph. All of a Piece, _ all Witchcraft! Anſwer 
me preciſely; doſt thou not know me for Amphi- 
eryon ? | | x 

Phed. Anſwer me firſt : Did you give me a Dia- 
mond, and a Purſe of Gold? 

Amph, Thou know'ſt I did not. 

Phed. Then, by the ſame Token, I know you are- 
not the true Amphitryon it you are he, I am ſure I 
left you in Bed with your own Wife: now you had 
beſt ſtretch out a Leg; and feel about for a fair Lady. 

Amph. I'll undo this Enchantment with my Sword 
and kill the Sorcerer : Come up, Gentlemen, and fol- 
low me. [To the Guards. 


Phed. I'll fave you the Labour; and call him down 


to confront you; if you dare attend him. [Ex. Phæd. 

Merc. | Aſide.) Now the Spell is ended, and Jupi- 
ter can enchant no more; or elſe Amphitryon had not 
enter'd ſo eaſily. [ Gripus is ſtealing off. |  Whi- 
ther now, Grips? I have Buſineſs for you: if you 
offer to ſtir, you know what follows. 

Enter Japiter, follow'd by Tranio and Polydas. 

Fup. Who dares to play the Maſter in my Houſe 2- 
What Noiſe is this that calls me from above, 
Invades my ſoft Receſs, and Privacy, | 
And, like a Tide, breaks in upon my Love? 

Amph. O fHeav'ns, what's this I ſee? 

Tran. What Prodigy! 

Pol. How, two Amphitryons ! 

Grip. I have beheld th' Appearance of two Suns; 
But till the falſe was dimmer than the true; 
Here, both ſhine out alike. | 
Amph. This is a Sight, that, like the Gorgon's Head, 
Runs through my Limbs, and ſtiffens me to Stone. 
I need no more inquire into my Fate: 
For what I ſee reſolyes my Doubts too plain. 

: Tran. 


o 
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Tis true, the Work is mine; and thus 
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Tran. Two Drops of Water cannot be more like. 

Pol. They are two very ſame's. 

Merc. [ Aſide.] Our Jupiter is a great Comedian; he 
counterfeits moſt admirably : Sure his Prieſts have co- 
py'd their Hypocriſy from their Maſter. 

Amph. Now I am gathered back into my ſelf, 
My Heart beats high, and puſhes out the Bload 

[Drawing his Sword. 

To give me juſt Revenge on this Impoſtor. 

If you are brave, aſſiſt me —- not oneſtirs : 

| [To the Guards. 
What, are all brib'd to take th' Enchanter's Part: 


[ Going to ruſh upon Jupiter; and is held by 
Tranio and Polydas, 
Pol. Tt muſt not be. | 
Jup Give him his Way: I dare the Madman's worſt: 
But ſtill take notice, that it looks not like 
The true Amphitryon, to fly out at firſt | 
To brutal Force: it ſhews he doubts his Cauſe, 
Who dares not truſt his Reaſon to defend it. 
Amph. | Struggling. | Thou baſe Uſurper of my Name, 
| {and Bed 3 
No leſs than thy Heart's-blood can waſh away 
Th' Affronts I have ſuſtain'd. 
Tran. We mult not ſuffer 
So ftrange a Duel, as Amphitryon 
To fight againſt himſelf, Hands: 
Pelyd. Nor think we wrong you, when we hold your 
We know our Duty to our General : 
We know the Ties of Friendſhip to our Friend: 
But who that Friend, or who that Gen'ral is, 
Without more certain Proofs betwixt you two, 
Is hard to be diſtinguiſh'd, by our Reaſon : 
Impoſſible by Sight. | 
Amph. I know it; and have ſatisfy'd myſelf, 
J am the true Amphitryon. 
Jup. See again, 
He ſhuns the certain Proofs; and dares not ſtand 
| Impartial 
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Impartial Judgment, and award of Right. 


But ſince Alcmena's Honour is concern'd, 


Whom, more than Heav'n, and all the World, I love; 

This I propoſe, as equal to us both, 

Tranio, and Polydas, be you Aſſiſtants, 

The Guards be ready to ſecure th' Impoſtor, 

When once fo prov'd, for publick Puniſhment; 

And Gripus, be thou Umpire of the Cauſe, 
Amph,1am content: Let him proceed toExamination.. 
Grip. [ Aſide to Merc.] On whofe Side wou'd you 

Pleaſe that I ſhou'd give the Sentence ? 


Merc. ¶ Aſide to him.] Follow thy Conſcience for once; 


but not to make a Cuſtom of it neither; nor to leave 
an evil Precedent of. Uprightneſs to future Judges 
{ Aſide.) Tis a good thing to have a Magiſtrate under 
Correction: Your old fornicating Judge dare never 
give Sentence againſt him that knows his Haunts. 
Polyd. Your Lordſhip knows I was Maſter of Am- 
phitryon's Ship; aud deſire to know of him, what paſs'd 
in private betwixt us two at his Landing, when he was. 
juſt ready to engage the Enemy: 
Grip. Let the true Amphitryon anſwer firſt m—_—_—_ 
Jupit. and Amph, together. My Lord, I told him 
Grip. Peace both of you»-——"Tis a plain Caſe they 
are both true; for they both ſpeak together: but for 


more certainty, let the falſe Amphitryon ſpeak firſt. 


Merc, Now they are both filent 


Grip. Then 'tis as plain on t'other fide, that they are 
both falſe Amphitryons. 


Merc. Which Amphitryon ſhall ſpeak firſt ? 

Grip. Let the Cholerick Amphitryon ſpeak; and let 
the peaceable hold his Peace. 

Amph. [to Polyd.) You may remember that I whiſ-. 


per'd you, not to part from the Stern, one ſingle Mo- 
ment. 


Polyd. You did ſo. - 
Grip. No more Words then; Tproceed to Sentence. 
Jupit, Twas I that whiſper'd hun; and he may re- 
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member I gave him this Reaſon for it; that if our Men 
were beaten, I might ſecure my own Retreat. d 

Folyd. You did A | 

Grip. Now again he's as true as t'other. 

Tran. You know I was Pay-mafter : What Direcs- 
tions did. you r me the Night before the Battle? 

Grip. To which of the You's art thou ſpeaking? 

Merc. | Aſide,) It ſhou'd be a double U: but they 
have no ſuch Letter in their Tongue. : 

Amph, T order'd you to take particular Care of the 
oreat Bag. . 

Grip. Why this is Demonſtration, 

Jupit. The Bag that I recommended to you, was of 
Tigers Skin; and mark'd Beta. | 

Grip. In Sadneſs 1 think they are both Jugglers :: 
Here's nothing: And here's nothing: And then hic- 
cius doccius and they are both here again. 

Tran. Lou peaceable Amphitryon, what Money was: 
there in that Bag? 

Jupit. The Sum in groſs amounted juſt to fifty At- 
tick Talents, 

Tran. To a Farthing. 

Grip. Paugh : Obvious, obvious. 

Amph. Two thouſand Pieces of Gold were ty'd ug 
in a Handkerchief by themſelves, 

Tran. I remember it. 

Grip. Then 'tis dubious again. 

Jupit. But the reſt was not all Silver; for there 
were juſt four thouſand Braſs Half-pence. 

Grip. Being but Braſs, the Proof is inconſiderable :: 
If they had been Silver, it had gone on your fide. 
Ampb. [to Jupit.| Death and Hell, you will not per- 

fuade me, that 1 did not kill Prerelas? 

Jupit. Nor you me, that I did not enjoy Alcmena ? 

Amph. That laſt was Poiſon to me Aſide. 
Yet there's one Proof thou can'ſt not counterfeit: 
In killing Prerelas, I bad a Wound 
Full in the brawny part of my right Arm: 
Where (till the Scar remains: Now bluſh, 2 ; 
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For this thou canſt not ſhow. [look on? 

Bares his Arm; and ſhows the Scar, which they all 
Omnes. This is the true Amphitryon. | 
Jupit. May your Lordſhip pleaſe 
Grip. No, Sirrah, it does not pleaſe me: Hold your 

Tongue, I charge you; for the Caſe is manifeſt. 
Jupit. By your Favour then, this ſhall ſpeak for me. 

| : | Bares his Arm; and ſhows it. 
Tran. Tis juſt in the ſame Muſcle. 

Polyd. Of the ſame Length and Breadth; and the 

Scar of the ſame blueiſh Colour. . 
Grip. [to Jupit.] Did not I charge you not to ſpeak? 

*Twas plain enough before: and now you haye puz- 


Aled it again. 


Amph. Good Gods, how can this be! 

Grip. For certain there was but one Prerelas , and 
he muft have been in the Plot againft himſelf too: 
For he was kill'd firſt by one of them; and then roſe 
again out of Reſpect to t'other Amphitryon, to be 
kill'd twice over. | 

Enter Alcmena, Phædra, and Bromia. 

Alc, [turning to Phæd. and Brom.] 

No more of this; it ſounds impoſlible 
That two ſhou'd be ſo like, no Difference found, 

Phæd. You'll find it true. | 

Alc. Then where's Alcmena's Honour and her Fame? 
Farewel my needleſs Fear, it cannot be: | 
This is a Caſe too nice for yulgar Sight: 

But let me come; my Heart will guide my Eyes 
To point and tremble to its proper Choice. 

[Seeing Amphitryon, goes to him. 
There neither was, nor is, but one Amphitryon; : 
And I am only his. Goes to take him by the Hand. 

Amph. | puſhing her away from him.] Away, Adultreſs! 

Jupit. My gentle Love; my Treaſure and my Joy; 
Follow no more, that falſe and fooliſh Fire, 

That would miſ-lead thy Fame to ſure Deſtruction! 
Look on thy better Husband, and thy Friend, 
Who will not leave thee liable to Scorn, 


But 
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But vindicate thy Honour from that Wreteh, 
Who wou'd by baſe Aſperſions blot thy Virtue, 

Alc. [going to him, who embraces 550 
J was indeed miſtaken ; thou art he! 

Thy Words, thy Thoughts, thy Soul is all Amphitryons. 
1 Th' Impoſtor has thy Features, not thy Mind; 

5 The Face might have deceiv'd me in my Choice; 
Thy Kindneſs is a Guide that cannot err. | 
Amph. What! in my preſence to prefer the Villain? 
O execrable Cheat! I break the Truce ; | 
And will no more attend your vain Deciſions; 

To this and to the Gods I'll truſt my Cauſe. 
Is ruſhing upon Jupiter, and is held again. 

Jupit. Poor Man; how I contemn theſe idle Threats? 
| Were Idiſpos'd, thou might'ſt as ſafely meet 

The Thunder launch'd from the red Arm of Jove- 
(Nor Jove need bluſh to be Alcmena's Champion) 

But in the Face of Thebes, ſhe ſhall be clear'd :. 

And what J am, and what thou art, be known. 
- þ« Attend, and I will bring convincing Proof, 

Amph. Thou wou'dſt elude my Juſtice, and eſcape;. 
But 1 will follow thee, through Earth, and Seas; 

Nor Hell ſhall hide thee from my juſt Revenge. 

Jupit. I'll ſpare thy Pains : it ſhall be —_—_ ſeen, 
Betwixt us two, who ſeeks, and who avoid... 
Come in my Friends: and thou who ſeem'ſt Amphitryon; 
That all who are in doubt, may know the true. 

Jupiter re-enters the Houſe: with him Amphitryon, 
Alcmena, Polydas, Tranio, and Guards. | 
Merc, Thou Grips, and you Bromia; ſtay with Phedra : 

[ To Grip. and Brom. who are followéing. 
Let their Affairs alone, and mine we ours: 
Amphitryon's Rival ſhall appear a God: 
But know beforehand, I am Mercury; 
Who want not Heav'n, while Phadra is on Earth. 

Brom. But, and 't pleaſe your Lordſhip, is my Fel- 
low Phadra to be exalted into the Heav'ns, and made 
a Star? 


Phad; 
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Phad. When that comes to paſs, if you look up as 
nights, I ſhall remember old Kindneſs, and vouchſafe 
to twinkle on you, 

Enter Soſia, peeping about him: and ſeeing Mer- 
| cury, is ſtarting back, 

Soſ. Here he is again; and there's no paſſing by 
kim into the Houſe, unleſs I were a Spright, to glide 7 
in through the Key-hole. I am. to be a Vagabond, 
X find. | - | 

Merc, Soſia, come back, 

Soſ. No I thank you: you may whiſtle me long 
enough; a beaten Dog has always the Wit to avoid 
his Maſter. 

Merc. I permit thee to be Soſia again. 

Soſ. Tis an unfortunate Name, and I abandon it: 
he that has an Itch to be beaten, let him take it up 
for —_ What have I ſaid now! I mean for 
me; for I neither am nor will be Soſia. 

Merc, But thou may'ſt be ſo in Safety: for I have 
acknowledg'd my ſelf to be God Mercury. 

Soſ. You may be a God, for ought 1 know; but 
the Devil take me if ever I worſhip you; for an un- 
merciful Deity, as you are. | 

Merc. You ought to take it for an Honour to be 
drub'd by the Hand of a Divinity. 

Soſ. 1 am your moſt humble Servant; good Mr. God; 
| but by the Faith of a Mortal, 1 cou'd well have ſpar'd 

1 the Honour that you did me. But how ſhall I be ſure 
Fi that you will never aſſume my Shape again? 1 
14 Merc, Becauſe I am weary of wearing ſo villanous ö 
I! an Outſide. 

Ii Soſ. Well, well; as villanous as it is, here's old 
| | Bromia will be contented with it, 

Ti Brom. Yes, now J am ſure that I may chaſtiſe you 
| ſafely: and that there's no God, lurking under your 
F' Appearance. 1 | 

| Soſ. Ay; but you had beſt take heed how you at- 
tempt it : for as Mercury bas turn'd himſelf into me; 
1 ſo 1 may take the Toy into my Head, to turn my 
1 ſelf into Mercury, that I may ſwinge you off, con- 
1 dignly. | | S Mere, 
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Merc. In the mean time, be all my Witneſſes, that 

take Phædra for my Wife of the left hand; that is, 
in the Nature of a lawful Concubine. 

Phæd. You ſhall pardon me for believing you, for 
all you are a God : for you have a terrible ill Name 
below: and I am afraid you'll get a Footman, inſtead 
of a Prieſt to marry us. 

Merc. But here's Gripus ſhall draw up Articles be- 
twixt us, | 

Phæd. But he's damnably us'd to falſe Conveyan- 
eing: - Well be it ſo: for my Counſel ſhall over- 
look 'em before 1 Sign: Come on, Gripus ; that L 
may have him under black and white. 

Here Gripus gets ready Pen, Ink, and Paper: 

Merc. With all my Heart; that IJ may have thee 
under black and white hereafter. = 

Phad. [To Grip.) Begin, begin; Heads of Articles 
to be made, c. betwixt Mercury, God of Thieves 

Merc, And Phadra, Queen of Gypſies. — Imprimis, 
I promiſe to buy and ſettle upon her an Eſtate, con- 
taining Nine thouſand Acres of Land, in any Part of 
Bœotia, to her own Liking. 

Phad. Provided always, that no Part of the ſaid 
Nine thouſand Acres ſhall be upon, or adjoining to 
Mount Parnaſſus: for I will not be fobb'd off with a 
Poetical Eſtate. : 

Merc. Memorandum, that ſhe be always conſtant to 
me; and admit no other Lover. 

Phad. Memorandum, unleſs it be a Lover that of- 
fers more: and that the Conſtancy ſhall not exceed 
the Settlement. | 

Merc. Item, that ſhe ſhall keep no Male Servants 
in her Houſe 2 Item, no Rival Lap-Dog for a Bed- 
3 Item, that ſhe ſhall never pray to any of the 

ods. 

Phad. What, wou'd you have me an Atheiſt? 

Merc. No Devotion to any He-Deity, good Phædra. 

Brom. Here's no Proviſion made for Children yet. 

Phed. Well remember'd, Bromia : I bargain that 
my eldeſt Son ſhall be a Hero, and my eldeſt Daugh- 
tes a King's Miſtreſs, Merc, 


AMPHITRYON. 


. Merc. That is to ſay, a Blockhead, and a Harlot, 
Phædra. fy 
Phed. That's true; but who dares call em ſo} Then 
for the Younger Children: but now I think 
on't, we'll have no more, but Maſs and Miſs; for the 
reſt wou'd be but chargeable, and a Burden to the 
Nation. 
Merc. Ves, yes; the Second ſhall be a Falſe Pro- 


oy : he ſhall have Wit enough to ſet up a New Re- 


igion: and too much Wit to die a Martyr for it. 
Phed. O what had I forgot? there's Pin Mony, and 

Ali-mony, and Separate Maintenance, and a thouſand 

Things more to be conſider'd; that are all to be tack'd 


to this Act of Settlement. | 


Soſ. I am a Fool, I muſt confeſs; but yet I can 
ſee as far into a Mill-ſtone as the beſt of you: I have 
obſerv'd that you Women-Wits are commonly ſo 
quick upon the Scent, that you often over-run it: 
Now I wou'd ask of Madam Phedra, that in caſe Mr. 
Heaven there, ſhou'd be pleas'd to break theſe Arti- 
es. in what Court of Judicature ſhe intends to ſue 

im? | - 
_ Phad. The Fool has hit upon' t Gods, and 
great Men, are never to be ſued; for they can always 
ow Privilege of Peerage :: and therefore for once, 


onſieur, I'll take your Word; for as long as you 


love me you'll be ſure to keep it: and in the mean 

time I ſhall be gaining Experience how to manage 

ſome rich Cully; for no Woman eyer made her For- 

tune by a Wit. | | 

It Thunders; and the Company within Doors, Amphi- 
tryon, Alcmena, Polydas, and Tranio, all come run- 


ning out, and join with the reſt, who were on the 
Theatre before. 


Amph. Sure *tis ſome God: he vaniſh'd from our 


Sight, | 
And told us, we ſhou'd fee him ſoon return. 
+ Alc, I know not what to hope, nor what to fear. 
A ſimple Errour, is a real Crime; : 
And unconſenting Innocence is loſt, 


of 


No Fame, in Jove's Concurrence, can be loſt : - 


AMPHITRYON: or 

A ſecond Peal of Thunder. After which, Jupiter 

| appears in a Machine, 

Jup. Look up, Amphitryon, and behold above 

Th' Impoſtor God, the Rival of thy Love: 

In thy own Shape, ſee Jupiter appear, 

And let that Sight ſecure thy jealous Fear, 
Diſgrace, and Infamy, are turn'd to boaſt : 

W hat he enjoys, he ſanctifies from Vice; 

And by partaking, ſtamps into a Price. 

'Tis 1, who ought to murmur at my Fate; 
Forc'd by my Love, my Godhead to tranſlate; 
When on no other Terms I cou'd poſſeſs, 

But by thy Form, thy Features, and thy Dreſs; 
To thee were giv'n, the Bleſſings that J ſought, 
W hich elſe, not all the Bribes of Heav'n had bought). 
Then take into thy Arms thy envy'd Love; 
And, in his own Deſpight, triumph o'er Jove. 

Merc. [aſide.) Amphitryon and Alcmena both ſtand 
mute, and know not how to take it, 

Soſ. | aſide.) Our Sovereign Lord Jupiter is a fly 
Companion; he knows how to gild a bitter Pill. 

Jup. From this auſpicious Night ſhall riſe an Heir, 
Great, like his Sire, and, like his Mother, Fair: 
Wrongs to redreſs, and Tyrants to difleize 
Born for a World that wants a Hercules. 

Monſters, and Monſter-men he ſhall engage, 
And toil, and ſtruggle, through an Impious Age, 
Peace to his Labours ſhall at length ſucceed; 
And murm'ring Men, unwilling to be freed, 
Shall be compell'd to Happineſs, by need. 
[Jupiter is carry'd back to Heaven. 

Omnes, We all congratulate Amphitryon. 

Merc, Keep your Congratulations to your ſelves, 
Gentlemen: Tis a nice Point, let me tell you that; 
and the leſs that is ſaid of it, the better, Upon the- 
whole Matter, if Amphitryon takes the Fayour of Ju- 
piter in Patience, as from. a God, he's a good Hea-- 


then, 
Soſ. 


— h 


AMPHITRYON: 


Soſ. I muſt take a little extraordinary Pains to 
Night, that my Spouſe may come even with her La- 
dy, and produce a Squire to attend on young Hercu- 
tes, when he goes out to ſeek Adventures; that when 
his Maſter kills a Man, he may ſtand ready to pick 
his Pockets; and piouſly relieve his aged Parents, Ah, 
Bromia, Bromia ; if thou hadſt been as handſome and 
as young as Phadra; I ſay no more, but ſome-body 
might have made his Fortunes as well as his Maſter, 
and neyer the worſe Man neither. 

For, let the wicked World ſay what they pleaſe, 
The fair Wife makes her Husband live at Eaſe: 
The Lover keeps him too; and but receives, 

Like Jove, the Remnants that Amphitryon leaves: 
*Tis true, the Lady has enough in ſtore 

To ſatisfy thoſe two, and eke two more: 

In fine, the Man, who weighs the Matter fully, 
Wou'd rather be the Cuckold, than the Cully. 
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Spoken by Phædra. Mrs. Mountfort. 


| FR thinking, (and it almoſt makes me mad,) 
- I How ſweet a Time thoſe Heathen Ladies had. 
Idolatry was ev'n their Gods own Trade; | 
They worſhipe the fine Creatures they had made. 
Cupid was chief of all the Deities , 
And Love was all the Faſhion, in the Skies, 
When the ſweet Nymph held up the Lily Hand, 
Jove was her humble Servant at Command, 
The Treaſury of Heav'n was ne'er ſo bare, 
But ftill there was a Penſion for the Fair. 
In all his Reign, Adult ry was no Sin; 
For Jove the good Example did begin. 
Mark, too, when he uſurp'd the Husband's Name; 
How civilly he ſav'd the Lady's Fame. 
The ſecret Joys of Love he wiſely hid; 
But you, Sirs, boaſt of more, than e'er you did. 
| You teize your Cuckolds; to their Face torment em; 


But Jove gave bis neu Honours to content him. 
| And, in the kind Remembrance of the Fair, 
4 On each exalted Son beftow'd a Star. 


For theſe good Deeds, as by the Date appears, 


His Godſhip flouriſh'd full two thouſand Years, 
At laſt, when he and all his Prieſts grew old, 
The Ladies grew in their Devotion cold ; 


And, that falſe Worſhip wou'd no longer hold. 


Severity, 
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EPILOGUE: 


1 
2 


ty of Life did next begin; 


eri 


5 


hard, in Practice, lies, 


That, the next Age may ſee another riſe, 


(And always does, when we no more can Sin.) 


- 


Then, Pagan Gods may, once again, ſucceed; 
And Jove, or Mars, be ready, at our Need, 
To get young Godlings; and, fo, mend our Breed 


That Doctrine, too, ſo 
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DEA EG G2 Ee ASE 
To the Right Honourable the 


Fart of ROCHESTER 


Knight of the mojſi Noble Order E the 
Garter, &c. 


| is enough for your Lordſhip to be conſcious 
to yourſelf of having perform'd a juſt and ho- 
nourable Action, in redeeming this Play from the 
Perſecution of my Enemies; but it would be In- 
gratitude in me, not to publith it to the World. 

That it has appear'd on the Stage, is principally 
owing to you: That it has ſucceeded, is the Ap- 
probation of your Judgment, by that of the Pub- 
lick. *Tis juſt the Inverſion of an Act of Parlia- 

ment: Your Lordſhip firſt fign'd it, and then it 
was paſs'd amongſt = Lords and Commons. The 

Children of old Men are generally obſerv'd to be 
ſhort-liv'd, and of a weakly Conſtitution : How 
this may prove I know not; but hitherto it has 
promis'd well: And if it ſurvive to Poſterity, it will 
carry the Noble Name of its Patron along with it; 

or, rather, it will be carried by yours to After- ages. 
Arigſto, in his Voyage of Aſtolpho to the Moon, has 
given us a fine Allegory of two Swans; who, when 
Time had thrown the Writings of many Poets in- 
to the River of Oblivion, were ever in a Readineſs 
to ſecure the Beſt, and bear them aloft, into the 
Temple of Immortality. Whether this Poem be of 
that Number, is left to the Judgment of the Swan 
who has preſerv'd it: And tho” I can claim little 

from his Juſtice, I may preſume to value myſelt 


Vol. VI. Li 3 upon 
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The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 


upon his Charity. It will be told me, that I have 


miſtaken the Iialian Poet, who means only that 


ſome excellent Writers, almoſt as few in Number 
as the Swans, have reſcued the Memory of their 
Patrons from Forgetfulneſs and Time; when a 
vaſt Multitude of Crows and Vulturs, that is, bad 
Scriblers, Paraſites and Flatterers, oppreſs'd by the 
Weight of the Names which they endeavour'd to 
redeem, were forc'd to let them fall again into 


Lethe, where they were loſt for ever. If it be thus, 


my Lord, the Table would be turn'd upon me: 
But I ſhould only fail in my vain Attempt: For 
either ſome other Immortal Swan will be more 
capable of ſuſtaining ſuch a Weight, or you who 
have fo long been converſant in the Management 
of great Affairs, are able with your own Pen to do 
Juſtice to yourſelf; and at the ſame time, to give 
the Nation a clearer and more faithful Inſight into 
thoſe Tranſactions, wherein you have worthily 
ſuſtain'd ſo great a Part. For to your Experience 
in State Affairs, you have alſo join'd no vulgar 
Erudition ; which all your Modeſty is not able to 
conceal : For to underſtand critically the Delica- 
cies of Horace, is a Height to which few of our 
Noble Men have arriv'd: And that this is your de- 
ſzrv'd Commendation, I am a living Evidence; as 
far, at leaſt, as I can be allow'd a competent Judge 
on that Subject. Your Aﬀection to that admirable 
Ode, which Horace writes to his Mecænas, and 
which I had the Honour to inſcribe to you, is not 
the only Proof of this Aſſertion. You may pleaſe 
to remember, that in the late happy Converſation, 
which I had with your Lordſhip, at a Noble Rela- 


tion's of yours, you took me aſide, and pleas'd 


yourſelf with repeating to me, one of the moſt 


beautiful Pieces in that Author. It was the Ode to 
Barine, wherein you were ſo particularly affected 
with 
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with that elegant Expreſſion, Fuvenumgut prodis 


N cura. There is indeed the Virtue of a whole 
oem in thoſe Words; that curioſa felicitas, which 
Petronius ſo juſtly aſcribes to our Author. The 
Barbarity of our Language is not able to reach it: 
Yet, when I have leifure, I mean to try, how 
near I can raiſe my Engliſb to his Latin: Tho' in 
the mean time, I cannot but imagine to myſelf, 
with what Scorn his ſacred Janes would look on 
ſo lame a Tranſlation as I could make. His Re- 
calcitrat undique tutus, might more reaſonably be 
applied to me, than he himſelf applied it to Aug 
tus Ceſar, I ought to reckon that Day, as very 
fortunate to me, and diſtinguiſh it, as the An- 
tients did, with a whiter Stone ; becauſe it fur- 
niſh'd me with an Occaſion of reading my Cleo- 
menes to a beautiful Aſſembly of Ladies, where 
your Lordſhip's three Fair Daughters were pleas'd 


to grace it with their Preſence: And, if 1 may 


have leave to ſingle out any one in particular, there 
was your admirable Daughter-in-Law ; ſhining, 
not like a Star, but a Conſtellation of herſelf; a 
more true and brighter Berenice, Then it was, 
that whether out of your own Partiality, and In- 
dulgence to my Writings, or out of Complaiſance 
to the fair Company, {who gave the ßiſt good 
Omen to my Succels, by their Approbation) your 
Lordſhip was pleas'd to add your own: And atter- 
wards to repreſent it to the Queen, as w holly in- 
nocent of thoſe Crimes, which were laid un; Nast 
to its Charge. Neither am I to forget my char 

ing Patrone eſs ; ; tho' the will not allow my public 


Addreſs to her, in a Dedication ; but Protects me 


unſeen, like my Guardian- Angel; and ſhuns my 
Gratitude, like a Fairy, who is bountiful by ſtealth, 
and conceals the Giver, when ſhe beſtows the Gitt. 
But my Lady Silvia has been juſter to me, aud 
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The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 


pointed out the Goddeſs, at whoſe Altar I was to 


pay my Sacrifice and Thanks-Offering. And had 
ſhe been filent, yet my Lord Chamberlain him- 
ſelt, in reſtoring my Play, without any Alteration, 
avow'd to me, that I had the moſt Earneſt Sollici- 
treſs, as well as the Faireſt, and that nothing cou'd 
be refus'd to my Lady Hyde. 


Theſe Favours, my Lord, receiv'd from your- 


ſelf, and your noble Family, have encourag 'd me 


to thts Dedication ; i I not only give you 
back a Play, which, had you not redeem d it, had 
not been mine; but allo at the lame time, a cate 
to you the unworthy Author, with my inviolable 
Faith, and (how mean ſoever) my utmolt Service: 
And | ſhall be proud to hold my Dependance on 
you in Chief, as I do part of my ſmall Fortune in 
I/Piutfhire. Your Goodneſs has not been wanting 
to me, during the Reign of my we Maſters. And 
even from a bare Treaſury, my Succeſs has been 
contrary to that of Mr. Cawley; and Gicleon's Fleece 
has then been moiſten'd, when all the Ground has 
been dry about it. Such and ſo many Provocations 
of this Nature, have concurr'd to my invading of 
your Modeſty, with this Addreſs. I am ſenhble 
that it is in a manner forc'd upon you. But your 
Lordſhip has been the Ageretlor in this Quarrel, 
by ſo many Favours, which you were not weary of 
conſetring on me, tho', at the ſame time, I own 
the Ambition on my Side, to be ever eſteem'd, 


Your Lor ſhip's mot thankful, 


and mot Obedient Servant, 


JouN DRY DEN. 
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T ts now ſeven or eight Years fince I deſign'd to aurite 

this Play of Cleomenes; and my Lord Falkland, 
(whoſe Name I cannot mention without Honour, for the 
many Favours ] hawe received from him) is pleasd to 
eviineſs for me, That in a French Book avhich I preſented 
him about that time, there avere the Names of many Subjecs 
that ] had thought on for the Stage; among /t which, this 
Tragedy was one. This was out of my Nemembrance; 
but my Lord, on the Occaſion of flopping my Play, took the 
Oppertunity of doing me a goed Office at Court, by repre- 
ſenting it as it awas a Piece long ago defign'd ; Which being 
fadicicuſiy treated, I thought evas capable of moving Com- 
paſſion en the Stage. The Succeſs has guftified my Opinion, 
and that at a time auen the World is ruuning mad after 
Farce, the Extremity of bad Poetry, or rather the Fudg- 
ment that is fallen upon Dramatick Writing, Were I in 
the Humour, I have ſuficieat Cauſe to expoſe it in its true 
Colours; but having for once eſcap'd, I will forbear my 
Satire, and only be thankful for my Deliverance, A great 
Part of my good Fortune, I wtf? confofs, is owing to the 
Juſtice which was done me in the Performance I can” 
fearcely refrain from giving every one of the Actors their 
particular Commendations ; but none of them will be offend- 
ed, if 1 jay what the Town has generally granted, that 
Mrs. Barry, alas excellent, has, in this Tragedy, ex- 
cell'd herſelf, and gain'd a Reputation beyond any Woman 
«ver 1 have ever jeen en the Theatre, After all, it awas 
a beid Attcmpt of mine, to write upon a fingle Plat, un- 
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mix d with Comedy; which tho it be the natural and 
true Way, yet is not to the Genius of the Nation. Yet to 
 gratify the barbarous Party of my Audience, I gave them a 
Hort Rabble- Scene, becauſe the Mob (as they call them) are 
repreſented by Plutarch and Polybius, avith the ſame Cha- 
racter of Baſeneſs and Coabardice, which are here deſcrib'd, 
zn the laſt Attempt of Cleomenes. They may thank me, if 
they pleaſe, for this Indulgence; for no French Poet would 
have allow'd them any more than a bare Relation of that 
Scene, which debaſes a Tragedy to ſhow upon the Stage. 
For the reſt, ſome of the Mechanick Rules of Unity are 
obſervd, and others are neglected. The Action is but one, 
ewhich is the Death of Cleomenes ; and every Scene in the 
Play is tending to the Accompliſhment of the main Deſign. 
The Place is likewiſe one; for "tis all in the Compaſs of 
Alexandria, and the Port of that City. The Time might 
eafily have been reduc'd into the Space of twenty four Hears, 
if I would hae omitted the Scene of Famine, in the fifth 
AR: but it pleas'd me to try how Spartans could endure it; 
and, beſides, gave me the Occasion of writing that other 
Scene, Heat Cleomenes and his ſaſpected Friend; and, 
in ſuch a Cafe, *tis better to treſpaſs en a Rule, than leave 
out a Beauty, 
As for other Objedione, I never heard any worth an- 
fevering; and leaft of all that fooliſi one, which is rais'd 
againſt me by the Sparks, for Cleomenes ot accepting the 
Fawuurs of Caſſandra. They arculd not hade refus'd a 
fair Lady. I grant they would not; but let them grant me, 
That they are not Hero's : and Jo much for the Point of 
Honour. A Man might have pleaded an Excufe for himſelf, 
if he had been faijſe to an old Mie, fer the /ate of a young 
HMiftrejs; but Cleora was in the Flower of her Age, and 
it a, yet but Honey-moon with Cleomenes: and /o much 
for Nature. Some bawde told me, That many of the fair 
Sex complain for want of tender Scenes, and ſoft Expre{/ions 
of Lowe: I will endeavt ur to mate them ſome amends, if 
I avrite again; and my next Heroe hall be no Spartan. 

J know it will be here expected, that I ſhould aorite 

|. fomenvbat concerning the Forbidding of my Play; but the 
1 4% 1 ſoy of it, the better. And brjides, Iͤ awas Jo litthe 
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concern'd at it, that had it not been on Confideration of 
the Actors, who were to ſuffer on my Account, 1 ſhould not 
have been at all ſollicitous, whether it were play d, or no. 
No Body can imagine, that in my declining Age I write 
willingly, or that I am defirous of expoſing, at this Time 
of Day, the ſmall Reputation which I have gotten on the 
Theatre. The Sub/iftence which 1 had from the former 
Government, is loſt; and the Reward I hawe from toe 
Stage is fa little, that it is not worth my Labour. 

As for the Reaſons which avere given for ſuſpending the 
Play, it ſeems they ewwere ſo ill founded, that my Lord 
Chamberlain no faoner took the Pains to read it, but they 
waniſh'd; and my Copy was reſtor d to me, without the 
leaſt Alteration by his Lordſhip. *'Tis printed as it was 
acted; and I dare aſure ycu, that there is no Parallel to 
be found: *Tis neither Compliment, nor Satire; but a plain 
Story, more ſtriely followed than any which has appear'd 
upon the Stage. *Tis true, it had been garbled before by 
the Superiors of the Play-houſe : and I cannot reaſonably 
blame them for their Caution, becauſe they are anſwerable 
for any thing that is publicly repreſented: And their Leal 
for the Government is fuch, that they had rather loſe the 
beft Poetry in the World, than give the leaſt Suſpicion of 
their Loyalty, The ſhori is, that they were diligent enough 
fo make jure Fork; and to geld it ſo clearly in ſome places, 
that they took away the very Manhood of it: TI can only 
apply to them, ewhat Caſſandra /ays ſomewhere in the Play 
to Ptolemy ; | 


To be fo nice in my Concerns for you; 

To doubt where Doubts are not; to be too fearful; 
To raiſe a Bug-bear Shadow of a Danger ; 

And then be frighted, tho” it cannot reach you. 


Plutarch zs particularly fond of Cleomenes his Charac- 
ter; who as he wwas the laſt of the Spartan Heroes, fo be 
Was, in my Opinion, the greateſt. Ewen his Enemy, Poly- 
bius, 7%“ ergag'd In the contrary Faction, yet ſpeaks Ho- 
nourably of bim; and eſpecially of his laſt Action in 
Egypt. 

What 
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What I have added to the Story, is chiefly the Love of 
Agathoclea, the King's Miftre/s; whoſe Name I have 
chang'd into Caſſandra, only for the better Sound: As 1 
have alſo the Name cf Nicagoras, into that of Cœnus, 
for the ſame Reaſon. Crateſiclea, Pantheus, and Soſi- 
bius, are to be found in the Story, with the ſame Cha- 
raters aubich they have in the Tragedy, There is like- 
eviſe mention made of the Son of Cleomenes, who had 
Reſolution enough to throw himſelf headlong from a Tower, 
coben he had heard of his Father's ill Succeſs. And for 
Cleora, whom I make the ſecond Wife of Cleomenes (fer 
LEgiatis was dead before) you wwill find a Hint of ber 
zn Plutarch; for he tells us, that after the Loſs of the 
Battle at Sellaſia, he return'd to Sparta, and entring his 
own Houſe, was there attended by a Free-born Woman of 
Megalopolis. 

The Picture of Ptolemy Philopater, 7s given by the 
foremention'd Authors to the full, Both agree that he was 
an Original of his Kind; a Lazy, Effeminate, Coxvardly, 
Cruel, and Luxurious Prince, manag'd by his Favcurite, 
and injosd on by his Mitre. The Son of Soſibius, 
dem I call Cleanthes, avas @ Friend to Cleomenes: But 
Plutarch /ays be at length fi, h Him. I hawe giv'n him 
a fairer Character, and made it only a ſeeming 1 reachery, 
ewhich be practis d. If any be fo curicus to enquire what 
b came of Caſſandra, who's Fortune was left in ſuſpence 
4 4a the Conch fron of the Play, I muſt firſt inferm them, 
that after the Death of Clcomenes, ithe Heroe of my 
if Poem) I was otl;o'd by the Laws of the Drama, to let 
jl Fall the Curtain immediately; becauſe the Action was thin 
4 concluded. But Poly bius tells us, that ſhe ſur wi, Ptole- 
my, who reign'd about twenty ſeven Years ; that with ber 
Brother Agathocles, /be gowern'd Egypt in the Ainority 
of his Sen Ptolemy Epiphancs ; and that finally, for op— 
preſſing of the People, both the Brother and Sifter were 
Hain na popular Inſarredtion. 

T here is nothing remaining, but my Thanks to the Town 
| in generah, and to the fair Ladies in particular, fer iheir 
th kind Reception of my Play. And tho I cannot retradt 
l what I ſaid before, that I was not much concern'd in my 
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own particular, for the Embargo which ævas laid upon 
it: Yet 1 think myſelf oblig'd, at the ſame time, to render 
my Acknowledgment to theſe Honourable Perſons, who avere 
inſtrumental in the freeing it. For as it was from a Prin- 
ciple of Nobleneſs in them, that they would not ſuffer one to 
want, who was grown old in their Service: So it is from 
a Principle of another Sort, that I hawe learn'd to poſſeſs 
my Soul in Patience, and not to be much diſquieted <vith any 
Diſappointment of this Nature, 
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Spoken by Mr. Mount ford. 


Dink, or hope, at leaſt, the Coaſt is clear, 

That none but Men of Writ and Senſe are here: 
That our Bear- Garden Friends are all away, 
FP ho bounce with Hands and Feet, and cry Play, Play: 
Who to Jawe Coach-hire, truge along the Street, 
Then print our matted Seats with dirty Feet; 
Who, while awe ſpeak, mate Love to Orange-Wenches, 
And between As fland ſtrutting on the Benches : 
Where got a Cock-horſe, making vile Grimaces, 
They to the Boxes ſhow their Booby Faces. 
A Merry- Andrew ſuch a Mob will ſerve, 
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And treat them with /uch Wit as they deſerve x ? 
Let 'em go people Ireland, where there's need [ 
Of /uch new Planters to repair the Breed; - 


Or to Virginia or Jamaica /eer, 

But have a Care of ſome French Privateer ; 
For if they ſhould become the Prize of Battle, 4 
They'll take em black and white for Iriſh Cattle. | 5 
Ariſe, true Judges, in your own Defence, 8 
Controll thoſe Foplings, and declare for Senſe : 7 
Por ſhould the Fools prevail, they flop not there, 1 
But make their next Deſcent uton the Fair. 

Then rife, ye Fair; for it concerns you moſt, 

That Fools no longer ſhould your Favours boaſt ; 

Iis time you ſhould rencunce em, for ave find 


They plead a ſenſeleſs Claim to Waoman-hind : 


es ns Fr aA 


r "> Jae. oe Ls rs I 
= — — U ͤ— — 4 — hag _— - by. 7 
. r "i. — nm, Q . FI 
s a, — — Ee 0 


— * 


————D2Vů2—— —ê — . — __ 
— 


— — — — 
bon Z — 


— 


Such 


> ns 
— 


— 


— ä — — — 
2 * * — 
r 


1 n 
rr 
r 


1 RO! Ur 


Such Squires are only fit for Country-Towns, 

To flink of Ale, and duſt a Stand with Clowns ; 
I ho, to be choſen for the Land's Protectors, 
Tope and get drunk before their wiſe Electors. 

Let not Farce-Lowers your weak Choice upbraid, 
But turn em over to the Chamber-maid. 

Or if they come to ſee our Tragick Scenes, 

Inſtrudt them wha! a Spartan Hero? means 
Teach em how manly Paſſions ought to move, 
For ſuch as cannot Think, can never Love 
And ſince they needs will judge the Poet's Art, 
Point em with Feſcu's to each ſhining Part. 

Our Author hopes in you, but flill in pain, 

He fears your Charms will be employ'd in wair 
You can make Fools of Wits, aue find each Hour, 
But ts make Wits of Fools, is paſt yeur Power. 


Dramatis Perſonz. 


MEN. 


CL.EOMENES, King of Sparta, Mr. Betterton. 
CLEONIDAS, bs Son by his firſt Fife, Mr. Lee. 
PTOLEMY, King of Egypt, Mr. Alexander. 
SOSIBIUS, his Miniſter of State, Mr. Sandford. 


CLEANTHES, Sen 70SOSIBIUS, 


Friend to CLEOMENES, Captain > Mr, Mountford, 


of PTOLEMY's Guard, 
PAnTHEUS, a Noble Spartan, the 


Mr. Kyna/ton, 
Favourite of CLEOMENES, e 
Cok nus, a Meſſenian Lord, Mr. Hudſon. 
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CRATESICLEA, Molber to CL E O- 
EN E 8, 


b Mrs. Belterton. 
CLEORA, CLEOMENES's Second 


Wife, Mrs. Bracegirdle, 


CASSAND RA, Mi/ire/s to PTOLEMY, Mrs. Barry. 


Prieſts of Apis. A Mariner. Egyptians. Guards. 
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SCENE, The Sea- Port of Alexandria. 
Enter Cleomenes ſolus. 


CLEOMENES. 


Ejected! no, it never ſhall be ſaid, 

1 That Fate had Pow'r upon a Hartan Soul: 

My Mind on its own Centre ſtands unmov'd, 
And ſtable, as the Fabrick of the World: 
Propt on itſelf; ſtill I am Cleomenes 
J tought the Battle bravely, which I loſt; 
And lolt it, but to Macedonians, 
The Succeſſors of thoſe who conquer'd 4/a. 
Twas for a Cauſe too, ſuch a Cauſe I fought, 
Unbounded Empire hung upon my Sword: 


Greece, 
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Greece, like a lovely Heifer, ſtood in view, 


To ſee the Rival Bulls each other gore: 


But wiſh'd the Conqueſt mine. 
I flzd ; and yet J languiſh not in Exile; 
But here in Egypt, whet my blunted Horns: 
And meditate new Fights, and chew my Loſs. 
Ah! why ye Gods muſt C:zomernes wait 
On this Effeminate Luxurious Court, 
For tardy Helps of baſe Egyptian Bands? 
Why have not I, whoſe individual Mind 
Wou'd ask a Nation of ſuch Souls t' inform it, 
Why have not I ten thouſand Hands to fight 
It all myſelf? and make the Work my own ? 
Enter Crateſiclea, Cleora, and Cleonidas. 
Crat. Is this well done? or like the King of Sparta? 
Or like my Son ? to waſte your Time in Tears ? 
What have you done, that you avoid Mankind ? © 
And ſculk in Corners like a guilty Slave? 1 
Cleor. We have been ſeeking you, my deareſt Lord, * 
Thro' all the ſhady Walks and dark Retreats x4 
Of ſecret Care; -that falſe deluding Friend, F 
That only ſooths and keeps you Company, bas 
To prey upon your laſt Remains of Life, 
Cleom. I've heard you —— [Sigg 
Crat. Hear her ſtil!; ſhe tells you true. 
This Melancholy flatters; but unmans you. 
What is it elſe, but Penury of Soul : 
A lazy Froſt, a Numbneſs of the Mind; 
That locks up all the Vigour to Attempt, 
By barely crying, 'tis impoſiible ? 
Cleom. You both miſtake me: That I grieve, *tis true: 


But *tis a Grief of Fury: not Deſpair ! 


And if a manly Drop or two fall down, 

It ſcalds along my Cheeks, like the green Wood 

That ſputt'ring in the Flame works outward into Tears. 
Cleor. Why wou'd you leave me then, and be alone? 

Indeed it was a churliſn kind of Sorrow; 

Indeed it was, t' ingroſs it all yourſelf; 

And not permit me to endure my Share. 


Think you, becauſe I am of tender Mould, 
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J cannot ſuffer and partake your Burdens ? 

Alas I ſuffer more by not partaking. . | 
Cleem, My Wife! my Mother! O] Pm fo divided, 

That I grieve moſt for both, and love both moſt ; 

Two twining Vines about this Elm, whoſe Fall 


Muſt ſhortly very ſhortly cruſh you both : 
And yet I will not go to Ground, 
Without a noble Ruin round my Trunk : 
The Foreſt ſhall be ſhaken when I ſink, 
And all the neighbouring Trees 
Shall groan, and fall beneath my vaſt Deſtruction. 
Crat. That's ſomething yet, an Earneſt of an Action; 
Another Groan or two, and all goes well. | 
Cleom. Well; ] will hve. 
Crat. Thou ſhalt. 
Cleom. I'll try at leaſt. 
Crat. Do not go back: and hate of what thou faidft, 
Cleon. Peace, peace, good Grandmother ; he lives al- 
And conquers too, in ſaying he will try: [ready, 
Nay, if the King of Sparta ſays he'll do't, 
] ask no more than that; 
For tis below a King to tell a Lye. 
Cleor. But where's the Means? 
Cleon. The Means is in the Daring 
Had my own Mother liv'd, and ask'd that Queſtion, 
I ſhould have thought my Father had begot me 
Without her Help; as Pallas ſprung from Fove. 
Cleor. Think'ſt thou, he can defend us all, alone? 
Cleon No tor I mean to help him. 
Cleom. That's my Boy, my hopeful Lion's Whelo, 
| Tales ard kiſſes bim. 
Cleor. So Hector hugg'd his young 4/tyanax ; 
Went out to fight, and never ſaw him more. 
Cleon. But why did not A/yanax go with Hector? 
Crat. Becauſe he was a Child, and could not go. 
Cleon. Was he a Spartan Child? 
Clear, Oh no! a Trojan / 
Cleon. There's it, a Trcan Child: But grant me this, 
There are no Hartan Children, we are born Men, 
And tho' you ſay, I have but fifteen Years, 


We 
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We Spartans take ten Strides before our Age, 
And ſtart beyond dull Nature. 

Clzom. Let me but live to ſhadow this young Plant 
From Blites and Storms; he'll ſoon ſhoot up a Heroe : 
He muſt; I got him in the Pride of Conqueſt ; 

For coming back from my firſt Maiden Battle, 
Wherein 1 made the great Aratus fly, 
And added all his Laurels to my Brow, 
J well remember that I ſpurr'd it hard, 
And like a Meteor, ſhot before my 'Trcops, 
To reach my Love that Night: 1 was a Bridegroom, 
Or icarce had loſt that Name, and ſtealing home, 
According to my Country's modeſt Uſe, 
I found my Zg:atis juſt undreſt, 
Wearying the Gods with Vows for my Return. 
My Tranſport was ſo great, I could not ſtay, 
But kiſs'd, and took her trembling in my Arms; 
And in that Fury of my Love, I ſtampt 
This Image of my Soul. 

Enter Pantheus. 

What. my Pantheus ? 

Where haſt thou been this long long Year of Hours? 

Panth. Where 1 have pait a merry Morning's Walk 
With the beſt Company. 

Cleom. With whom? 

Panth. Why with myſelf, in laughing at the World, 
Making a Farce of Life, where Enaves and Fools, 
And Madmen, that's all Human-kind, were Actors. 

Cleom, And what Part acted you ? 

 Panth, As little as I could : and daily wou'd have leſs, 
So pleaſe the Gods, for that's a wife Man's Part. 

Cleom. Would I could ſhare thy balmy, even Temper, 
And Milkineſs of Blood. 

Panth, You ay. 

Cleom. As how? 

Panth. By but forgetting you has been a King, 

Clem. Then muſt I ruſt in Aoyfpt, never more 
Appear in Arms, and be the Chief of Greece ? 
Now, by yon blue Palace, 


CLEOMENE 5s; 


The Manſion of my great Fore-father Hercules, 
1 would Joſe o'er again Sellaſſa's Field, 
Rather than fight behind, 
When proud Aratus led the Græcian Van. | 
Cleon. What, when the lively Trumpets bade Charge 
The Word of Battle may be Hercules, 
And after our great Grandfire's Name, Aratus 
Cries, Cleomenes, bring you up the Rear. 
Panth. If Fortune takes not off this Boy betimes, 
He'll make mad Work, and elbow all his Neighbours, 
Cleon. My Neighbours ! Little: Elbow all the World, 
And puſh off Kings, like Counters from the Board, 
To place myſelf the foremoſt. | 
Pan. What wilt thou 3 Cockeril, when thy Spurs 
Are grown to Sharpneſs ? 
Cleon. Why ? PII be a Hartan. 
For if I ſaid a King, I ſhould ſay leſs: 
I mean a Spartan while I live on Earth; 
But when in Heavn, Þll ſtand next Hercules, 
And thruſt between my Father and the God. 
Cleor. Do you not view, my Lord, 
As in a Glaſs, your darling Fault, Ambition, 
Reflected in your Son? 
Cleom. My Virtue rather: 
J love to ſee him ſparkle out betime, 
For *twas my Flame that lighted up his Soul: 
Pm pleas'd with my own Work; Fowe was not more 
With Infant Nature, when his ſpacious Hand 
Had rounded this huge Ball of Earth, and Seas, 
To give it the firſt Puſh, and ſee it rowl 
Along the vaſt Abyſs. 
Cleon. My Mother would have had my Youth brought up 
To ſpin with Girls in Sparta. 
G Well ſaid, my Boy; yet Hercules, they ſay, 
Took up the Diſtaff once. 
Cleon. Ves, when he had been conquer'd by a Woman. 
Pantb. [te Cleom. ] One thing [ had forgot, which may 
import you, 
You'll ſuddenly hear News from Greece, 
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Cleom. Thou wert | 5 

Indeed forgetful, not to tell me that; 

For, from my firſt Arrival on this Coaſt, 

This fatal Ægypt, where I fled for Refuge, 

In three long Months I have not heard from Greece. 
What makes thee think I ſhall have News ſo ſoon ? 

Panth. As walking on the Beach, I ſaw a Ship 
Juft entring in the Port, and on the Deck 
Stood Conus. 

Cleom. Cenus, ſaidſt thou? : 

Panth. Yes, our Cenus, the rich Me/enian Lord; 
1 ſaw and knew him, but amidſt the Shouts 
Of Mariners, and buſy Care to ſling | 
His Horſes ſoon aſhore he ſaw not me. 

Cleom. Then ſhall | hear of thee once more, dear Country, 
T fear too ſoon; ſhall hear how proud Antigonus 
Led o'er Eurotas Banks his conquering Troops, 
And firſt, to wondering Sparta ſhew'd a King, 
A King that was not hers : 

Then | ſhall hear of Sacrilege and Murders, 
And Fires, and Rapes on Matrons, and on Maids. 

Panth. Such News we mult expect. 

Cleom. O happy Ghoſis ! 

Of thoſe that fell in the laſt fatal Fight, 
And liv'd not to ſurvive their Country's Loſs. 
Baſe as I was I ſhould have fall'n there too ; 
But firſt have rais'd a Mountain of the Dead. 
To choak their way to Sparta, 

Panth, Thus I knew 
Your Blood would boil, and therefore I delay'd 
So long to tell you Cænus was arriv'd. 

Cleom. Go: 
My Mother, my Cleora, and my Boy — [ $:reking Cleon. 
Your Ears would be polluted with ſuch IIls; 

Which I muſt try to mollify, before 
They reach your tender Hearing. 
Cleor. J obey you. 
But let not Grief diſorder you too much 
For what you loſt. 


For me, while I have you, and you are kind, 
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I aſk no more of Heaven, 
Cleon. J go too, 
Becauſe my King and Father bids me go: 
Elſe, I have Sternneſs in my Soul enough 
To hear of Murders, Rapes, and Sacrilege: 
For thoſe are Soldiers Wark ; aud I wou'd hear *em 
To ſpur me to Revenge. | | 
[Exeunt Crateſiclea, Cleora, Cleonidas. 
Panth. He's here already. 
Now bear it like yourſelf. 
Clom. I'm arm'd againſt it. 
Enter Cœnus, /alutes Cleomenes. 
Cæn. I heard, Sir, you were refug'd in this Court, 
And come to beg a Favour, 
Cleom. Good ! a Favour! 
Sure, thou miſtak'ſt me for the King of ghet; 
And think'ſt I govern here ? 
Can, V are Cleomenes. 
Cleom. No thanks to Heaven for that: I ſhould have dy'd, 
And then I had not been this Cleomenes. 
Panth. You promis'd Patience, Sir. 
Cleom. Thou art a ſcurvy Monitor, I'm patient. 
Do I foam at Lips; 
Or ſtare at Eyes? Methinks I'm wondrous patient, 
Now, thou ſhalt ſee how I can ſwallow Gall. 


I pr'ythee, gentle Cænus, tell the Story 
[ Speaking /oftly, 


Of ruin'd Sparta; leave no Circumſtance _ 

Untold of all their Woes : And I will hear thee; 

As unconcern'd, as if thou told'ſt a Tale 

Of ruin'd Troy. I pr'ythee tell us how 

The Victors robb'd the Shrines, polluted Temples, 

Ranſack'd each wealthy Houſe : No, ſpare me that, 

Poor honeſt Sparta had no Wealth to loſe. 

But when thou com'f to tell of Matrons raviſh'd, 

[ Raijes his Voice, 

And Virgins forc'd ; then raiſe thy Voice, ; 

And let me hear their Howlings, 

And dreadful Shrieks, as in the Act of Rape, 
Panih. Again you are diſtemper'd. 
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Cleom. [ Seftly.] Peace, I am not. 
I was but teaching him to grace his Tale 
With decent Horrour. 
Cen. Your ſick Imagination feigns all this; 
Now hear a Truth, and wonder ! 
Cleom. Has not the Conqueror been at Sparta? 
Cen. Yes. 
Cleom. Nay ; then I know what follows Victory, 
Panth. You interrupt, as if you would not know. 
Cæn. Then if you will imagine, think ſome King, 
Who lov'd his People, took a peaceful Progreſs 
To ſome far diſtant Place of his Dominions ; 
Smil'd on his Subjects as he rode in Triumph, 
And ſtrew'd his Plenty, whereſoe'er he paſs'd. 
Nay, raiſe your Thoughts yet higher, Think fome Deity, 
Some better Ceres drawn along the Sk 
By gentle Dragons, ſcatter'd as ſhe flew, 
Her fruitful Grains upon the teeming Ground, 
And bade new Harveſts riſe. 
Cleom. Do we dream, Pantheus ? 
Panth. No ſure! We are awake—but tis he dreams. 
Cen. The Soldiers march'd, as in Proceſſion, ſlow ; 
And enter'd Saria like a Choir of Prieſts, | 
As if they fear d to tread on holy Ground. 
No Noiſe was heard; no Voice, but of the Cryer, 
Proclaiming Peace, and Liberty to Sparta. 
At that a Peal of loud Applauſe rang out, 
And thin'd the Air, till ev'n the Birds fell down 
Upon the Shouters Heads: The Shops flew open, 
And all the buſy Trades renew'd their Taſks: 
No Law was chang'd, no Cuſtom was controlPd ; 
That had Lycurgus liv'd, or you return'd, 
So Sparta would have ſhown. 
Panth, If this be true ! 
Cleom. If this indeed be true, 
Then farewel Sparta. 
Cæn. Hear me out, 
He reap'd no Fruit of Conqueſt, but their Bleflings ; 
Nor ſtay'd three days in Sparta; ſummon'd thence, 
With ſudden News, that a Barbarian Hoſt | 
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Was enter'd Macedonia ! 
And like a mighty Deluge, rowling on, 
_ Swept all before em. Thus alarm'd, he left us; 
 March'd homeward ; met and fought*em ; nay, and liv'd 


To fay the Field is mine. 
Panth. Dy'd of his Wounds ? | 
Cen. Not ſo; but rm. loud his feeble Voice, 


Io animate his Soldiers, broke a Vein; & 
And in a purple Vomit pour'd his Soul. 


Panth. O bleſsd ! bleſs'd Cænus? for this. happy 


| News. [ Embraces Cœnus. 
Cleom. O Wretch! O born to all Misfortunes ! curſt, 


Curt Cleomenes / : 


Panth. How's this! Are theſe the Thanks you pay the 


4 Who freed your Sparta, and remov'd by Death [Gods ? 


Your only Fatal Foe ! 
Cleom. O blind Pantheus ! * 
Canſt thou not find, that had I but deferr'd 
Sellafia's Fight three Days, but three ſhort Days; 
Fate then had Fought my Battle with Antigonus; 
And I not fighting had been ſtill a King? Fſfought. 
Panth, That's true; but that you knew not when you 
Cleom. Why therefore, once again, curſt Cleomenes ! 
"Tis not to be endur'd, 
hat Fate of Empires, and the Fall of Kings 
Should turn on flying Hours, and catch of Moments. 
Pantb. Now, by my Soul, tis lazy Wickedneſs, 
To rail at Heaven, and not to help yourſelf. 
Heaven's but too kind, in offering you the Means : 
Your Fate, once more, 1s laid upon the Anvil ; 
Now pluck up all the Spartan in your Soul; 
Now ſtretch at every Stroke, and hammer out 
A new and nobler Fortune ; 
Elſe may the peaceful Ground reſtore the Dead, 
And give up old Antigonus again. 
Clicom. | thank thee : Thou haſt added Flame to Fury, 
The Spartan Genius ſhall once more be rouz'd ; 
Our Houſhold Gods, that droop upon our Hearths, 
Each trom his venerable Face ſhall bruſh 
The Macedonian Soot, and ſhine again. 
Panth. Now you confeſs the Spartan. 
Vorl. VI. 
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Cleom. Haſte, Pantheus . 
Iſtruggle like the Prieſteſs with a God; 
With that oppreſſing God, that works her Soul. 
Haſte to Cleanthes, my Zgypiian Friend; 
That only Man that Ægypt ever made: 
He's my Luci na. 2 0 my Friendſhip wants him 
To help me bring to light a manly Birth; 
Which to the wondring World I ſhall diſcloſe, 
Or if he fail me, periſh in my Throes. [ Exeunt. 
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Enten Cleomenes, Cleanthes, and Pantheus. 


Clem. II E King ſent ſor me, ſay'ſt thou! and to 
$4 Council! 
Cicaa. Eng I was coming to you, on that Meſſage, 
Tefe v hen | met Pantbe us. 
Panth. Good Omen, Sir, of ſome intended Good, 
Your Fortune mends: She reconciles apace, 
When .Z2ypr makes th' Advances. 
Clem. Riſe 1 rophet. 
For ſince his Father's Death, this Pie lemy 
Has minded me no more 
Than Boys their laſt Year's Gewgaw's. 
Petition on Petition; Prayer on Player, 
Fe: Aid or free Diſmiſtion, all unanſwer'd; 
As Cleomenes were not worth his Thought; 
Or he, that God, which Eficurus dreamt, 
Diſclziming Care, and lolling on a Cloud. 
Parti, At length, it ſeems, it pleaſes him to wake. 
© Clean. Ves, ſorhimfeli, uot you; he's drench'd too deep, 
To wake on any Call. but his own Danger 
Ty Father, his wiſe Plot, has oviery d 
The Face of Heaven, and ices a gat ering Storm, 
] know not from what Quarter, but it threaten 5, 
And while it threats, he wants ſuch Hands as yours ; 
Bat when tis oer, the thovoithels King returas 
| Ty 
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To native Sloth, ſhifts Sides and flumbers on. 
Panih, Sure, he'll remember to reward thoſe Hands, 
That help'd him from the Plunge. 


Clean. You dream, Panthens, 


Of former Times, when Gratitude was Virtue : 


Reward bim! Yes, like Z#/op's Snake, the Wretch 

That warm'd him in his Boſom : We are Tools, 

Vile abje& things, created tor his Uſe, 

As Peaſts for Men; as Oxen draw the Yoke, 

And then are ſacrific'd. 

Cleom. I would not uſe him ſo. 
Clean. You are not Prolemy : 

Nor is he Cleomenes, 

Cleem. I'll preſs him home, 

To give me my Diſpatch ; few Ships will ſerve 

To bear my little Band and me to Greece; 

T will not aſk him one of his .Zeyprians ; 

No, let him keep 'em all ſor Slaves and Stallions, 

Fit only to beget their Succeſſors. 

Clean. Excepting one AÆgiptian, that's myſelf. 
Cleom, Thou needit not be excepted ; thou art only 

Miſplanted in a baſe degenerate Soil; 

Bur Nature, when ſhe made thee, meant a RI 
Panth, Then if your Father will but ſecond us 
Clean. Sax not promiſe for him, but Vil try. 

Ile loves me: Love and Intereſt ſometimes 

May 5 a Stateſman honeſt. 

Cicom. For the King. 
I know he'll not refuſe us, for he dares not; 
A Coward 15 the kindeſt Animal, 
Tis the moſt giving Creature in a Fright. 
Clean. Say the moſt promifing, and there you hit him, 
Clor. Weil, Pll attack him on the ſhaking ſide, 
That next his fearful Heart. 
Euler Cœnus. 

Caœn. I come to mind you of the late Requeſt, 

You would not hear; Be pleas'd t ingage this Lord, 

And then it may ſucceed. 

Cleom. What wou'dit thou, Canus ? 


7 Cer. I brought along 
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Some horſes of the beſt The/a/ran Breed, 
High-ſpirited and ſtrong, and made for War ; 
Theſe I would fell the King. 
Cleem, Miſtaken Man! 
Thou ſhould'ſt have brought him Whores and Catamites; 


Such Merchandize is fit for ſuch a Monarch. 


Clean. Woudſt thou bring Horſes here toſhame our Men? 
Thoſe very Words of Spirited and War, 
Are Treaſon in our Clime. 

Cleom. From the King downward, (if there be a down- 
From Ptolemy to any of his Slaves) [ward, 


No true AÆgyptian ever knew in Horſes 


The Far Side from the Near. brought 
Clan. Cleomenes told thee true: Thou ſhouldſt ie 
A ſoft pad Strumpet for our Monarch's Uſe. 
Tho' thank'd be Hell, we want not one at home! 
Our Maſter's Miſtreſs, ſhe that governs all. 
Tis well, ye Pow'rs, ye made us but .Zeyprians, 
You could not have impos'd 
On any other People {ſuch a Load 
As an eſſeminate Tyrant and a Woman. 
Cleom. Sell me thy Horſes, and at my Return, 
When I have got from conquer'd Greece the Pelf 
That noble Saria ſcorns, I'll pay their Value. 
Cer. Juſt as you pay'd me for the fair Eſtate 


I fold you there. 


Clem. What's that you mutter? 
Cen. | Aide. ] Nothing: That's what his Hopes are 
worth [ Exit Caen. 
Panth. I fear he's gone away diſſatisfy'd. 
Clean, Ill make it up: Thoſe Horſes I preſent YOu, 
You'll put 'em to the Uſe that Nature meant 'em. 
Cleom. I burden you too much! 
Clean. If you refuſe, you burden me much moie : 
r 
A ſinging Eunuch's Price; a band 5 Fee 
Exceeds this Sum at Court. 
The King expects us. 
Cleom. Come after us, Pantheus ; 


And bring my Boy Clecnidas along. 
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P' ſhew his Youth this baſe luxurious Court. 
- * Juſt as in ſober Sparta we expoſe 
Our drunken Helotzes : Only with deſign 
To wean our Children from the Vice of Wine, [Ex. 


es; 
3 SCENE II. The Apartment of Caſſandra. 
en! 

Enter King Ptolemy, Soſibius with Papers after him, 


. Ptol. No more of Buſineſs. 

. Seſeb. Sir, the Council waits you, 
0 Ptol. Council! What's that? a pack of Bearded Slaves, 

nt. Grave Faces, ſaucy Tongues, and knaviſh Hearts, 

A Ihat never ſpeak one Word but Self's at bottom; 

| The Scavengers that ſweep State-nuſances, 

And are themſelves the greateſt, III no Council. 
Soi. Remember you appointed them this Day. 
Ptol. I had forgot 'twas my Caf/andra's Birth-day. 


Soib. Your Brother Magas daily grows more dangerous, 
And has the Soldiers Hearts, 


Ptol. I'll cut him off. 
So/ib. Not ſo ſoon done as ſaid : The Spartan King 

Was ſummon'd for Advice, and waits without. 

Ptol, His Buſineſs is to wait. 
Sofrb. Be pleas'd to ſizn theſe Papers: They are all 

Of great Concern ! 

Ptol. My Pleaſure is of more. 

How I could curie my Name of Po/emy / 

For *tis ſo long, it aſks an Hour to write it. 

By Heav'n, Vil change it into Fowe or Mars! 

Or any other civil Monoſyliable, 

That will not tire my Hand, | 
Soſib. Theſe are for common Good. [Shewing Papers, 
Ptel. I'm glad of that: 

Thoſe ſhall be ſure to wait. 

S:/z5, Orders to pay the Soldiers, ripe for Mutiny; 

They may revolt. 

Pidl, To whom? 
Serb. The Man you fear: 

Your Brother Magas. 


are 
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rol. That's indeed the Danger: 

Give me the Phyſick; let me ſwallow quicx 
There's P!olemy for that: Now, not one more, 
For every Minute expect Cofandra 
To call me to the Muſick, 
it the ſhould find me at this rare Employment, 
Of fiening out her Treaſures ? 

Se/;5. The rett are only Grants to her you love, 


And Places for her Friends. 


rel. I'll fign 'em all; were every one a Province: 
12 


Paou knowlt her Humour, not to brook Denial! 
And then a Quarre] on her Birth- day too 
Would be of il Preface. [ Srors more Pufers. 
Enter Cailandra, Women. 
Caf. i heard you waited, but you'il pardon me, 
1 v-as no ſooner dreſt. | 
Pal. Thus I begin my Homage to the Day 
[K:/jes her Hand. 
That brought me forth a Miſtreſs, and am proud 
To be your foremoſt Slave. 
Caſ. Our little Entertainment waits; not worth 
A longer Ceremony; pleaſe to grace it? 


Tz S CE N E opens and diſcovers Caſſandra's 
Apartment. Muſicians and Dancers ----- Ptolemy 
leads in Caſſandra. Soſibius fallows----- They jt. 
Towards the End of the Song and Dance, enter 
Cleomenes and Cleanthes on one fide of the Stage, 
where they land. 


0.4 NN dn 


O. zo, pocr /uff ring Heart, no Change endeavour, 
Chuje to ſuſtain the Smart, rather than leave her; 
My raviſp'd Eyes behold juch Charms about her, 


1 can die with her, but not live awithout her. 


One tender Sigh of hers to ſee me languiſh, 


Hall more than pay the Price of my paſt Anguiſh . 
Beware, O cruel Fair, how you ſmile en me, 
Te a kind Look of yours that has undane me. 


II. Lowe 
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Ws 
Lowe has in ſtore for me one happy Minute,, 
And ſhe will end my Pain who did begin it ; 
Then no Day void of Bliſs, of Pieaſure leaving, 


1 Apes ſhall flide away without perceiving © * 


Cupid Hall guard the Door, the more 15 pleaſe Us, 
And keep out Time and Death, ⁊uben they would ſeixe us © 
Time and Death ſball depart, and jay in flying, 


Lowe has found out a way to live by dying. 


After the Mufick is over, Cleomenes /peats. 
Cleom. i Clean. ] Is this the Council of the :Z91p7/an 
And am I call'd upon the grave Debate, [King ? 
To judge of trilling Notes and tripping Feet ? 
Clan. * Fis of a piece with all the reſt of Prolemy l 
A ſinging and a Dancing Government, 
O .Z:gypt, Agypt “ Thou art grown the Lees 
Of all the World; the Slime of thy own Nile. 
Sure, we had neither human Sires, nor Mothers: 
The Sun and Nile begot us: Ware fo cowardly, 
And yet fo proud; ſo many Gods we have, | 
And yet not One | [ wonder, 
Cleom. No more they ſeem to gaze on me with 
Clean. And well they may, to ſee a Man in Agypt. 
[King, Caſland. Soſib. ri/e and come forward. 
Prel. Welcome! Royal Stranger! 
Not only to my Court, but to my Boſom. 
Cleom, I heard you ſent for me; but on what Buſineſs 
Am yet to learn, 
Prol. The greateſt in the World: to ſee the Man, 
Whom ev'n lis Foes extol, his Friends adote, 
And all Mankind admire. 
Cicem. Say rather, Sir, 
A Man forſaken of his better Stars, 
A banifh'd Prince, the Shadow of a King. 
Pol. My Father's Friend. | 
C:com. | maſt not think fo vainly of myſelf, 
To be what you have ſaid, leſt it upbraid you 
10 let your Father's Friend, for three long Months 
Thus dance Attendance for a Word of Audience. | 
M 4 (Caf, 
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Caf. Now by my Soul, *tis nobly urg'd: He ſpeaks 
As if he were in Sparta, on his Throne; [ 4/zae, 
Not aſking Aid, but granting: 

How little looks our Pageant Prince to him ! 
This is the only King lever ſaw, 

Cleom. By all the Gods: when J have ſtood ul E 
Before your Gates, and could not gain Admittance, 

I have not ſigh'd io much for my own Sorrows, 
As I have bluſh'd for your ungenerous Uſage, 

Clean, Nota Word, Ptolemy ? 

Aſtam'd, by all that's good, to be miſcall'd 
A King, when this is Preſent. 

Ciecrn. Think you 'tis nothing 
Fer me to beg ; that I conſtrain my Temper 
Jo ſue for Aid, which you ſhould firſt have offe r'd 7 
Believe me, Ptolemy, a noble Soul 
Does much that aks: He gives you Pow'r Yoblige him. 
Know, Sir, there's a proud Modeſty in Merit, 

Averſe from Begging ; and reſolv'd to pay 
Ten times the Gift it afks. 

Ptol. I have been to blame; 

And you have juſtly tax'd my long Neglect. 
I'm young, and am a Lover; and how far 


Fair Eyes may make ev'n Kings forgetful, look, 


And read my beſt Excuſe. 

Clean. O Miracle! He bluſhes! LA lde. 
The firſt red Virtue J have ever ſeen | 
Upon that Face. 

Ca/. Pm ſorry, Sir, y'have made me your Excuſe ; 
As if I ſtood betwixt the Good you meant, 

And intercepted ev'ry Royal Grace. 
Now in my own Defence I muſt follicit 
All his Concerns as mine: 
And if my Eyes have Pow'r, he ſhould not ſue 
In vain, nor linger with a long Delay. 
Piol. Well! PII conſider. 
Caſ. Say that Word again; 
And I'll confider too. 

Piol. Pr'ythee be ſatisfy'd; he ſhall be aided, 

Or I'll no more be King. 


Clean, 
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Clean. [afide.) When wert thou one] For ſhame, for 
ſhame, ye Gods, 
That e'er you put it in a Strumpet's Power, 
To do ſo good a Deed ! 

Cleom. I am a Spartan, Madam, ſcarce of Words; 
We have but juſt enough to ſpeak our Meaning. 

Be thank'd ; that's all I cou'd have ſaid to owe, 
Had Fove, like you, reſtor'd me to my Crown. 

Seſib. [to Cleom.] The Gods have giv'n you, Sir, the 

ſpeedy Means 
To fatisfy your Debt of Gratitude. 
Cleom. Oh make me Happy: Tell me how this Sword 
(This and my Heart are all that's left me now) 
Can be employ'd to ſerve the Crown of Agypt. 
Clean, [ Afite.) Well ſaid, Father: Thou art a true 
Stateſman. 
So much for ſo much, is the way at Court. 

Soſib. My King has in the Camp a younger Brother, 
Valiant they ſay, but very Popular; 

He gets too far into the Soldiers Grace, 
And inches out my Maſter. 

Cleom. Is the King 

Aſſur'd of this, by any Overt-Act; 
Or any cloſe Conſpiracy reveaPd ? 

Ptol. He has it in his Pow'r to be a Traitor; 
And that's enough. 

Soſib. He has it in his Will too: 

Elſe why this Oftentation of his Virtues, 

His Bounty, Valour, and his Temperance ? 
Why are they thus expos'd to publick View ? 
But as à Venus ſet beſide a Monſter, | 
To make an odious Compariſon ; 

As if his Brother wanted what he boaſts ? 

Ptol. What's to be done with him? 

Caſ. There needs no more, I think, but to contrive, 
With Secrecy, and Safety, to diſpatch him. 

Clean. | Afide.] I thank thee, that thou haſt not cozen'd 
In this Advice : For two good Deeds together [me 
Had been too much in Conſcience for thy Calling. 

Pio/, He Dies, that's out of Doubt. 
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Cicem. Your Brother, Sir! 

Ptol. Why do you aſk that Quoting ? 

Clem. Becauſe I had a Brother 
{Oh Grief to ſay I had, and have not now) 
Wiſe, Valiant, Temp'rate; and in ſhort, a Spartan / 
Had all the Virtues, which your Counſellor 
Impured to your Brother as his Crimes. 

He lov'd. me well; fo well, he could but die, 
To fhew he lov'd me better than his Life; 

He loſt it for me in Sellaſa's Field; 

And went the greateſt Ghoſt of all our Name, 
That ever had a Brother ora King. 

Seb. Wipe off the Tears, that ſtand upon your Eyes; 
Good-nature works too far. Kings have no Brothers: 
What Men call ſuch, are Rivals of their Crowns; 
Yours tim'd his Death, ſo as to merit Grief. 

Who knows, but be laid in, by that laſt Action, 
The means to have hetray'd you, had he liv'd ? | 

Cleom. T wou'd ſay ſomething : but I curb my Paſſion 
Becauſe thou art the Father to my Friend. 

Jo you, Sir, this; If you condemn your Brother, Jo Ptol. 
Only becauſe he's Bounteous, Great, and Brave ; 
Know you condemn thoſe Virtuzs, own you want em. 
Had you a thouſand Brothers, ſuch as he, 

You ought to ſhew vou are above 'em all; 

By caring to reward, and cheriſh 'em, 

As Bocklers of your Crowns in time of War; 

And in ſoft Peace, the Jewels that adorn it. 

Cal. I ſtand corrected, Sir; ne ought to live. 

Pii!. I think ſo tao. 

Sag. ] do not wiſh his Death, 

Howe'er I ſeem'd to give that rugged Counſel. 

Clean. | Hſe. jwell faid again, Father! Comply, comply: 
Follow lhe Son, true Shadow. 

S:/75. Jonly with my Maſter may me ſaſe; 

Bu t there are Mercenaries in the e Army, 

Tmee thouſand Greets, the Flow'r of all our Troop DS, 

Like Wolves indeed among Egypiia' Lam! 
If th-fe rev oit—(! do not ſay they will) 
but if your Brother pleaſe to take the Crown, 
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And be not good enough to let you reign, 
Thoſe Greeks, where-e'er they go, will turn the Scale, 
Prol. What think you, Cleomenes? 
12 C/:om. He ſays true, 
Ptol. Then Magas muſt not live. 
Cleom. That does not follow: 
Fear not thoſe Mercenaries: They are mine: 
Devoted to my Intereſt; commanded by my Nod : 
They are my Limbs of War, and I their Soul, 
Were they in Arms againſt you at your Gates ; 
High in their Rage, and fix'd upon the Spoil, 
Should I ſay, Hold; nay, ſhould I only frown, 
They could not bear my Eyes, but aw'd and maſter'd, 
Like Lions to their Keepers, would couch and fawn, 
And diſobey their Hunger. 
Prol. Wondrous Man!  [Embraces him. 
How I admire thy Virtue! 
Ca/. And his Genius, 
Some are born Kings, | 
Made up of three parts Fire. ſo full of Heav'n, 
It ſparkles at their Eyes: Inferior Souls 
Know them as foon as ſeen, by ſure Inſtinct, 
To be their Lords, and naturally worſhip 
he ſecret God within them. 
Se/ib. Sir, I humbly beg 
A Word in private 
Ptel., Madam! 
Ca/. You may go. 
Sofib. Cleanihes, follow me. [ Ex. Ptol. Soſib. Clean. 
| Euler Cleonidas. 
Cleon. Pantheus brought me hither to attend you. 
Cleom. And thou art welcome, but thou com'ſt too late. 
Ca/. Your Page of Honour! 
Cleon. The Miſtake is caſy in ſuch a Court as this, 
Where Princes look like Pages. 
Cleom. Tis my Son! 
Ca/. 1 muſt have leave to love you, Royal Youth ; 
Above ail Nations | adore a Greek, 
And of all Grecas a Spartan. [ Locking on Cleomenes. 
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Cleom. What he is, 


And what I am, are owing to your Favour. 
Caf. [to Clton.] Shall I not be your Miſtreſs ? 


[ Looking on Cleomenes, 
Cleon. No; for I would not get Agyptians. 
Ca/. For .. Sir, do you take us? 
Cleon. For what you are; 


When the Gods moulded vp the Paſte of Man, = \? 
Some of their Dough was left upon their Hands, 5 
For want of Souls: and fo they made Agyptiaus: = 


They were intended for four Feet; and when 
They come to run before our Noble Spartaxs, 
They'll curſe the Gods for the two Legs they ow'd 'em. 
Caſ. Then ſince you will not let me > be your Miſtreſs, 
Wou'd I had been your Mother, [ Looking fill on Cleom. 
Cleon. So would not I: 
For then I had not been all Spartan. 
Caf. ¶ Afide.) He anſwers not my Glances, ſtupid Man! 
My tender Looks, my languiſhing Regards, 
Are like miſaiming Arrows, loſt in Air, 
And miſs the flying Prey. 
[JJ bile fhe wwaiks, Cleom. and Cleonid. are looking on 
a Picture banging en the Side of the Scenes. 
[She takes out a Pocket Giajs, and looks in it. 
J heſe Eyes, I thank the Gods, 
Are ſtill the ſame: The Diamonds are not dimm'd : 
Nor in their Luſtre loſt in Prolerny ; 
Small Boaſt: Alas! Prolemy has no Soul, 
*Tis what he wants J love in Clecmenes. 
Perhaps he dares not think I would be lov'd, 
Then muſt I make th' Advance; and making, loſe 
The vaſt Prerogative our Sex enjoys, 
Of being courted firſt : Courted ! To what? 
o our own Wiſhes : There's the Point; but ſtill, 
To ſpeak our Wiſhes fir: forbid it, Pride, 
Forbid it, ModeRy : True; they forbid it, 
Pat Nature does not: When we are a thirſt, 
Or hungry, will imperious Nature ftay ? 
Net Eat nor Drink, before *tis bid fall on? 
Well Sex, if this mull be, 


— * 


Wong Fo 


F, 
Fg, VOOR"; 9 e 2 LOTS K WE 5. e N bs 
WA > "Is 8 5 5 . Von 1 ST ot Ls PD Vu 8 BH 8 ' oO ws 4 
F ee e e CEOs 2g a f 
* . T. a I NS 
+ EOS Ns, 


That 


V s 
Y * 4 Þ& * A 
re 525 8 40 dre 
11 Ven,  extons odd WO} 6 ho 
: hy 7 E RR N 
[+ r 1 
r 


— >. 
e TH effi ee 
fan's dls.” 4 ld © 
— * AE e e , IX AT ES 


CLEOMENES. 277 


That J muſt not invite: I may at leaſt be ſuffer'd 
To lay ſome kind Occaſion in his Way, 
That if he dare but ſpeak, he may ſucceed. 

[She turns towards em, and obſerves what they're 
doing. Cleom. turns and meets her; Cleonid. 
looks fill on the Picture. 

Cleom. I durſt not have preſum'd to interrupt 
Your private Thoughts. 
Caſ. They wholly were imploy'd in ſerving you: 
But Dur/t not, and Preſume, are Words of Fear: 
I thought they were not in your Hartan Tongue; 
For my ſake, baniſh 'em: 
On what were you ſo earneſtly employ'd, 
You would not look this way ? 
Cleom. A Picture, Madam. 
Caſ. View it again, *tis worth a ſecond Sight, 
Your Son obſerves it ſill: *twere well to hel 
My Lover's Underſtanding: | Goes with him to the Picture. 
Know you this Piece, young Prince? 
Clean. Some Battle, [ believe ; and in that Thought, 
I gazed with ſuch Delight. 
Cleom. Some Rape, I gueſs. 
Ca/. That's near the true Defign, and yet miſtaken; 
*T'is Paris, bearing from your Spartan Shore 
The Beauteous Helen: How do you approve it? 
Cleom. Not in the leaſt, for tis a ſcurvy Piece. 
Caſ. And yet 'tis known to be 4pe/les Hand. 
The Style is his, you grant he was a Maſter, 
Cleom. *Tis ſcurvy ftill, becauſe it repreſents 
A baſe diſhoneſt Act; to violate 
All boſpitable Rites, to force away 
His BenefaQtor's Wife: Ungrateful Villain! 
And ſo the Gods, th' avenging Gods have judg'd. 
Cleon. Was he a Spartan King that ſuffer'd this? 
Sure he reveng'd the Rape ? 
Cleom. He did, my Boy, 
And flew the Raviſher, 
Ca/, Look better, Sir; You'll find it was no Rape; 
Mark well that Helen in her Lover's Arms: 
Can you not ſee, ihe but aitects to firive ; 
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She heaves not up her Hands to Heav'n for Help, * 
But hugs the kind Companion of her Flight. F 
See how her tender Fingers ſtrain his Sides; 6 
Tis an Embrace; a Graſping of Defire ; 1 
A very Belt of Love, that girds his Waiſt. 
She looks as if ſhe did not fear to fall, | 5 
But only loſe her Lover, if ſhe fell: 4A 
Obſerve her Eyes; how flow they ſeem to row! | 
Their wiſhing Looks, and languiſh on his Face: 
Obſerve the whole Deſtgn, and you wou'd ſwear, 
She raviſh'd Paris, and not Paris, her. 
Cleom. Sparta has not to boaſt of fuch a Woman; 
Nor Troy to thank her, for her ill- plac'd Love. 
Caſ. But Paris had: as for the War that follow'd, 
Twas but a Fable of a Grecian Wit, 
To raiſe the Valour of his Countrymen : 
For Ienelaus was an honeſt Wretch ; 
A tame good Man, that never durſt reſent; 
A mere convenient Huſband, Dull and Slaviſh : 5 
By Nature meant the Thing the Lovers made him. 1 
Cleom. His Goodneſs aggravates their Crime the more. 
Had Menelaus us'd his Helen il], 
Had he been Jealous or diſtruſted both, 
I would allow a Grain or two, for Love; 
And plead in their Excuſe, | 
Caſ. There was their Safety, that he was not Jealous : 
What wou'd you more of him ? he was a Fool, 
And put the happy Means into their Hands. 
Cleom. I cannot much commend my Countryman. 
Caf. Indeed, my Lord, your Country man was dull, 
That did not underſtand fo plain a Courtſhip. 
Have Spartans Eyes for nothing? not to ſee 
So manifeſt a Paſſion ? 5 
Cleom. Ves too well. [Alids. + 
Madam, your Goodneſs int'refts you too much b 
In Helen's Cauſe. I have no more to urge, 
But that ſhe was a Wife: that Word, a Wife, 
Ja ſpite of all your Eloquence, condemns her, 
Ca/. You argue juſtly ; therefore 'twas a Crime: 
But had the been a Miſtreſs, not a Wife, 
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Her Love had been a Virtue, to forſake' 
The nauſeous Bed of a loath'd fulſome King; 
And fly into a ſprightly Lover's Arms. 
; Her Love had been a Merit to her Paris, 
To leave her Country, and what's more, her Kingdom: 
With a poor fugitive Prince to fail. away, | 
And bear her Wealth along to make him happy. 
\ Cleom. You put your Picture in the faireſt Light: 
But both the Lovers broke their plighted Vows; 
He to Oenone, She to Menelaus. 
Ca The Gods that made twoFools, had done morejuftly, 
To have match'd Menelaus with Oe none; 
Think better of my Picture, it deſerves 
A ſecond Thought ; it ſpeaks; the Helen ſpeaks. 
Cleon. It ſpeaks Ægyptian then; a baſedithoneit Tongue, 
Caf. You are too young to underitand her Language. 
[Zo Cleonidas. 
| Do not thank me, Zo Cleomenes. 
| Till J have brought your Buſineſs to Perfection: 
1 Doubt not my Kindneſs; nothing ſhall be wanting 
To make your Voyage happy. | 
Ci:cm, J only fear th' Exceſs of your full Bounty! 
To give me more than what my Wants require. 
[Ex. Cleomenes and Cleonidas. 
Ca/. Meaning, perhaps, my Perſon and my Love! 
would not think it ſo; and yet I fear, 
And while I fear, his Voyage ſhall be hinder'd : 
2 No Breath of Wind 
7 Can ſtir, to waft him hence, unleſs I pleaſe: 
E am the Goddeſs that command the Seas. 
In vain he vows at any other Shrine, 
My Heart is in his Hands; his Fate's in mine. 
| Exit Cailand:a, 
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rere 
rr. SCENE L 


SC E NE, The King's Apartment. 


A Table ſet Ptolemy, Sofibius, Caſſandra /1ting- 
Ptolemy at the upper End; Caſſandra, fitting on one 
Side, Sofibius on the other. | | 


17-7 Muſt confeſs *twas obvious. [Nod: 
Soib. He ſaid he could command 'em with his 


Can he do this with Mercenaries, rais'd | 


Not at his Charge, but yours ? by you maintain'd ? 
What con'd he more, had they een Spartans born ? 
Caſ. What wou'd you hence infer ? 
So/ib, What you obſerv'd : 
Some are born Kings, and io is Clromenes. 
Caf. A great Soul dares not cal! himſelf a Villain: 
He has that Intereſt, and will uſe it nobly; 
To ſerve, and not to ruin his Protector. 
Sofeb. Is Egypt's Safety, and the King's, and Your's 
Fit to be truſted on a bare Suppoſe, 
That he is Honeſt ; Honeſt, let him be; 
But on his own Experiment, not ours 
Man is but Man; Unconſtant ſtill, and Various; 
There's no To- morrow in him, like To- day. 
Perhaps the Atoms rowling in his Brain, 
Make him think honeſtly this preſent Hour; 
The next, a Swarm of baſe, ungrateful Thoughts 
May mount aloft : and where's our -Zgyp7 then ? 
Who would truſt Chance, ſince all Men have the Seeds 
Of Good and 11], which ſhould work vpward firſt ? 
Caſ. All Men! then you are one; and by that Rule, 
Your wicked Atoms may be working now 
To give bad Counſel, that you ſtill may Govern, 
Seb. J would the King would Govern. 
Caf}. Becauſe you think I have too much Command. 
Ptol. Would you would rule me both by Turns, in quiet, 


And let me take my Eaſe! 
Caf, 


ö — 8 : - - 
my" 8 e PE Ns es > Eg q 3 43, „ 
ee , a in A Gt 727 oe de SAT Se ON ty, 52 * . Kc 
DEE i IRE CRE REO ERR Dig „„ . 


And make him formidable to Mankind. 
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Caf. Then my Turn's firſt. 
- Soff6. Our Maſter's Safety, in ſound Reaſon, ought 
To be preferr'd to both. 
Prol. So thinks Caſſandra too. 
Caſ. No; Court Sœſabius, caſt Caſſandra off. 
Ptol. What have I ſaid, or done, | 
To merit this Unkindnels ? | 
Tell me but what you think of Cleomenes, 
And be my Oracle. ; 
Ca/. I know him grateful, 
Seb. To know him grateful, is enough for 7ove. 
Ca/. And therefore not too much for me in A:: 
I fay, I know him honeſt. 
Ptcl. Then I know it. 
Now may Soſibius ſpeak ? 
Caſ. He may: but not to contradict my Knowledge. 
S/i6. Then I concur, to let him go for Greece; 
And wiſh our -Zgypt fairly rid of him. 
For, as our Apis, tho? in Temples fed, 
And under golden Roofs, yet loaths his Food, 
Becauſe reſtrain'd ; and longs to roam in Meads, 
Among the Milky-Mothers of the Herd: 
So, Cleomenes, kept by Force in Ægypt, 
Is ſullen at our Feaſts; abhors our Dainties ; 
And longs to change 'em for his Spartan Broth. 
He may be dang'rous here; then ſend him hence, 
With Aid enough to conquer all he loſt, 


Caſ. He may be formidable then to us, 
That thou wouldf ſay. | 

Sofib. No: for you know him grateful. [Double, 

Caſ. Would thou wouldſt learn to ſpeak without a 
Thou Delphian Stateſman. [ Rz/es. 

Sofib. Would ] could know your Wiſhes that I might: 
I wculd but ſmooth their Way, and make em ealy ! 

[ Bowing. 

Caſ. Good Old Man! [ Smiling. 
A little over Zealous, but well-meaning. 
My Wiſhes are the Honour of my King. 
That Pfolemy may keep his Royal Word; a 
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That I may have an Object worth my Worſhip. | 4/ae. 
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And I my Promiſe to procure this Aid ; 

If to be Miſtreſs, ſignifies Command, 

Let this be done: If not, the King may find 

Another Beauty worthier of his Bed; 

And I another Lover, leſs ungrateful. 

Priel. Let Egypt fink before that fatal Day: 

No, we are one: Caſſandra, we are one: 

Or J am nothing: Thou art Pzo/emy. 

Caſ. Now you deſerve to be the firſt of Kings, 

Becauſe you rank yourſelf the firſt of Lovers: 

What can I do to ſhow Cafandra grateful? 

Nothing but this; 

Lo be ſo nice in my Concerns for you : 

To doubt where Doubts are not: Jo be too fearful : 

To raiſe a Bug-bear Shadow of a Danger, 

And then be frighted, tho' it cannot reach you. 
Sefib. Be pleas d to name your Apprehenſions, Madam. 
Caf. Plain Souls, like mine, judge others by them- 

Therefore I hold our Cleomenes honeſt: dees: 

But ſince *tis poſſible, tho? barely ſo, 

That he may prove ungrateful, 

] would have Pledges given us of his Faith, 

His Wife, his Mother, and his Son, be left 

As Hoſtages in Æęypt. 

Softb, indie 

Some God inſpir'd you with this prudent Counſel. 
Ptol. I thought ſo too, but that I durſt not ſpear. 
Sofeb. Leave me to manage this. 

Caſ. My beſt So/e6:us ! 

But do it ſurely, by the eaſieſt Means, 

Infuſe it gently : Do not pour it down ; 

Let him not think he ſtands ſuſpected here; 

And leaſt of all, by Me! 

Sofeb.” He- hal. not, Madam. 
Now Sir, th' Illumination Feaſt attends you: 
For Apis has appear'd. 
Prol. Why then I muſt be formal, 
Go to the Temple. 
Come my fair Caſſandra, 


Ca), 
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Ca/ The God that I adore is in my Breaſt; 
This is the Temple: This the Sacrifice: 
But to the Pow'rs Divine we make Appeal, 
Wich great Devotion, and with little Leal. 
[Exeunt Ptol. and Caf. 
Soſab. ſolus. Ves, yes, it ſhall be done; but not her Way: 
Call in my Son Cleanthes : This Caſſandra 
Js our enchanting Syren She that ſings 
Our Pzolemy into ſecure Deſtruction: 
In vain I counſel him t'avoid his Ruin: 
Theſe Women-Charmers, Oh they have a Devil 
Too ſtrong to diſpoſſeſs. Call in my Son. 
ä [ Goes to the Door, 


Enter Cleanthes. 
Cleanthes ! Are you Cleomenes Friend, 
Or only ſeem you ſuch ? | 
Chan. To ſeem to be, and not be what I ſeem, 
Are Things my honeſt Nature underſtands not. 
Sgſib. But you muſt love your King and Country more. 
Ciean. Yes, when I have a King and Country 
That can deſerve my Love! 
Ag yp, as Ag ypt is, deſerves it not: | 
A People, baſer than the Beaſts they worſhip : 
Below their Pot-herb Gods that grow in Gardens: 
The King 
Sc/ib. Go to; Young Man, whate'er he be, 
I muit not hear my Maſter vilify'd. 
Clean. Why did you name him then? Were [ at Pray'rs, 
And ev'n for you, whom as my Soul J love, 
It P:o/emy ſhould come acroſs my Thoughts, 
A Curſe would follow where I meant a Bleſſing. 
 Sofeb. * Tis well, tis well I am fo fond a Father; 
Thoſe Woids were Death in any other Mouth; 
] know too much of you, you love the Spartan 
Beyond your King and Country. 
Clean, Tis a Truth 
So Noble; I would own it to the Gods, 
And they be proud to hear it. 
Sc/;b. Confeſs you love him better than your Father. 
Clean. No; but I love him equal with my Father. 
Sofib, Say better, and ſay true: 
If 
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If we were oppoſite, and one muſt fall, 
Whom wouldit thou ſave? 
Clean. Neither; for both would die, 
Before I could reſolve. 
S:/6. If I command thee 
To break thy Friendſhip with him, wouldſt thou? 
Clean, No. ſ more. 
Seb. Why then thou haſt confeſs'd, thou lov'ſt him 
Clean. Not ſo; for ſhould he bid me diſobey, 
Or not love you: Thus would J anſwer him, 
As I have anſwer'd you. 
Sofib., Ungratetul Boy! 
Clean. You bid me tell you true, and this is my Re- 
Seis. Go from my Sight. | Ward, 
Clean. I will; but would not go 
Without your Bleſſing. 
Seb. O, ſo well I love thee, 
That I could curſe thee for not loving me: 
Stay, I would ſend thee on a Meſſage to him, 
But that I fear thy Faith. 
Clean. You wrong my Piety. 
Sib. It much concerns my Intereſt, which is thine 
Wouldſt thou deliver what I have to fay ? 
Wouldſt thou induce his Reaſon to comply; 
Clean, Both; Granting your Propoſal's Honourable : 
If not, employ ſome Mercenary Tongue, 
The Court affords you Store; and ſpare my Virtue, 
Seb. I would have Cleomenes ſent away 
With Royal Aid, 
Clan. You promis'd him he ſhould. [ Voyage. 
Seid. And would have thee perſuade him to this 
Clean, A welcome Errand : Oh my dear, dear Father. 
Sof. But on my Terms, mark that; my Terms, Clean- 
Clean. I fear'd the Stateſman in you. [Bes. 
Sfb. I would have Ægypt ſafe: That's all my Intereſt; 
And therefore he muſt leave behind for Pawns, 
His Mother, Wife and Son. 
Clean. Tis clogging of a Gift: Tis baſe, mean Counſel, 
I hope you gave it not. 
Seſib. No: Twas Caſſandra ! 


But 
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But ſhe would have that Odium caſt on me, 
J am her Beaſt of Burden, and muſt bear it. 
Clean. I never can bely fo good a Father! 
But this I'll do; 
The Meſſage ſhall be faithfully deliver'd, 
And all the Strumpet ſtand expos'd to ſhame. 
Sofb. Thou hit'ſt my Meaning; but he muſt be ſecret, 
Muſt ſeem to take the Favour as from Her ; 
And lay the Hardſhip of the Terms on Me. 
Clean. He ſhall. 
So;b. And thou wilt gild this bitter Pill: 
For there's no other Way to go from hence, 
But leaving theſe behind. 
Clean. A Beam of Thought comes glancing on my 


Soul. [ A/fade. 

T'll undertake it, [To his Father, 
The Pledges ſhall be left. 

Sofeb. My beit Cleanthes : [ Embraces him. 


But haſte, * loſe no Time! 

Cleau. I'm all on Fire to ſerve my Friend and Father. 
[Zx. Cleanthes. 

So/ib. [alone.] This Cleamenes ought to be diſpatch'd ; 

Diſpatch'd the ſafeſt Way: He ought to die; 

Not that I hate his Virtue; but J fear it: 

The kliſtreſs drives my Counſels to the Leeward: 

Now I muſt edge upon a Point of Wind; 

And make ſlow Way. recovering more and more, 


Till I can bring my Veſſel ſafe aſhore. [Ex. Soſib. 


SCENE a Temple evith Illuminations. An Altar, 
Apis painted avove; Priefls and Chorifters, Ptolemy, 
Caſſandra, Courtiers Men and Miemen, all decently 
plac d. Mujick Inſtrumental and Vocal. Then Ptolemy 
rating Caſſandra by the Hand, advances to the Altar 
of Apis, bowing thrice, and gives the High Prieſt a 
Purſe. Soft My, ck all the while Ptolemy and Caſ- 
ſandra are Aubing and Speaking. 


Pl. Soul of the Univerſe, and Source of Life, 
Immortal Apis, thou thrice Holy Fire, 
Hear 
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Hear gyfi's Vows and mine: if as we dream, 
Egyptian Earth impregnated with Flame, 
Splubs the firſt Man ; 
Preſerve thy primitive Plantation here. 
Then for myſelf, thy Type, and thy Vicegerent, 
Row! from my Loins a long Deſcent of Kings; 
Mix'd of Caſſandra s kindly Blood and mine. 
Mine be ſhe only, and ! only hers, 
And when I ſhall reſolve again to thee, 
May ſhe ſurvive me and be Queen of Z#21pt - 
Hear this, and firm it with ſome happy Omen. 
An Avgury por tending good Succeſs ariſes from the Altar. 
Omnes. Apis be prais'd for this Auſpicious Omen. 
[Ptol boxving retires, and ſeems pleas'd. 
Caf. {inecls. ] Great Pow'r of Love! who ſpread'ſt thy 
gentle Fire 
Thro' } human Hearts, art every where ador'd: 
Accept theſe Vows, in ſhew to Apis paid, 
And make his Altar thine: Hear not that Wretch! 
Becauſe his Prayers were not addreſs'd to thee ; 
Or only hear his laſt, that I may reign. 
Make Cleomenes mine, and mine alone: 
Give us a Flight ſecure, a ſafe Arrival; 
And crown our Wiikes in each other's Arms. 
Hear this, and firm it with ſome happy Omen. 
[4 tad Oien ariſes from the Flames of the Altar, 
Ones. Avert this Omen, Apis. 
Ca/: Leite ] Accurs'd be thou, Graſs-eating foddei'd 
Accured d thy Temp! e: moie accurs'd thy Prieits! [God! 
1 ne Gods are theirs, not ours; and when we pray 
For happy Omens, we their Price muſt pay: 
In vain at Shrines th' un2iving Suppliant ſtands : 
This tis to make a Vow with empty Hands: 
Fat Off rings are the Prieftiooc's only Care; 
They take the Money, and Heaven hears the Praye 
Without a Bribe their Oracles are mute, 
And their Inſtructed Gods refaſe the Suit. 


| Exit Caſl, in a Fury, King ard Aitendants folleav. 


Scene clo/cs, 


SCENE 
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SCENE, The Port of Alexandria. 


Enter Cleomenes, and Cleanthes. 


Cl:om. The Propoſitions are unjuſt and hard; 
And if I ſwallow 'em, *tis as we take 
The Wrath of Heaven. 
We muſt have Patience, for they will be Gods, 
And give us no Account of what we ſuffer. 
Clean. My Father much abhors this middle Way, 
Betwixt a Gift and Sale of Courteſy : 
But 'tis the Miſtreſs ; She that ſeem'd ſo kind. 
*T'is ſhe, that bears ſo hard a Hand upon you: 
She that would half oblige, and half affront. 
(Cleom. Let her be what ſhe is: That's Curſe enough, 
But fach a Wife, a Mother, and a Son ! 
Oh ſure, ye Gods! when ye made this vile Zgypr, 
Ye little thought, they ſhould be mortgag'd here! 
My only Comfort 
Is, that I truſt theſe precious Pawns with thee : 
For thou art fo religiouſly a Friend, 
That I would ſooner leave 'em in thy Hands, 
Than if I had Security from Heav'n, 
And all the Gods to aniwer for their Saſciy. 
C:can. Yes, yes; They ſhall be ſafe; 
And thou ſhall have a Pledge, 
As ſtrong as Friendſhip can make over to thee : 
Deny me not, for I muſt go with thee ; 
And ſhare what Fate allots for thee in Greece. 
[Cleomenes looks diſcontented'y, 
Nay, caſt not on me that forbidding Frown ; 
Put let me be their Pawn, as they are thine : 
So 1 ſhajl have thee wholly to myſelf, 
And be thy Wiſe, thy Mother, aud thy Son, 
As thou art all to me. 
Ciccm, Oh Friend! Sig and avipes his Eyes, 
Clean, What wouleft thou ſay, my better Part? 
Clem. No more, but this; that thou art too unkind, 
When even in Kindneſs thou wouldſt over-come. 
Clean. Let me be proud; and pardon thou my Pride. 
Baie 


* 
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Baſe, worthleſs Egypt has no other Pawn, 

To counter-balance theſe, but only me. 

*Twas on ſuch Terms alone, I durſt propoſe it: 
Shalt thou leave theſe ? 

And I not leave a Father, whom I love? 


Come, come, it muſt be ſo. F 
We'll give each other all we have beſides : 1 
And then we ſhall be even. Here they are 1 


J leave thee, Break thoſe tender Ties of Nature, 
As gently as thou canſt; they muſt be broken. 


| | [Gorng, returns. ; 
But when thou ſeeſt Caſſandra, curb thy Spleen | ; 
Seem to receive the Kindneſs as from her ; pi 


And if thou think'| I love thee, for my Sake, . 

Remembring me, ſtrive to forget my Father. wo 

ein. 

Enter Cleora, Crateſiclea, and Cleon idas. 

Cltom. But how can ] ſuſtain to tell *em this, 1 

[ Walking from em. Fg 

Ev'n in the gentleſt Terms! 7 

There are not Words in any Tongue ſo ſoft Fl 

As I would uſe : The Gods muſt have a new one, 5 

If they would have me ſpeak. 5 

Crat. How, King of Sparta When your Fortune ſmiles, 

A Glorious Sun-ſhine, and a Gloomy Soul? =_ 

The Gods love Chearfulneſs, when they are kind; * 

They think their Gifts deſpis'd, and thrown away 
On ſullen thankleſs Hearts. 
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Cicor. I hear, my deareſt Lord, that we ſhall go 

Ciecem. Go! 

Cleon. What a mournful Echo makes my Father f 
By Mars, he ſtifles Go upon his Tongue, ; 
And kills the joyful Sound; he ſpeaks ſo low, | 


That Heaven mutt-liſten, if it hear his Thanks, 

Cleom. Yes, I ſhall go; but how ? 

Cleor. With AÆgypt's Aid. 

Cleon. Withhis own Soul and Sword, a thouſand ſtrong; 
And worth ten AÆgrpts, and their ten thouſand Gods. 

Crat, There's ſomething more in this, than what we 
Some ſecret Anguiſh rowls within his Breaſt, [gueſs; 

That 
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That ſhakes him like an Earthquake, which he preſles, 


And will not give it Vent, I know him well, 
He bluſhes, and would ſpeak, and wants a Voice ' 
And ſtares and gapes like a forbidden Ghoſt, 
Till he be ſpoke to firſt, Tell me, my Son! 
Cleom. Mother, I will—And yet I cannot neither. A/ dea 
Mother! that Word has ſtruck me dumb again: 
For, how can I ſay Mother, and propound 
To leave her here behind, who gave me Life? 
Mother ! and Wife ! and Son ! the Names that Nature 
Moſt loves to ſpeak, are baniſh'd from my Mouth. 
Cleor. Tell us, my Love, the King has chang'd his Mind, 
And has refus'd us Leave; for we can bear it: 
HAaypt is Greece to me, while you are here, 
Cleom. Oh I would ſpeak ! But, oh! you ſpeak ſo kindly, 
That you forbid my Speech: You call me Love, 
Cleor. Was that too kind a Word ? 
Cleom. It was to me; I am a mere Barbarian ; 


. A Brute, a Stock, for I have no Relations 


Or ſhortly ſhall have none. 
Cleor. Then we muſt die! 


Cleon. We muſt; and welcome Death. 
Crat. To ſave his Life. 


Cl:om. The Gods forbid that you ſhould die for me 


No: You may live; but J muſt die thrice over: 
For J muſt leave you here, or muſt not go: 
Theſe are the hard Conditions offer'd me. 
Crat. Then AÆgypt would have Pledges: Is this all? 
Com, Ves, and a mighty All: *Tis all I have: 
But I propoſe it not; remember that. 
Crat. I do: and therefore J propoſe it firſt, 
To ſave this virtuous Shame, this good Confuſion, 
That would not let you ſpeak. 
Cleom. Oh! I could almoſt think you love me not: 
You granted me fo quick, ſo willingly, 


What I bear witneſs Heaven, was ſlow to ask, 
And would be loth to have. 


Cleor. I cannot leave you. 


Cleom. JI was but wiſhing, thou wouldſt draw me back, 
And now, I cannot go. 
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Crat. Are you turn'd Woman; 0 5 
No more of this fond Stuff, | 1 
leon. Shall I be left to gather Ruſt in Ægyp.? 8 2 
A Glue of Sloth to flick to my young Pinions, wi” 7 
And marr their Flight; Habitual Cowardiſe ? > 
No; I muſt learn my ſtubborn Trade of War - 
From you alone, and envy you betimes. bf 8 
Cleom. But the Conditions ! Oh theſe hard Conditions, 
That ſuch a Spirit muſt be left behind, . 
Jntaught ! unfaſhion'd by a Father's Hands! 1 
A Spirit fit to ſtart into an Empire, 1 So 
And look the World to Law. | 1 
Crat. No more debating, for I ſee the Pinch, V 


He mutt be left, and fo muſt ſhe and I: 
For we are but your Softneſſes, my Son; 5 
Th' Incumbrances and Luggage of the War: 11 
Fight for us, and redeem us, if you pleaſe; * 
For there we are your Clogs of Virtue; here . 
The Spurs of your Return. 1 
Cleom. I thank you, Mother, Bf 5 
Once more you have erected me to Man, _ 
And ſet me upright with my Face to Heaven : 
The Woman and the Boy be yours a while : 
The War be mine alone! 
Crat. There ſpoke the Spartan King: Think not on us. 
Clem. 1 wo' not. 
Cicor, Not in Pray'rs! 
Cleon. In Pray'rs ! That's poor, 
As if the Gods were thoughtleſs of their Work: 
Think on us, when you fight; and when you make 
A luſty Stroke, cry out, That's for my Boy. 
Crat. Diſpoſe this mouldring Carcaſs as you pleaſe, 
Ere lingring Age or Sickneſs wear it out ; 
Unprofitable then for Spar/a's Good : 
Be chearful, fight it well, and all the ref 
Leave to the Gods and Fortune, 
Cleom. If they fail me, 
Theirs be the Fault, for Fate is theirs alone e 
My Virtue, Fame, and Honour are my oxvn. | 
[Exeunt omnes. 
TT 


= ACT Iii 
8 CE NE, an Antechamber of Caſſandra's Lodging, 


Enter Ptolemy, Soſibius, Cœnus, Caſſandra. 


Sg. QO, fo; it works: now Miſtreſs, fit you faſt—[ 4/7. 
Tl Prol. Humph, Whores and Catamites ! 
Mere thoſe his Words? 


Cen. Upon my Life they were. 
” Prdl. Whom ſhould he mean by thoſe unmanner'd 


Terms? Caſſandra, can you gueſs ? 
Ca. *Twas kindly ask'd. 
22 Ptol. A foul-mouth'd Villain. 
E Seb. So I ſhou'd have thought, 
But that this Lady knows him good and grateful. 
OL Czn. Madam ! I ſtand ſuſpected without Cauſe, 
And, but ! fear Revenge from this great Man, 
I could ſay more. 
Ca. I thought he was concern'd, 
82/;b. Who, I? 
Ca/. Speak boldly, Grecian, I protect thee, 
Czn, Cleanthes then was preſent, and he added 
Enter Cleanthes. | 
But he appears in time to hear his Charge. 
Soſib. My dear! dear Son! [ A/atr 
J fear thy laviſh Tongue has ruin'd thee ; 
What can I do to fave thee ? 
Caſ. Well, proceed. 
Cen, Can you deny, my Lord, that you were preſent; 
When Cleomenes tax'd the Court, and King, 
With brutal Vices? | 
Clean, I remember ſomewhat, 
Of certain Horſes which he could not buy, 
And ſaw thee go away diſſatisfy'd, 
Which to prevent, I meant to purchaſe 'em: 
The reſt I heard not, nor believe he ſpoke, 
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Ca/. Cleauthes added farther ; that thou ſaidſt. 5 4 
Prol, And we would know, ere Tortures force it from © 
Sehib. ¶ Aſide.] Now comes the fatal Stroke. [the. 

 Czn, He added farther 1 
Clean. No; thou add'ſt it all: 
And I demand the Combat. 
Pro!. Let him ſpeak. 
So/4b. Think firſt, Cleanthes { Think before you Hazard 

Your Life and Honour in this bold Appeal : 

Somewhat, you might have ſaid, nay more you ought, 

Since I commanded you to be a 8 

On Cleomenes Acts, and cloſe Dans, 

Clean, The good old Lyar would preſerve my Life. 


[Alide. 
And I muſt ſteer his Courſe, 
1 think I farther added [To the King, 
Pol. Tis forgiven ; | | 5 
So wholly pardon'd, that I will not hear it; 1 
Good Spies are uſeful, and muſt be encourag'd; | 
But what muſt next be done with Cleomencs ? 
Sofgb. Diſpatch him, as the Source of all your Fears, 
Obſerve the mounting Billows of the Main, 
Blown by the Winds into a raging Storm : 
Bruſh off thoſe Winds, and the high Waves return 7 
Into their quiet firſt created Calm: 1 5 
Such is the Rage of buſy bluſtring Crouds, 7 
Fomented by th' Ambition of the Great : | 
Cut off the Cauſes, and th* Effect will ceaſe ; 7 
And all the moving Madneſs fall to Peace. 5 
Ptol. Let him be ſeiz'd in order to his Death; | 
T am in hafte, you know it; for my Proprefs, 
A thouſand Pleaſures wait me at Canopus ; 
And this poor trifling Buſineſs of one Life , 
Encumbers all: Caſſandra Are you ready? 
We will be ſeen like Js and O/irzs, 
Drawn in one Chariot, for admiring Eyes 
To worſhip as we pals. 
Caf. A Word in private: Cænus, attend without, Exit. 
[Caſ. leads the King 10 a Corner of the Stage; Soſib. 
takes his Son to the other, 
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 Sofib. to Clean. Now I am twice your Father, by pre- 
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ſerving 


7 The Life I gave you, which your Folly hazarded ; 


Break off all Friendſhip with that Spartan King, 


Or never ſee me more: His Fate's reſolv'd; 


Nor can you ſtem the Tide: Avoid his Ruins; 


þ 


Reply not, but obey. | | 

Clean. I know my Duty. [ Boing. 
Sofib. Thou overjoy'it me: Follow, we'll talk farther. 

[ Exeunt Soſib. and Clean. 

Ca/. What think you of So/4bius and his Son? 
Ptel. As of two Creatures zealous for my Service. 
Caf. Oh Heav*ns! That I ſhould love this King ſo well! 

But that I doat : What can I ſee in him ? 

But dull good Nature and Simplicity ! 

Well, well! my little Dear, I find the Gods 

Have given me here, no Buſineſs of my own; 

But made me juſt your Drudge, to love and fave you. 
Ptol. Proteſt I thought 'em honeſt; are they not: 
Cal. Le Gods] why did you make this Man your Image? 

And made him but an Image? You'll forgive me, 

I love you ſo, that I am forc'd to rail. 

You ſaw no cloſe Conveyance of the Game 

Betwixt the crafty Sire, and cunning Son: 

How lily one invented an Excuſe, 

And Yr other took it up as dext'roully ! 
Ptol. Why ſure Cleanthes was his Father's Spy. 
Caſ. Yes, over you; but not on Cleomenes. 

J fear you are betray'd, and the Gods blind yoo, 

Jo make your Ruin ſure! 
Pol. As how, Caſſandra ? 
Caſ. When you are ablent——— 
Ptol. Well! | 
Caſ. Tis in their Power 
Pto!, To murder Cleomenes 
Ca/. If they pleaſe; 


Or elſe to ſet him free, and join with Magas. 
Pol. J will not to Canopus. 
(aj. Ves; you muſt, 
Pol. Bat how ſhall I be ſafe, and take this Journey ? 
N 3 Ca. 
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Ca /. Leave that to me. 

Prol. But you muſt go along. 

Caſ. No: I muſt ſtay, in order to your Safety. 
To watch the growth of Danger, and prevent it. 
This cruel Abſence I muſt undergo: 

Or elſe J love you not. 
Pte!, Since J muſt go, 
T'1l cheat 'em of a Day, and come before 
My Time, for love of thee. 
Caſ. To ſum up all, 
For we are both in haſte; 
Intruſt your Royal Signet in my Hands, 
Ptol. Join'd with Sofi6:ms. 
Caf. Would you truſt a Stateſman ” 
Before your own dear Heart ? You love him better, 
You naughty Man, in faith you do; and now Ithink on't, 
] will not have your Signet: By this Kifs, 


And this, and this, I will not. 


Ptol. By all three, thou ſhalt. 
[Gives her the Signet from bis Finger, 
But kill this Cleomenes quickly, he's dangerous, 
Ca. He's in ſafe Hands with me. 
Prol. One more Embrace. 
Ca/. There, take it, and now go : 
Thus for your Good, I thruſt you from my Arms, 


Pro]. Farewel, my Love. [Exit Ptolemy, 
Caſ. Farewel I hope for ever, | 
Now Clzomeres | will ſound thy Soul: « 


For Life and Death depend upon thy Choice; 
But for that eaſy Wretch, him I contemn. 

Hard State of Lovers! ſubject to our Laws! 
Fools we muſt have, or elie we cannot ſway ; 
For none but Fools will Woman-kind obey, 

If they prove ſtubborn and reſiſt our Will, 

We exerciſe our Pow'r, and uſe 'em ill. 

'The paſlive Slave that whines, adores and dies, 
Sometimes we pity ; but we ſtill deſpiſe. 

But when we doat, the ſelf-ſame Fate we prove, 
Fools at the beſt ; but double Fools in Love. 
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Of all our ſlighted Favours makes his Boaſt. 
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We rage at firſt with ill- diſſembled Scorn ; 
Then falling from our Height, more baſely mourn ; 


And Man, th' inſulting Tyrant, takes his Turn: 
Leaves us to weep for our neglected Charms, 
And hugs another Miſtreſs in his Arms: 

And, that which humbles our-proud Sex the moſt, 


[Exit Caſſandra. 
Enter Cleomenes. 
Clem. Her Words, herevery Look, confeſs ſhe loves me, 
And therefore ſhe detains theſe Hoſtages : 
As Pawns of my Return to her and Ant. 
Thus far 'tis plain and obvious: But the Picture. 
That Helen. There's the Riddle of her Love. 
For what I ſee, or only think I ſee, 
Is like a Glimpſe of Moon ſhine, ſtreak'd with Red: 
A ſhuffled, ſullen, and uncertain Light, 
That dances thro? the Clouds, and ſhuts again: 
Then *ware-a riſing Tempeſt on the Main, 
Enter Caſſandra. 

Ca/. [ Afide.) | would, but cannot ſpeak, 

The ſhame that ſhould to Woman-kind belong, 
Flown from my Boſom, hovers on my Tongue. 

Cleom. Tis rarely ſeen, that Gods from Heav'n deſcend, 
But for ſome kind, ſome charitable End, 

And yet your troubled Looks ill News import, 
Stops, or Delays, but that's no News at Court : 
There's ſomewhat which your Pity would diſguiſe. 

Caſ. Would you could read that ſomewhat in my Eyes | 
But as you are a Spartan and a King, 

Undaunted hear whatever News I bring : 

The Favourite hates you; Cænus has betray'd 
The bitter Truths that our looſe Court upbraid. 
Your Friend was ſet upon you for a Spy; 

And on his Witneſs, you are doom'd to die. 

Cleom. I have been plung'd already twice in Woes, 
And the third time above the Waves I roſe. 
Sull I have Strength to ſteer me into Port, 
And ſhun the ſecret Quick-ſands of the Court, 
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But when my Friend, who ſhou'd expecting ſtand, 

On the bare Beach, to lend his helping Hand; 

When he defends th' unhoſpitable Shore, 

And drives me thence, I fink for evermore. 

But *tis impoſſible, his Faith is try'd ; 

The Man, who had defam'd him thus, had ly'd. 
Caſ. Well ! I forgive your blunt Laconick way, 

It ſhall be ſeen, it ſhall this very Day, 

Who would preſerve your Life, and who betray, 


The King incens'd, the Favourite your Foe, 


Yet on the ſame Conditions you may go: 

Your Wite, your Son, your Mother left behind. 

What think you now ? 

Cleom. Tis to be wond'rous kind. 

Ca/. Suppoſe I had a farther Bounty yet. 

Cleom. It could but make your Favours over weight. 
Ca. What if I went myſelf to waft ow! o'er? 

And left you, when I ſaw you fafe aſhore ? 

For I ſhould leave you, if you thought it fit, 

Not to do more than Honour wou'd permit. 

Can I do lefs to ſhow you am kind, 

To comfort you for thoſe you left behind ? ſOupht, 
Cleom. The World would think you kinder than yon 
Caſ. Why ſhould I care what baſe .Zgypriens thought? 
Cleom. — Gifts oppreſs me, not relieve, 

Nor dare I take, what ruins you to give. 

Caf. Leave me to judge of that. 1 could preſcribe 

An eaſy way of giving back my Bribe. 

Why would you force me farther than my Part ? 

Look on my Eyes; and you may read my Heart. 

[ Looks on her as by flealth, 

Oh there you met me with a guilty Glance! 

Now tis too late to plead your Ignorance. 

Cleom. I am ſo much below, and you above, 


What can I ſay ? 


Caf. But one kind Word, love. 

Cleom. As far as Gratitude that Love can pay. 

Caſ. Oh ſtop not there; for that's but half the way: 
Would you to one poor narrow Word confine 


Your Paſſion ? when | put no Bounds to mine? 
Cleo, 
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Cleom. Cleora ! | 
Caſ. Now. you ſpeak too ſoon ; forbear, 
Nothing can pleaſe me, that begins with her. 

Cl-om. I muſt begin, where Nature void of Art 
Directs my Tongue, with her who rules my Heart. 

Caf. Let us together fail before the Wind, 

And leave that dull domeſtick Druge behind 

Cleom. What ? to expoſe her helpleſs Innocence 
To the wild Fury of an injur'd Prince? 

Caſ. A vain Surmiſe ; their Talents would agree, 
The Gods have made your noble Mind for me; 

And her inſipid Soul for Pzolemy - 
A heavy Lump of Earth without Defire, 
A Heap of Aſhes that o'er-lays your Fire, 

Cleom. Virtue you muſt allow her, tho? a Foe. 

Caſ. No more, than what I would to Ice and Snow! 
Yet thoſe have Seeds of Heat; her ſhivering Blood 
Makes her, at beſt, but impotently Good, 

But neither I] can fave you, if you ſtay, 
Nor ſave myſelf unleſs I go away : 

For if I ſtay behind, and ſet you free, 
The Fury of the King would fall on me, 

Cleom. Then to prevent your Fate, I myſt not go: 
Death is my Choice, fince Heav'n will have it ſo. 

Caf. Heaven would preſerve your Life, and fo would I, 
But you are obſtinately bent to die. | 

Cleom. Some Men are made of ſuch a leaky Mould, 
That their fill d Veſſels can no Fortune hold s 
Pour'd in, it ſinks away, and leaves 'em dry; 

Of that unſuſceptible Make am I. - 

Yet think not, fair one, I your Charms deſpiſe ; 

My Heart's inſenſible, but not my Eyes: 

Reſpect and Gratitude are all my Store, 

And thoſe I give: My Love was giv'n before. . 

Caſ. Thus break falſe Merchants with an honeſt Show: 
Rich to themſelves, but Bankrupts where they owe. 

Cleom. If at this awful Diſtance I remain, 

Better be too Devout, than too Profane. | 

Ca/ Flattery ! ſuck Alms the Prieſthood gives the Poor, 

They Bleſs, and ſend *em empty from the Door: 


Ns Cnc 


2998 CTL OMENBS. 


Know you, that Death ſtands ready at the Gate; 
That I forbid him, and ſuſpend. your Fate; 
Fhe King's ſhort Abſence leaves me abſolute; 51 
When he returns, th' inevitable 111 | 7 
Is paſt my ROWE, and may be paſt my Will: „ 
Unhappy Man! prevent thy Deſtiny; 
* Speak one kind Word to fave thy Life and me. 
1 Cleam Be anſwer'd, and expect no more Reply. | 68 
. Ca/. Diſdain bas ſwell'd him up, and choak'd bis Wi, 
I Breath ; BY 
Sullen and dumb, and obſtinate to Death. 
| No ſigns of Pity in his Face appear; 
# Look ! If th? ungrateful Creature ſhed one Tear ! 
I Cram'd with his Pride, he leaves no room within | 
U For Sighs to iſſue out, or Love to enter in. ¶ He turns away, 
| What! doſt thou turn thy Face in my Deſpite? 
4 Am Ia Toad? a Monſter to thy Sight ? 
1 Farewel fond Pity then : As thou from- me, 
4 So, thy good Fortune turns her Face from thee : 
1 Left, ſcorn'd, and loath'd, and all without Relief, 
1 Revenge ſucceeds to Love, and Rage to Grief : 
4 Tempeſts and Whirlwinds thro' my Boſom move, 
* Heave up, and madly mount my Soul above 
"ll The Reach of Pity, or the Bounds of Love, 
; Approach, and ſeize the Traitor. 
Enter Guards. 
Cleom Now I can ſpeak, thy Kindneſs kept me dumb : | 
For that I could not anſwer: The falſe Siren, 
No longer hidins her uncomely Parts, 
Struts on the Waves, and ſhews the Brute below. 
Caſ. Stop that fou Mouth: Behold this Royal Signet; 
'The Warrant of his Death. [Guards go to ſeize him. 
Cleem. Stand back, ye Slaves, | He draws his Swords 
And put me not to ſlain a Stan Sword 
With baſe Zgyprian Blood. 
Ile advances upon em, they retire with fens of Fear, 
Caf. Fall on: behold a noble Beaſt at Bay, 
And the vile Huntſmen ſhrink — More Aid: Who waits? > 
Enter Cleanthes, 
Now, Sir, what brings you here ? 
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Clean. My Zeal to ſerve you. 3 5 
Caſ. That ſhall be try d; Diſatm him. 
Clean. Cleomenes! | | | 
Deliver me your Sword. 
Ceom. How's this, Cleanthes ? 
Clean. It muſt be fo! | 
Cleom. Is this a Friend's Advice, 
To give me up defenceleſs to a Croud, 
Whom arm'd I could refit? _ 
Clean, Muſt he die, Madam ! 
Or be reſerv'd for further Puniſhment, 
At Prolemy's Return? | 
Caſ. Why aſk you that? 
Clean. Becauſe his Deſtiny, for ought I find, 
Depends on you: Think firſt, and then command. 
Caſ. Know then, that his laſt Thread is on the Diſtaf 
And I can cut it now. 
Clean. And are reſoly'd ? 
Caf. I only faid I can, and I can fave; 
Diſarm, and hurt him not. 
Clean. Once more your Sword. | 
Cleom. Send off thoſe Villains: Tho' I fear em not; 
Yet Cowards are offenſive to my Sight: 
Nor ſhall they fee me do an Act that looks 


Below the Courage of a Spartan King 


Caſ. Clanthes ! May I truſt your Faith? 
Clean. You may. 
Caſ. Be gone, and wait my Call. Ex. Guards. 
Clem. Cleanthes ! Still my Friend; for ſuch I hold thee, 
Tho” this bad Woman ſays thou art my Spy; 
J cannot give a greater Proof than this, 
That I believe her not: [Gives him his Sword, 
If thou art falſe, | 
"Tis in thy Power to ſhow it ſafely, now: 
And compaſs that by Treaſon, which in Arms 
Nor thou, nor any Man alive can force. | 
Remember ſtill, I gave it to a Friend: 
For Life and Death are equal in themſelves ; > 
That which would caſt the Balance, is thy Falſhood, 
To make my Death more wretched. 
123 Clean, 
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Clean. Then you may think me that, which you « cal 
Falſe, 


But Duty to my Father 
Cleom. Say no more 


I Would not curſe thee, for thou wert my F riend. 


I think thee ſtill as honeſt as thou couldſt; 
Impenetrably good; but like Achilles, 
Thou hadſt a ſoft Ægyptian Heel undipt, 
And that has made — Mortal. 
Caſ. Cleanibes, thou haſt well approv'd thy Faith 
And as this Palace is thy Government. 
On utmoſt Peril of thy Life ſecure him. 
One farther Word FW bilpers, 
[Exit Cleanth. /ooking concernedly on Cleomenes. 
Clem. So guilty as thou art, and canſt thou look 
On him thou haſt betray'd ? Go, take thy Hire, 
Which thou haſt dearly purchas'd, and be great. 
Caf. For you, brave, Sir, as you have given my Hopes 
But Air to feed on, Air ſhall be your Food: 
No Bread ſhall enter theſe forbidden Doors. 
Thin, hungry Diet, | confeſs ; but till 
The liker Spartan Fare: Keen Appetites, 
And quick Digeſtion wait on you and yours. 
Cleom. O mix not Innocence. and Guilt together! 
WV hat Love have they retus d, or how offended ? 
Be Juſt, tho? you are Cruel; or be Kind, 
And puniſh me alone. 
Ca/ There Nature works, 
Then there I'll fab thee in thy tender Part. 
[ Shrieks of Women within, 
C!:cm. What diſmal Cries are thoſe c 
C., Nothing, a trifling Sum of Miſery, 
New adced to the Foot ot thy Account: 
Thy Wife is ſeiz'd by Force, and borne away; 
Farewel, 1 dare not truſt thy Vengeance further. 
[Running to the Deor, he is flopt by Guards with 
drawn Swords. 
Cleom. Cleora There ſtands Death, but no Cleora; 
I would find both together. 
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Luter Crateſiclea, Cleonidas, and Pantheus 6/cody on 
his Hand. 


Crat. Oh King of Sparta! 
Clem. Peace, Mother, Peace. 
I have had News from Hell before you; 
(l-ora's gone to Death. Is there a Door, 
A Caſement, or a Rift within theſe Walls, 
That can let looſe my Body to her Reſcue ? 
Panth, All clos'd, nothing but Heaven above is open. 
Cleom. Nay, that's clos'd, too; the Gods are deaf to 
Haſh then: th' irrevocable Doom's gone forth, [Pray'rs! 
And Pray'rs lag after, but can ne'er o'ertake; 
Let us talk forward of our Woes to come. 
Crat. Cleanthes ! (Oh could you ſuſpect his Faith ?) 
*Twas he, that headed thoſe, who forc'd her hence. 
Cleom. Pantheus bleeds! 
Panth, A Scratch, a feeble Dart, 
At Diſtance thrown by an AÆgyptian Hand. 
Crat. You heard me not, Cleanthes is | 
Cleom. He was no more, good Mother, 
He tore a Piece of me away, and ſtil! 
The void Place akes within me: O my Boy, 


1 have bad News to tell thee. 


Cleon. None ſo bad, 
As that I am a Boy: Cleanthes ſcorn'd me, 
And when 1 drove a Thruft, home as J could, 
To reach his Traitor Heart, he put it by, 
And cry'd as in Deriſion, ſpare the Stripling; 
Oh that inſulting Word! 1 wou'd have ſwopp'd 
Youth for old Age, and all my Life behind, 
To have been then a momentary Man. 

Cleem Alas! Thy Rlanhood like a forward Spring, 
Before it comes to bear the promis'd Fruit, | 
Is blighted in the Bud: Never, my Boy, 

Canſt thou fetch Manhood up, with thy ſhort Steps, 
While with long Strides the Giant ſtalks before thee. 

Cleon. Am I to die before | am a Man? 

Clem, Yes, thou muſt die with we, and I with ker 
Who gave me Life : and our poor Infant too within, 
Muſt die before it knows what Dying means. 

' | Three 
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Three different Dates of Nature one would think: 
But Fate has cramm'd us all into one Leaſe; 
And that even now expiring. 
Panth, Yet we live. 
Cleom. No, even now we die; Death is within us, 
And keeps out Life, for Nouriſhment is Life, 
And we have fed our laſt; Hunger feeds Death. 
Crat. A lingring Doom, but four Days hence the ſame; 
And we can ſhorten thoſe, turn Days to Hours, 
And Hours to Moments : Death is in our Call. 
Panth, The ſooner then, the better, 
Cleon. So ſay I. 
Panth. While we have Spirits left to meet him mbar. 
Cleon. PH hold my Breath, 
And keep my Soul a Pris'ner in my Body; 
There let it creep and wander in the dark, 
Till tir'd to find no Out- let, it retreats 
Into my Spartan Heart, and there lies pleas'd: 
So, we two are provided. Sir, your Choice ? [To Cleom. 
Cleom. Not this Diſpatch, for we may die at Leiſure, 
This Famine has a ſharp and meagre Face: 
”T1is Death in an Undreſs of Skin and Bone; 3 
Where Age and Youth, their Land-mark ta'en away, 
Look all one common Furrow. 
Crat. Yet you chuſe it, 
To pleaſe our Foes, that when they view our Skeletons, 
And find *em all alike, they may cry out, ; 


Look how theſe dull obedient Spartans dy'd, 


Juſt as we wiſh'd, as we preſcrib'd their Death; 

And durſt not take a nobler nearer Way, 
Cliom. Not io, but that we durſt not tempt the Gods, 

To break their Images without their Leave. 

The Moment ere Ca//andra came, I had 

A Note without a Name, the Hand unknown, 

That bade me not deſpair, but ſtill hope well, 

Then die not yet; 

For Heav'n has Means to free us; if not me, 

Yet theſe and you: I am the hunted Stag, 

Whoſe Life may ranſom yours. | 
Crat. No more of that: 


— 
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7 F I find your diſtant Drift to die alone: 
1 An unkind Accuſation of us all, 
＋ As if we durſt not die: I Il not ſurvie you. 
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Panth, Nor I. 


RE Cle. Nor J. 

7] f Cleom. But hear my Reaſons. 

1 Enter Cleora in a black Peil. 

Ula! what Shadow's this! This that can glide thro? 


Or paſs its ſubtle Limbs thro' Bolts and Bars! [ Walls! | 


4 | Black too! like what it repreſents, our Fate. 
Y L Cleor. Too true a Shadow I, and you the Subſtance. 


. Omn, Cleora 
Cl:om. Thus let me grow again to thee, 
Too cloſe for Fate to ſever ! 
Or let Death find me in theſe dear, dear Arms: 
And looking on thee, ſpare my better Part, 
And take me willing hence. 
Crat. What! are you dreaming, Son! with Eyes caſt 
Like a mad Prophet in an Ecſtaſy * [ upwards, 
Cleom. Muſing on what we ſaw. 
Fult ſuch 1s Death, 
With a black Veil, covering a beauteons Face! 
Fear'd afar off 
By erring Nature: a miſtaken Phatiom.: ; 
A harmleſs, lambent Fire. She kiſſes cold; 
But kind, and ſoft, and ſweet, as my Cleora. 
Oh could we know, 
What Joys ſhe brings; at leaſt, what Reſt from Grief: 
How ſhould we preſs into her friendly TINS, 
And be pleas'd not to be, or to be happy! 
Crat. Look! What we have forgot ! The Joy to ſee 
Cleora here, has kept us from enquiring, 
By what ſtrange leans ſhe enter'd. 
Cleom. Small Joy, Heaven knows, to be 3 here, 
Into the meagre Family of Famine ! 
The Houſe of Hunger: therefore aſk'd I not; 

So am] pleas'd to have her Company, 
And fo diſpleas'd to have it but in Death 
Cheer, 1 Know not how or Why, my ſurly Goaler, f 
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Hard as his Irons, and inſolent as Pow'r N 
When put in vulgar Hands, Cleanthes gone, T- B 
Pat off the Brute; and with a gloomy Smile, 1 
(That ſhow'd a ſullen Loathneſs to be kind) 8 V 
Skreen'd me within this Veil, then led me forth ; EF \ 
And uſing to the Guards Caſſandra's Name, 8 
Made that my Paſs- port: Every Door flew ope, ., * . 
T'admit my Entrance: and then clapt behind me, — * 
To bar my going back. , 


Cleom. Some new Reſolve! + = 

Caſſandra plots, and then refines on Malice: . 

Plays with Revenge: with Rage ſhe ſnatch'd you hence, 

And renders you with Scorn : I thought to ſhow you 

How eaſy 'twas to die, by my Example, 

And hanſel Fate before you: But thy Preſence 

Has chang'd my Mind, to drag this lingring Life, 

To ſhare thy Sorrows, and aſſiſt thy Weakneſs. 

Come in, my Friends, and le: us praQtiſe Death, 

Stroke the grim Lion, till he grow familiar. 

Cleora ! Thou and I, as Lovers ſhould, 

Will Hand in Hand to the dark Manſions go, 

Where Life no more can cheat us into Woe; 

That ſucking in each other's lateſt Breath, 3 

We may transfuſe our Souls, and put the Change 2?! 
Death. - [ Exeunt Onnes. | 
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| Enter Caſſandra and Soſibius. 
Ade 


Have you determin'd? 
Caf. He ſhall die. | 
Sofib. A wholelom Reſolution : Have you fix d 
The Time ? 


Ca/. He daily dies, by Hours and Moments; 
All vital Nouriſhment but Air is wanting! 


Three riſing Days and two deſcending Nights 


Have 


The Blow recoils, and hurts me while I ſlrike! 
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Have chang'd the Face of Heav'n and Earth by turns; 

But brought no kind Viciſſitude to him; 

His State is ſtill the ſame, with Hunger pinch'd, 

Waiting the flow Approaches of his Death; 

Which halting on-wards, as his Life goes back, 

Still gains upon his Ground. | 
Seſib. But ere Fate reach him, 

The Mercy of the King may interpoſe: 

You have the Signet? | 
Ca/. Yes! in your Deſpight! ” 
S:/;b. Be not diſpleas'd, ſuppoſe he fhou'd eſcape ? 
Ca/. Suppoſe he ſhould have Wings? Impoſſible. 
Sib. Yet, Keepers have been brib'd: To whom can 

Impute that Crime, but you ? [ Ptolemy 

Caſ. He may; but let him if he dares: 

Come, Stateſman ! Do not ſhuffle in your Pace ; 

You would expoſe me to the Peoples Hatred, 

By hurrying on this Act of Violence: 

You know a little thing provokes the Croud 

Againſt a Miſtreſs: She's the publick Mark: 

Therefore content yourſelf; J will be ſafe, 

Nor ihall the Priſoner die a ſpeedier Death, 

Than what my Doom decreed : Unleſs the King 

Reverſe his Orders, by my Meſſenger. 

Seſib. May I preſume to aſk you, whom you ſent? 


Caſ. Thy Son, unknown to thee; for ſo I charg'd him: 


And this the promis'd Hour of his Return. —Nay wonder 

I choſe him with Deſign: That whatſoe'er [ not, 

The King ordains, you both ſhou'd ſhare th' Event; 

And ſtand or fall with me. Ponder on that and leave me! 
So/ib. | Afede.] What can ſhe mean? She neither kills 

nor ſaves [Exit Soſibius. 

Ca. Now tell me, Heart: now anſwer for thyſelf: 

What wilt thou do! and what doſt thou deſire? 

His Life? No, he's ungrateful: Or, his Death? 

I tremble at that Word. What then? His Love! 

His Love! my Heart! What! by Reftraint, and Famine? 

Are theſe the Means to compaſs thy Deſign ? 

Revenge! My Hand's ſo ſoft, his Heart fo hard, 


Like 
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Like the mad Viper, ſcourg'd into a Rage, 
I ſhoot into mylelf my fatal Sting. 
Enter Mariner. 
Marin. The Ship is ready, when you pleaſe to fail, 
And waits but your Command: The Wind ſtands fair. 
Ca/. Be ſecret, and attend my farther Pleaſure — 


[ Gives him a Purſe, and exit Mariner, 4 

So; this was Time well manag'd : In three Days . O 

To hire a Veſſel Put my Wealth on Board: = Aa 

Send off th* obſerving Son, and fool the Father: . = | 

See him J will, to ſound his laſt Reſolves, = 1 

If Love can ſoften him, or Fear can bow. ”. C 

If both ſhou'd fail, th' ungrateful Wretch ſhall find, 11 
Rage has no Bounds in flighted Woman-kind, | £4 

[Exit Caſſandea. 7, 

SCE N23 Priſon. © n 

ES Enter Cleomenes. Y 7 

Clien. No Food: And this the third ariſing Sun: 1 

But what have I to do with telling Suns, 11 

And meaſuring Time? That runs no more for me; 3 ; 

Yet ſure the Gods are good: I wou'd think ſo, 4 5 

If they wou'd give me leave; 8 
Put Virtue in Diſtreſs, and Vice in Triumph 45 


Make Atheiſts of Mankind. 


Euter Crateſiclea. 
What Comfort, Mother? 


Crat. A Soul, not conſcious to itſelf of Ill, 


Undaunted Courage, and a Maſter- mind; 5 
No Comfort elſe but Death, 15 
Who like a lazy Maſter ſtands aloof, ; | 
And leaves his Work to the flow Hands of Famine, 3 

Cleom. All I would aſk of Heav'n, 2 
Is, but to die alone; a fingie Ruin; 3 
But to die o'er and o' er, in each of you, 5 


With my own Hunger pinch'd, but pierc'd with yours! 
Crat. Grieve not for me! 
Cleom. What! not for you, my Mother ? 

I'm ſtrangely tempted to blaſpheme the Gods, 


For 
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For giving me ſo good, ſo kind a Parent: 
And this is my Return, to cauſe her Death 
Crat. Peace! your Misfortunes cauſe it, not your Fault. 
| Enter Cleora. 
Cleom. What! my Cleora? : 
J ſtretch'd my Bounds as far as I could go, 
'To ſhun the Sight of what I cannot help; 
A Flow'r withering on the Stalk for want 
Of Nouriſhment from Earth, and Showers from Heaven: 
All I can give thee is but Rain of Eyes—{ Ving bis Eyes. 

Clecr. Alas! I have not wherewithal to weep: - 

My Eyes grow dim, and ſtiſfen'd up with Drought, 
Can hardly rowl and walk their feeble Round: 
Indeed I am faint. 

Crat. And ſo am I-- Heaven knows! However [ 4/Je. 
In pity of 'em both, I keep it ſecret : | 
Nor ſhall he fee me fall [Exit Crateſiclea. 

Clem. How does your helpleſs Infant ? 

Clcor, It wants the Breaſt, its kindly Nouriſnment: 
And | have none to give from theſe dry Cilterys, 
Which unſupply'd themſelves, can yield no more: 

It pull'd and pull'd but now, but nothing came. 
At laſt it drew ſo hard, that the Blood follow'd: 
And that red Milk I found upon its Lips, 
Which made me {woon with Fear. 

Cleom. Go in and reſt thee, ; 

And huſh the Child aſleep. [Exit Cleota, 
Look down ye Gods J 
Lock, Hercules, thou Author of my Race, 
And jog thy Father Joe, that he may look 
On his neglected Work of Human-kind ; 
Tell him I do not curſe him: But Devotion 
Will cool in Afﬀter-times, if nore but good Men ſuffer-s 
What! anether Increaſe of Grief? 
Later Cleonidas, 

leon. O Father! 

Cleam. Why doſt thou call me by ſo kind a Name? 
A Father! That implies prefiding Care, 
Chearful to give willing himſelf to want 
Whate'er thy Needs require! 


Cleax, 
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Cleon. A little Food! 

Have you none, Father? One poor hungry Morſel: 

Or pive me leave to die as I defir'd ; 

For without your Conſent, Heaven 83 I dare not. 0 
Cleom. I pr'ythee ſtay a little: J am loth I 

To ſay hard things of Heaven! — 
Cleon. But what if Heaven 1 ä 

Will do hard things, muſt not hard things be ſaid! = 

Y'have often told me, that the Souls of Kings 

Are made above the reſt of human Race; 

Have they not Fortunes fitted for thoſe Souls ? 

Did ever King die ſtarv'd ? 

Cleom. I know not that: 
Yet ſtill be firm in this: The Gods are good, 
Tho? thou and I may periſh. 

Cleon. Indeed I know not, 

That ever I offended Heaven in Thought: 

] always ſaid my Prayers 
Clem Thou didit thy Duty. 

Cleon. And yet you loſt the Battle when I pray'd. 
Clem. *T was in the Fates I ſhould; But hold thee 

The reſt is all unfathomable Depth: [there! 

This we well know, that if there be a Bliſs 

Beyond this preſent Life, tis purchas 'd here, 

And Virtue is its Price, 

Cleon. But are you ſure 
Our Souls ſhall be immortal? 
Cleom. Why that no ork 
Cleon. Becauſe I find, that now my Body ſtarves, 

My Soul decays: I think not as I did : 

My Head goes round: And now you ſwim before me. 

Methinks my Sout is like a Flame, unfed 

With Oil, that dances up and down the Lamp, 

But muſt expire ere long. 3 
Cleom. I pr'ythee try to hold it while thou canſt. 6 
Cleon. I would obey you, ö 

As I have always done, but I am faint; 

And when you pleaſe to let me die, I'll thank you. 

Cl:om. Thou ſhalt have Food: I promife thee, thou ſhalt. 
Clon. Then you ſhall 3 to have Food yourtelt 
too, For 
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For if you have it not, I would refuſe to eat: 

Nay I would chuſe to die, that you might feed on me. 
Cleom. Mark, Heaven, his Filial Love, 

And if a Family of ſuch as theſe 

Muſt perith thus, your Model is deſtroy'd 

By which you made good Men, 

| „ Enter Pantheus haſtiiy. 

Panth. Be chearful, Sir, the Gods have ſent us Food. 
Cleom. They try'd me of the longeſt : But by whom? 

Panth. Go in and ſee. 

Cleon. Good Father, do not ſtay to aſk, but go. 

Cleom. Go thou—thy Youth calls fiercer than my Age. 

Cleon. But then make haſte, and come to take your Part: 

Hunger may make me impious to eat all, 

And leave you laſt to ſtarve [ Ex. Cleonidas. 
Panth. Sir, will you go? __ 
Cleom. I know not: I am half-ſeas o'er to Death! 

And ſince I muſt die once, I would be loth 

To make a double Work of what's half finiſh'd; 

Unleſs I could be ſure the Gods wou'd till 

Renew theſe Miracles : Who brought this Food ? 
Panth, He's here that can reſolve you! [Ex. Panth, 

Enter Cleanthes with a Swerd in his Hand. | 
Cleom. How dar'ſt thou come again within my Sight? 

Thou art but *tis no matter what thou art, 

I'Il not confider thee fo far to think 

Thee worth Reproach. Away, away Tgyplian ! 

That's all the Name that's left thee. 

Clean. Such I appear indeed. | 
Cleom. Why then for once, that which thou ſeem'ſt, 

Be gone. {thou art: 
Clean. Oh J have been too long away! 

Cleom. Too ſoon thou art return'd, 

To triumph o'er my Fate. | 
Clear. Forgive me, that I ſeem'd your Foe. 

Cleom. Forgive me, Heaven, for thinking thee my 

No more; tis loſs of Time to talk, [Friend + 
Clean. Indeed it is, 

When Hunger calls ſo loud for Suſtenance. 

But whether Friend or Foe, tis Food J bring. 


, 
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Cleom. "Tis Poiſon; and my Mother, and my Wife, 


And my poor famith'd Boy are eating Death: 
Thou wouldſt not have me think that thou repent'ſt? 
Clean. Heav'n knows, I do not! 
Cleom. Well ſaid, Man ! Go on— and be not baſhfu! 
To own the Merits of thy Wickedneſs. 
Clean. What need has Innocence of a Repentance ? 
Cleom. Shuffling again! Pr'ythee be of a Piece. 
A little Steadineſs becomes a Villain. 
Clean. Oh! Friend for yet I dare to call you ſo; 
Which if F were a Villain, ſure 1 durſt not. 
Hear me or kill me! | 
Cleom. So, by Heav'n, I would, 
For thy profaning Friendſhip's Holy Name: 
But for thou ſee'ſt no Juſtice hanging here 
On this bare Side, thou talk'ſt ſecure of Vengeance. 
Clean. Then if you had a Sword, my Death's reſolv'd! 
Cleom. Thy Conſcience anſwers thee. 
Clean. Without more Evidence than bare Surmiſe; 
At moſt, Appearance of a Crime unprov'd ; 
And while unprov'd, uncertain. 
Cl:om. Traitor, no more; *tis fulſom; 
Can. Take the Sword [ T hrowws it to him, 
Cleom. I thank thee—draw thy own. [Takes it up. 
Clean. No—take that too. [Draws his, and offers it. 
C/:om. Fool — Wouldft thou die without Defence? 
Clean. I would not: : 
But you forbade me to defend myſelf, 
Then, when you would not hear me. 
Cleom. Can Falſhood have a better Argument 
Than Force for its Defence? Truſt to that Topick, 
And bear thee like a Man. 885 | 
Clean. I think, I do. 
Cleom. What kind o' Man is that, who dares not fight? 
Clean, The Man, who dares not when his Eonour calls, 
Js what you mean; but what I never was: 
For Honour never ſummons without Reaſon. 
Force is the Law of Brutes. The dumb Creation, 
Where Words and Reaſon want, appeal to Might. 
I thought a Eing, and what you boalt, a Spartan, 
Might 
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Might have known this without th' .Zgypr7ar's telling. 
Cleom. Come, come; thou dar'ſt not fight, : 
Clean. By Heav'n, I dare. - 

But firſt my Honour muſt be juſtify'd, 

If you dare be my Judge: ; 

For in this crude and indigeſted Quarrel, 

If I ſhould fall unheard, you kill your Friend, 

The Man who lov'd you beſt, and holds you deareſt. 

And ſhould you periſh in th' unjuſt Attempt, 

The Sword that flew you, ſhould revenge your Death ; 

For I ſhou'd ſoon*o'er-take you in the Way, 

To quit myſelf before you reach'd the Shades, 

And told your Tale to Minos. [ thee, 
Cleom. Then I muſt hear: but ſwear, ſwear firſt I charge 

That when I have pronounc'd, thou wilt no more 

Prolong thy Prattle with ſome new Excuſe ; 

And pr'ythee cut it ſhort — becauſe I faint, 

And long to kill thee firſt: Oh, I am going, 

A riſing Vapour rumbles in my Brains, 

I hear my Words far of Rand, ſtand, thou Traitor, 

And ſwim not thus before me tis too late, 

Nuts the Point upon the Ground, once or tawice, 
leans on't, and ftaggers. 

And I fall unreveng'd--[ Offers to run at him, and is falling, 
Clean, What, ho, Panihens l 

Runs to him, and takes him in his Arms, 

The beſt of Men is dying in my Arms, 

And I want Pow'r to fave him. 

| Enter Pantheus. 

Panth. O Heav'ns! what means this direful Object? 

Clean. Aſk not with unaſſiſting Pity; bow him forward; 
Rub his numb'd Temples, while I wipe the Sweat 
From his cold clammy Face. 

Panth. His mounting Heart 
Bounces againſt my Hands, as if it would 
Thruſt off his manly Soul. 

Clean, Wrench ope his Mouth, 
While I infuſe theſe Sovereign Drops, whoſe Pow'r 
Will ſoon recall his wandred Senſe 


[ He inſtills ſemeubat out of a Vial into his Mouth, 


He 
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He ſtirs, 5 To 
And ſtretches now, and ſeems t' eſſay his Limbs. ö 
Cleom. 80 here am I? ¶ Standing a awhile, they ſupport bim. Al 
Clean. In his Arms, who dy'd with you; Ca 
And now you live revives. C: 
Cleom. Art thou Pantheus ? 
Panth, Believe yeur Eyes, I am. Le 
Cleom. Speak then, and truly, (for I truſt not him,) 
Who brought me back to Life ? 
Panth. Who, but he, who was left ſingle with you, ] 
Who caught you falling in his faithful Arms; 
And not alone ſufficient to reſtore you, 
Call'd loud for my Aſſiſtance: A 
] found him propping you with trembling Hands : F 
His Eyes ſo haggard, I could ſcarce diſtinguiſh ” 
Who was the living Friend, and who the dead. = - 
Cleom. All this Cleanthes ! This, what this Cleanthes? " ] 
Panth. Yes, your Cleanthes. 7 
Clean. Your ſuſpected Friend, 1 
Much wrong'd, but ever faithful! Ss 4 
Cleom. Art thou ſure : / 


Llive? Or am I in the Regions of the Dead? ; 

And hear the Fables there; myſelf a Fable ? 1 
Pant h. Go in, and fee your chearful Family 3 

Eating his Bread, brought in their laſt Diſtreſs ; 

And with a good miſlaking Piety, 

Firſt bleſſing him, then Heaven 9 
Cleom. When J hear this, I have no Rs of Food; 1 

J am reſtor'd without it. f 
Clean. Then, now hear me, 

How I was forc'd into this ſeeming Falſhood, 

To ſave myſelf, the only Means remaining 

To fave the Man I love beyond myſelf; 

And gain a needful Credit with Caſſandra + - 

And yet even then deceiv'd, and ſent far of 

For three long Days, unknowing of your Wants, 

Not thinking ſhe, who lov'd, could uſe you thus, 

By Famiſhment to 
12 O no more! no more! 


For now 1 underſtand, ere thou canſt ſpeak it half: a 
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To thee I ow'd the ſeizing of my Sword, 

Leſt I ſhould fall by odds My Wife's return, 
All, all to thee And thou art more than All: 
Canſt thou forgive me? Canſt thou, my Cleanthes? 
Can I deſerve thus to grow here once more? 


[Embracing him, 


Let me embrace myſelf quite into thee. 
Clean. Come, come as fiercely as thou wilt — I meet 
thee — _ {Embraces Cleomenes. 
I cloſe within thee, and am thou again. 
Panth. Why, this is as it ſhould be. : 
Cleom. I could not thus have taken to the Death 
Another's Falſhood, but thine, only thine ; 
For infinitely, infinitely loving, 
*Twas a wide Gap thou mad'ſt within my Boſom, 
And as my Soul rent from me, 
Cl:an, But thy Hunger ! | 
This violent Tranſport of my Reconcilement, 
Makes me forget thy Wants When I embrac'd thee. 
Thy ſpungy Body dwindled in my Arms, 
And like a Ghoſt fled from me. 
Cleom. I could eat: p 
Now my firſt Appetite of Love is ſerv'd; 
And that was much the keeneſt: Let us in; 
For Life looks lovely now, and worth preſerving. 
Clean. Not that way, Friend 
It leads you to the Women, and the Boy. 
Cleem. And why mult I avoid thoſe tender Bleſlings ? 
Clean. Evenſuch becauſe they are, you muſt avoid them. 
For I mutt tell you, Friend, you have but time | 
To ſnatch a haſty Morſel, and away: 
Nothing of Manhood muſt be clogg'd or ſoften'd 
With Womaniſh Sighs and Tears, and kind Adieu's ? 
And thoſe ill tim'd Remorſes of good Nature, 
When your whole Soul is needful, 
Panth. You tell us Wonders 
Clean. At the King's Return, 
Which daily we expect, your Death's reſolv'd: 
This Hour's your own ! Take it, and tempt your Fortune: 
Some few brave Friends I hope to add: 
Vor. YI. 0 Tf 


[ Going its 


The fewer Partners in the Share of Honour. = 
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Cleom. Come my Pantheus : Lead, my beſt Chanthes! 
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6 If not, all Zgyp:'s number'd in myſelf. L 
bo Cleom. I'm all on Fire; now for a lucky Pull 7 
£3 At Fate's laſt Lottery: 

1 J long to ſee the Colour, white or black, =_ © 
Fj That's the Gods? Work : And if I fall their Shame, | 

| Let *em ne'er think of making Heroes more, | = 

M If Cowards muſt prevail. 1 

Fi Panth. The fewer Hands, | 


We three to all the World. 
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'q Clean. Magas, and Liberty, let be the Word ; * 
1 Magas is lov'd, and Liberty deſir'd. [ 
| A ſhort Refection waits at the Lieutenant's, © 
# 'That honeſt Friend, who ſent you back your Wife ; + 
| We'll drink a Bowl of Wine, and pour the reſt, 13 
Not to the Dog Anubis; but to Jove, | T7 1 
4 The Freer and Avenger. [Exeunt, 5 
#4 Enter Crateſiclea, Cleora, Cleonidas. E 
| | Cleor. Gone——and without taking leave 8 
A f Crat. The better. 4 
| He bated me the Forms, and you the Fondneſs. 1 


2 
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. 
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Cleon. Pantheus too, and he who brought the Food, 
The brave Ægyptian, vaniſh'd all together. 
Cor. Oh, my fore-boding Soul! he's gone to Death! 
And that Cleanthes, whom thou call'ſt the Brave, 
Has baſely train'd him out to his Deſtruction ! 
Crat. Suſpe& him not: When Fate was in his Power, 
And by a Method ſo ſecure as Famine; 
To ſave us then, ſhows he had little Need 
To trick my Son to Death: | 
J have a better Proſpe&t of th' Event. [ Thoughts ! 
Cleor. Dear Mother! Comfort me, and tell your 
For I ſee nothing, but a gath'ring Tempeſt, 
Horror on Horror to the End of Heaven! 
Crat. No, no; you are not of a Soul to bear 
The mighty Good and Ill that meet mid-way, 
As from two Goals; and which comes firſt upon us, 
Fate only knows. 
Cleon. Then ſpeak to me; for I can ſtand the 2 — 
| ike 
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Like a young Plant that faſtens in a Storm, 
And deeper drives the Root, 
Crat. Thy Soul's too ſtrong : thy Body yet too weak, 
To bear the Cruſh. Be ftill, and wait thy Doom. 
[4 Cry within : Liberty, Liberty ! Magas, Magas ! 
To Arms for Magas, and for Liberty . 
Cl:on. What noble Sound was that? So ſmart and 
vigorous ?. . 
A Soul in every Word. 
Crat. Why that was it, 
thought was doing; But I durſt not tell, 
Till now it ſhows itſelf. 
The Work's begun, my Boy; the Works begun: 
There was thy Father in that Warlike Shout, 
Stemming the Tide of Ægypt. 
Cizor. O comfort me, my Huſband's Mother; ſay, 
Fi; My Lord may live and conquer. 
5 Crat. Poſſibly: | 
bs But till make ſure of Death: Truſt we to that, 
As to our laſt Reſerve. 
Cleor. Alas, I dare not die. 
Crat. Come, come, you dare: 
Do not bely your Courage. 
Cleor. Heaven help me, I have none. | 
Crat. Then dare you be a Slave to baſe Ægxprians n 
For that muſt be, if you out-live your Huſband. 
Cleor. I think, I durit to fave myſelf from Death. 
Crat, Then as a Slave, you durſt be raviſh'd too ? 
Cleor. The Gods forbid. 
Crat. The Gods cannot forbid it 
By any way but Death. 
F Cleor. Then I dare die. 
0 Crat. I told you ſo: You did not know your Virtue, 
4 Poor trembling thing: I'll warm thee in my Boſom, 
And make thee take Death kindly. 
Another Shout within ; Liberty and Magas ! 
Cleon. What muſt become of me ? 
Crat. More Trouble yet about this paltry Being ? 
For flame no more ſuch Qualms ! 
Cleon. No more ſuch vile Miſtakes ! I would die warm, 
O z Aud 
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And not in Women's Company but Men's. 
Whether ſome God inſpires me to this Act, 
Or Fate inevitably calls me on, | 
I will not, cannot ſtay: 
But as a generous, unfleſh'd Hound, that hears 
From far the Hunter's Horn and chearful Cry; 
So will I haſte; and by the Muſick led, 
Come up with Death or Honour [Exi7, 
Cleor. Stop him, dear Mother; he may comfort us, 
But cannot help his Father, 
Crat. The Heroes Blood is not to be controll'd: 
Even in a Child 'tis madly Maſterful : 
But wait we patient with our petty Stakes, 
Which on thoſe greater Gameſters muſt depend; 
For as they throw, our little Lots muſt follow, 
Like Sweepings of their Heap. 
| {Crat. and Cleora ge in, Trumpets, a Shout within 3 
Liberty, Liberty, and Magas. 
Pater 3 Cleanthes, Pantheus, Vlluaued 7 
ente few - g ptians. 
Clem, What? Is this populous City turn'd a Defart: ; 
The Cry of Liberty runs on before us; 
And yet not one appears ! 
By Hercules ! we drive 'em thro? their Town: 
They dare not ſtay to welcome their Deliverers. 
Clean. The Cowards are afraid of what they wiſh : 
And cou'd they be their own, they would be ours. 
Cleom They're gone: We talk to Houſes and to Walls, 
Panth, Not ſo: 1 ſee ſome peeping from their Doors. 
What are you, Friends or Foes ? 
Four {Egyptians appear peeping at the oppoſele Entr antes 
of the Stage. 
1 Agypt. Friends, Friends: All honeſt Men, 
And hearty to the Cauſe. 
Clean. Explain what Cauſe—and give the general Dy. 
1 and 2 Egypt. Liberty and Mag as. 
Cleom. | In their Tone. | Liberty and Magas ! 
The Cowards whiſper Liberty ſo ſoftly, 
As if they were afraid the Gods ſhould hear it, 
And take 'em at their Word, 
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CLEOMENES. 847 
x Egypt. No, Friend: We Vulgar never fear the Gods; 
Þ But we whiſper, for fear our over-thwart Neighbours 
Should hear us cry, Liberty, and betray us to the Go- 
7 vernment. _. [&gypt-- 
F Clean. Of what Side are you there? [To ibe oppeſite 
1 3 Zeypt. That's according as you ſucceed : Of your g 
= Side hitherto, - 

Panth. If you are Men, come join with us. 

4 Egypt. You are too few for us to join with you; g 
but get the greater Party of your Side, and we'll be ſure | 
to help the Common Cr. i 

Cleom. Dare you do nothing to aſſert your Freedom? 

3 Ægypt. Yes, We'll pray devouily for you. 

Clean, The Brave pray with their Swords; that's a 

Man's Part. ſing 3 
4Zgypt, Pray with our Swords, the Law calls Fight- 
And Fighting 15 Blood-ſhed; And Blood-ſhed is Hanging; 
And Hanging is the Part of a Dog, and not of a Man 
in my Opinion. 0 [pets ⁊vitbin. 
1 Zgypt. Every one ſhift for himſelf. Egyptian Trum- 
The Government is coming. 
[They fprink back in a Fright, and clap the Doors, 

Clear. Run; couch ye Cowards, to your Tyrant Lords. 

A Dog ye worſhip, and partake his Nature; 
A Race of ſpeaking Spaniels. 

Panth, Let em go; we'll do our Work without 'em. 

Clean. The Comfort 1s, our Foes are like our Friends--- 
Holy-day Heroes drawn out once a Month, 

At publick Charge, to Fat, and to be Drunk; 
Mere Mouths of War, f | 
Enter Soſibius and Conus at the Head of many gypti- | 
ans: They who ſpoie before, bolt out of their Doors and | 
Join with them. 

Seb. Twas what [always fear'd; e en when l ſav'd thee, 

To find thee thus engag'd among my Foes : 
But, yet ſubmit; And 1 can yet forgive thee. 
Conſider ; for *tis all l've Time to ſay, 
Thou fight'ſt againſt thy Father. 

Clean. Againſt my Father's Cauſe, but not my Father: 
It you would needs become yourſelf a Slave, 
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And get me ſuch, I muſt redeem us both, 
And will, or periſh in the brave Attempt. 
Seis. Withdraw thyſelf from Ruin, I command thee. 
Clean. Command I cannot: But, I beg you, Sir, 
Engage not for an Arbitrary Power, 
That odious Weight upon a free born Soul. 
Serb. This is too much; fall on: But ſpare my Son, 
Enter Caſſandra attended. 
Caſ. Soſfibius, hold! Withdraw your Men to Diftance : 
You know this Signet : Obey your King in me, 
[ Shewws the Signet, 
Seis. Never more gladly; Tho' my Son's a Rebel; 
Yet Nature works to fave him. 
Cay. .Then rather than he ſhould untimely fall, 
[ Cœnus draws off Solibius's Men, 
I wou'd forgive the Reſt, and offer Life | 
FPanth. Cleom. Men, Exe. Manent Caſſ. Soſib. Clean. 
Even to that Fugitive, if he pleaſe to treat. 
Cleom. Be ſhort: and if you can, for once, ſincere. 
Ca. What can you hope from this unequal Fight, 
Where Numbers rife from every Foe you kill, 
And grow from their Defeat ? 
(Com. Me come reſolv'd : 
And to die killing is a kind of Conqueſt. | 
Caſ. But are not Life and Freedom worth accepting, 
When offer'd ; and, with fuch Conditions too, 
As make 'em both more pleaſing ? Your Friend's Safety, 
Your Son, your Mother, and that only She, 
Who loves you beſt, for your Companion home : 


You know what She I mean. | Alide to him, 
Cleom. No private Parley — [Stepping back, 


Spartans do all in publick. 

Clean. We know your Reaſons for thoſe ſecret Wint- 

And to your Infamy pers; 
Cleom. | Afede to him.] Peace, Peace, my Friend. 

No Injuries from Women can provoke 

A Man of Honour to expoſe their Fame. 

Madam; we vnderitand each other well: 

My Son, my Mother, and my Wite reſtor'd, 

Ii Peace: if not, dia War. 
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Sib. A fair Propoſal: Be it Peace. | 
Caſ. No, Fool! tis War. Know, heavy Heroe, know, 
J gain'd this Time for my ſecure Revenge; 
To ſeize thy Wife and Mother: And to ſtab thee 
On both Sides of thy Heart, they're gone to die. 
To make thy Death more painful. Farewel, Traitor! 
= And thank thyſelf—not me— [Ex. Cal. and Soſib. 
4 Clcom. Revenge, Revenge, | 
And ſpeedy Death, or Conqueſt : Hold Cieanthes“ 
| Enter Cleonidas. 


LY 
54,34 


Poor Boy! 5 

By Heaven, I am pleas'd to ſee thee fafe this Moment, 
; Tho' I expe& the next to loſe thee. - Guard him, 

 Cleanthes : Set him ſafe behind the Front. 

3 Clean. Come, Sir : you are now my Charge! 

2 Cleon. The Gods forbid | 

4 That I ſhould ſeek this Danger, and not ſhare it. 

[To Cleom. ] Forgive me, Sir, that once I diſſobey you, 

To prove myſelf your Son; living, or dying, 

Vil not be leſs than Man. | 
Cleom. Oh! I cou'd chide thee ; N 

But there's no time for Love and Anger both. 

Fight by my Side; and Heaven protect thy Courage. 

[Cleomenes, Cleanthes, Cleonidas, and their Party 
go off the Stage to fight the Ægyptians. 
Trumpets, Drums, Shouts and Claſhings within. 

Re-enter both Parties I Egyptians i, driven by 
Cleomenes, Pantheus ready to Hi Soſibius — as having 
him down : Cleanthes runs to him and interpoſes, 
Clean. Pantheus, hold; or turn thy Sword on me. 
Panth, [To Sofib.] Riſe, Sir; and thank your Son. 

| Clean. [To Panth. ] Purſue the Foes : I have no Joy of 

J Till I have ſet my Father ſafe. [Conqueſt, 

i So/ib. The Gods reward thy pious Care. 

Cleanthes /cads of bis Father ; while Pantheus Hlloaus 
Cleomeres: The Aigyptians are driven to the bottom 
of the Stage: They make a wheeling Fight ; ſill retiring 
before the Spartans : Cleomenes advances eagerly after 
ive 4gyptians, and, , Pantheus, drives em off - 
Clzonidas is left bevind © So is Cœnus wyo had Hu J. 

Conus 
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Caenus, This was well watch'd : The Boy is left un- 
guarded. I pbruſis at Cleonidas behind, 
Cleon. Oh! I am ſlain by Treaſon ! 
Revenge me, Royal Father. 
Re-enter Cleomenes, 


Cleom. Twas ſure his Voice: { Sees him on the Ground, 


Too ſure: Pity and Rage 
Diſtract my Soul: But Rage will firſt be ſerv'd. 
[ Runs at Cœnus, and hills him, 
There's Juſtice for myſelf and for my Son! 
Lock up, ſweet Boy, 
And tell me that thou liv'ſt. 
Cleon. Fain I would live 
To comfort you: I bleed, and am aſham'd 
To ſay I faint, and call myſelf your Son; 
© Traitor Czxus/ What's become of him? 
Cleom. Look, there he lies, 
Cleon. I am glad on't, 
Forgive me Heav'n: I hope tis no Offence 
Io ſay J am glad, becauſe he kill'd me baſely. 
Still, I grow fainter: Hold me, hold me, Father. 
Cliom. Chear up, and thou ſhalt live. 
Cleon. No: I am juſt dying. 
Cleom. What ſhall I loſe ? 
Cleon. A Boy : That's all. I might have liv'd to Man- 
But once I muſt have dy'd. {hood : 
Cleom. But not before thy Father. 
Cleon. Nay, then you envy me, that I'm firſt happy. 
J go; and when you come, pray find me out, 


And own me for your Son — — [ Dies. 
Cleom. There went his Soul: Fate, thou haſt done thy 
worſt, 


And all thou canſt henceforth, is but mean Slaughter; 
The Gleanings of this Harveſt 
Enter Fantheus. 
Panth. Sir, y'are well found: our Enemies are fled: 
T left our Men purſuing, and made haſte 
To bring this joyful News. 


Cleom, Look there, and if thou dar'ſt, now give me 


Joy. 


Pants, 
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Panth, Enough! y'have ſtopp'd my Mouth —— 
y what; Corn kill'd? 


| A at no Queſtions then of who kill'd who: 
The Bodies tell the Story as they lie. 


Haſte, and Revenge! 
Cleom. Where are our Enemies? 
Panth. Sculking, diſpers'd in Garrets, and in Cellirs, 


finter Cleanthes. 


Cleam. Not worth the Seeking: Are theſe fit t'atone 
For Cleomenes Mother, Son, and Wife? 

But what the Gods have left us, we muſt take. 

Clean. Tis all in vain: we have no further Work: 
The People will not be dragg'd out to Freedom: 
They bar their Doors againſt it: Nay, the Priſoners 
Even guard their Chains, as their Inheritance: 

And Syan their very Dungeons, for their Maſters: 
Leſt Godlike Liberty, the common Foe, 

Should enter in; and they be judg'd hereafter 
Accomplices of Freedom. a 

Panth. Then we may ſheath our Swords. C 

Clean, We may, Pantheas ; 5 
But fo as brave Men ſhould, each in his Boſom, 
That only Way is left us to die free. 

Cleom. All's loft for which I once deſir'd to live. 

Panth, Come to our Buſineſs then: Be ſpeedy, Sir 
And give the Word; I'll be the firſt, to charge 
The grim Foe, Death. | 3 

Clem. Fortune, Thou haſt reduc'd me very low, 
To do the Drudgery of Fate myſelf ! 

What! not one brave Zgyptian / not one worthy 
To do me manly Right, in ſingle Combat! 

To fall beneath my Fury? For that's Juſtice : 

But, then to drag me after: For to die, 

And yet, in Death to conquer, is my With ! 

Clean. Then have your Wiſh: The Gods at laſt are kind, 
And have provided you a Sword that's worthy 
To match your own: "Tis an Ægyptian's too. 

Cleom. Is there that hidden Treaſvre in thy Country? 
The Gods be prais'd for ſuch a Foe l 8 

care 
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Clean. — Not ſuch a Foe, but ſuch a Freind am TI. 
J would fall firſt, for fear I ſhould ſurvive you, 
And pull you after to make ſure in Death, 
To be your undivided Friend for ever. 

Cleom. Then enter we into each other's Breaſts. 
*T'is a ſharp Paſſage; yet a kind one too. 
But to prevent the blind Miſtake of Swords, 
Left one drop firſt, and leave his Friend behind, 
Both thruſt at once, and home, and at our Hearts: 
Let neither ſtand on Guard, but let our Boſoms 
Lie open to each other in our Death, 

As in our Life they were 
Clean, I ſeal it thus. [Kiſs and embrace. 
Panth. And where's my Part? You ſhut me out like 
Churls, | 

While you devour the Feaſt of Death betwixt you. 

Cleom. Cheer up thy Soul, and thou ſhalt die, Pantheus: 

But in thy Turn: There's Death enough for all: 

But as J am thy Mafter, wait my Leiſure, 

And honeſtly compoſe my Limbs to Reſt, | 

Then ſerve thyſelf Now are you ready, Friend ? Eh 
Clean. I am. | | 
Clem. Then this to our next happy Meeting 

[They both puſh together, then flagger backwards, and 
fall together in each other's Arms. 
Clean. Speak, have I ſerv'd you to your Wiſh, my 
Friend ? 
Cleom. Yes, Friend - thou haſt 
my Heart 

Say art thou ſped? 

Clean, JI am, tis my laſt Breath. 
Cleom. And mine — then both are happy—— 

x [ Both die. a 
Penth. So, this was well perform'd, and ſoon diſpatch'd; 

Both ſound afleep already, 

And farewel both for one ſhort Moment. 

[Trumpets ſound Victory within, 

Thoſe are the Foes, our litte Band is loſt 

For want of theſe Defenders; I muſt haften, 

Leſt I be forc'd to live, and led in Triumph; 

| Defrauded 


I have thee in 
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Defrauded of my Fate, Pve earn'd it well, 
And finiſh'd all my Taſk : This is my Place; 
Juſt at my Maſter's Feet Guard him, ye Gods, 
And fave his ſacred Corps from publick Shame 
[ He falls on his Sword, and lies at the Feet of 
Cleomenes Dies. HL 
Enter Soſibius, Caſſandra, and Ægyptians. 
Sefib. Twas what my Heart foreboded: There he lies, 
Extended by the Man whom beſt he lov'd! 
A better Friend than Son. | 


Caſ. What's he, or thou? or Pfolemy? or Zgypt ? 
Or all the World, to Cleomenes loſt ? 


S276. Then I ſuſpected right: If my Revenge 


4 Can eaſe my Sorrow; this the King ſhall] know; 


That thou mayſt reap the due Reward of 'T reaſon, 
And violated Love. 


Caſ. Thy worſt, old Dotard. 
I wiſh to die: But if my Mind ſhould change, 
So well I know my Pow'r, that thou art loſt. 
Seb. The King's Arrival ſhall decide our Fate. 
Mean time, to ſhow how much I honour Virtue, 
Take up that Hero's Body, bear it high, 
Like the Proceſſion of a Deity : 
Let his arm'd Figure on his Tomb be ſet, 
And we like Slaves lie groveling at his Feet 
Whoſe Glories growing till his lateſt Breath, 
Excell'd all others: And his own in Death 


[Exeunt Omnes. 
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iris ere. 
| Spoken by Mrs. Bracegirdle. 


His Day, the Poet, bloodily inclin'd, 

Has made me die, full fore againſt my Mind ! 
Some of you naughty Men, I fear, will cry, 
Poor Rogue ! <would I might teach thee howw to die! 
Thanks for your Love; but J. ſincerely ſay, 
T never mean to die, your wicked Way, 
Well, fince it is decreed all Fleſb muft go, 
( And I am Fleſh, at leaſt for ought you know) 
T firſt declare, 1 die with pious Mind, 
In perfect Charity with all Mankind. 
Next for my Will: - 1 hawe, in my Diſpoſe, 
Some certain Moweables would pleaſe you Beaux; 
As, firſt, my Youth ; for as I have been told, 
Some of you, modiſ Sparks, are dewiliſp old. 
My Chaſtity I need not leave among ye : 
For to ſuſpect old Fops, avere much to wrong ye. 
You ſebear you're Sinners; but for all your haſte, 
Your Miſſes ſhake their Heads, and find you chaſte, 
T give my Courage to thoje bold Commanders 
That flay with us, and dare not go for Flanders, 
1 leave my Truth (to make his Plot more clear ) 
To Mr. Fuller, when he next Ball fevear. 
1 give my Judgment, craving all your Morcies, 
To thoſe that leave good Plays, for damm d dull Farces, 
ily mall Devotion let the Gallants ſhare, 
hat come to egle us at Evening Pray”. 
I give my Perſon let me well conſider, 
Faith e en to him that is the faireſt Bidder : 
To fame rich Hunks, if any be ſo bold 
To jay thoſe dreadful Words, To have and hold, 
But fiazy——to give, and be bequeathing /iill, 
IF ken I'm ſo poor, is juſt like Wickham's Will: 
Lite that notorious Cheat, vaſt Sums I give, 
Only that you may keep me while I live. 
Buy a goed Bargain, Gallants, while you may, 
JI] ceſt you bai your Half-a. Crown a Day. 


— OE 


ES 


e Carr 


ew g wat OE 


— — 


x 


F 


_ — a - — r 
r — 6 - 2 4 ew — Fi one — —— —— — 4 — E 


oe 


4 
22 —— — 


2 0 Tee ACTON 
— — . _ — 
— r . * e * * : — - 4 * 2 © WY \ 
\ > or DDR 
\ \ - a — 
N 


5 5 — 
MJ”. * - 
7 A e, a 
4 5 1 4 5 p . P " Fo ; . A E « [5-5 * * k W Fn 
| FF 
F | 
/ 


W 
* — . 22 
* a= n 
9 
n 
% = _ * bn 


z- 


* * 


a, 
— 


ef 
- 
— 
. 


* 9 RAS. SOIT A a e S * ” 
, __ DIR?! N 1 0 2s *, - . l 
e e e 5 5 ,,, ẽ RE. 
ER IJ VA Ay, 4, p 74 * ; rags BW n - 
e n „„ 
8 CATH COMET | | | Q TID | ESI 
, N 1 F / 77 0 
| %, N 1 
go 8 \ : %%, 4 
0d ARID TIRED | ARIA ; | 15 
| g * aas WR NH, 
F VR ON 1147 
8 ae \ \ 5 4 k 
| 74 55 i 


" * 
On \ 
1M 
2 


A 
N 


— 
* > 


— 


+ 
- 


9 
Q 


Id | TW 
, a g | N 
. 0 


N 


* 


\ 


1 


% 
\ 

N 

" N 


10 \ \ 


8 
N 
WF | | 
* do KO | | 


N bl 
\ * * * Y 


7 


' 4 ON) 7 | 1 * g 0 7 
i k 77 - 2 7 FIT) * 4 
| | t [7 0 „. 5 N 

/ 


's 
N | UL 111 | 
WIG ” ö 2 


/ 
bo 42 2 


ING ARE. 


O R, THE 


BRITISH Wong rh. 


DRAMATICE OPER A. 


By Mr. DR F DE . 


HFeic alta Theatri- 


— 


22 


F unaamenta locant, Scænis decora alta futuris. Virg. En. 1. 


Purpurea intexti tollunt aukea' Britauni. Georg. 3. 10. 
. Tanton placuit concurrere motu, 
7 upiter, eeterna Genteis in pace futures? Zneid. 12. 


N Et celebrare domeſtica facta. Hor. 


4 0 N D O . 
Printed for J. Toxs ox in the Strand. 


MDbccxxxv. 


— oe. wr * 


*r — — 


— a 6 4 


* 


n 
* 


* - 


oe 


EY * 


a j 

* Be 

- : 
= i N 

bs * 2 

p « 
l 4 : 

* — 


4 
e 
F " 
v E. , 
c : _ 
"> a ww . 
ru 
# % 4 e % # 
* 0 
$ * 
; a * 
, * 4 
7 * = * 
mw 4, - 4 
* - 
x A 
4 - 
o 6 % 
4 : ” x # - * We, 
* * * 1 ” 
* q * ” * 0 
W 6 bao * 
N 
. * 
* # 
| f A a 0 , | 
* 4 | 
of * be — ” 0 
* 
("PT 
* * 
; oO 
6 — 
* w pe t * 
* ” 
- * 
/ . N 
* 
9 
% % 
* 
* n 
oy 
P , . 
4 : 4 
A 5 1 
. 
* on »% 
" ' 


pF 


» 
* 
1 
© 


Marquiſs of TALI FAX. 


My Lox p, . 
F l. Poem was the laſt Piece of Ser 
SIGH, vice, which I had the Honour to 
NP T JJ do for my Gracious Maſter King 
* AMIS CHARLES the Second: and tho” he 
n lived not to ſee the Performance of 
iii on the Stage, yet the Prologue to 
it, which was the Opera of Albion and Alvbanius, 
was often practis'd before him at hitehall, and en- 
courag'd by his Royal Approbation. It was indeed 
a Time, which was proper for Triumph, when he 
had overcome all thoſe: Diſhculties which for ſome 
Years had perplex'd His peaceful Reign : But when 
he had juſt reſtor'd his People to their Senſes, and 
made the latter End of his Government of a Piece 
with the happy Beginning of it, he was on the ſud- 
den ſnatch'd away from the Bleſſings and Acclama- 


% * 


tions of his Subjects, who arrived ſo late to the 


Mok. VI. 5 Know- 


— . 


e Epiſile Dedicatory. 
Knowledge of him, that they had but juſt Time 
enough to àeſire him longer, before they were to 
part with him for ever. Peace be with tbe Aſhes of 
ſo good a King! Let his Humane Frailties be for- 
7 1 eG f 3 — 
gotten; and his Clemency and Moderation (the in- 
herent Virtues of his Family) be remembred with a 
grateſul Veneration by Three Kingdoms, through 
which he ſpread the Bleſſings of them. And, as your 
Lordſhip held a principal Place in his Eſteem, and 
perhaps the firſt in his Affection, during his latter 
Troubles; the Succeſs which accompanied thoſe pru- 
dent Counſels, cannot but reflect an Honour on thoſe 
few who mana g'd them; and wrought out, by their 
Faithfulneſs and Diligence, the Publick Safety. I 
might dilate on the Difficulties which attended that 
Undertaking, the Temper of the People, the Power, 
Arts and Intereſt of the contrary Party, but thoſe 
are all of them invidious Topicks; they are too 
green in our Remembrance; and he who touches 
on them, Incedit per ignes ſuppoſitos cineri doloſs. 
But without reproaching one Side to praiſe another, 
I may juſtly recommend to both, thoſe wholefome 
Counſels, which wiſely adminiſtered, and as well 
executed, were the Means of preventing a Civil 
War, and of extinguiſhing a growing Fire which 
was juſt ready to have broken forth among us. So 
many Wives, who have yet their Huſbands in their 
Arms; ſo many Parents, who have not the Num- 
ber of their Children leſſen'd ; ſo many Villages, 
Towns and Cities, whoſe Inhabitants are not de- 
creaſed, their Property violated, or their Wealth di- 
miniſhed, are yet owing to the ſober Conduct, and 
bappy Reſults of your Advice. If a true Account 
may be expected by Future Ages from the Preſent, 


your Lordſhip will be delivered over to Poſterity, 


in a fairer Character than J have given: And be 
| read, 
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The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 
read, not in the Preface of a Play, (whoſe Author 
is not vain enough to promiſe Immortality to others, 
or to hope it for himſelf) but in many Pages of a 
Chronicle, fill'd with Praiſes of your Adminiſtra- 
tion. For if Writers be juſt to the Memory of King 
CHARLES the Second, they cannot deny him 


to have been an exact Knower of Mankind, and 


a perfect Diſtinguiſher of their Talents. Tis true, 
his Neceſſities often forc'd him to vary his Coun- 
ſellors and Counſels, and ſometimes to employ ſuch 
Perſons in the Management of his Affairs, who were 
rather fit for his preſent Purpoſe, than ſatisfactory 
to his Judgment: But where it was Choice in him, 
not Compulſion, he was Maſter of too much good 
Senſe to delight in heavy Converſation; and what- 
ever his Favourites of State might be, yet thoſe of 
his Affection were Men of Wit. He was eaſy with 
theſe ; and comply'd only with the former: But in 
the latter Part of his Life, which certainly requir'd 
to be moſt cautiouſly manag'd, his ſecret Thoughts 
were communicated but to Few; and thoſe ſelected 
of that Sort, who were Amici omnium horaram, able 
to adviſe him in a ſerious Conſult, where his Ho- 
nour and Safety were concern'd ; and afterwards ca- 
pable of entertaining him with pleaſant Diſcourſe, 
as well as profitable. In this matureſt Part of his 
Age, when he had been long ſeaſon'd with Diffi- 
culties and Dangers, and was grown to a Niceneſs 
in his Choice, as being ſatisſied how few cou'd be 
truſted; and, of thoſe who cou'd be truſted, how 
few cou'd ſerve him, he confined himſelf tu a ſmall 
Number of Boſom Friends; amongſt whom, the 
World is much miſtaken, if your Lordſhip was 

not Firſt, 5 
If the Rewards which you receiv'd for thoſe Ser- 
vices, were only Honours, it rather ſhew'd the Ne- 
4 ceſſities 
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The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 
Neceſſities of the Times, than any want of Kind- 
neſs in your Royal Maſter: And as the Splendour 
of your Fortune ſtood not in need of being ſupported 
by the Crown, fo likewiſe in being ſatisfied with- 
out other Recompence, you ſhow'd your ſelf to be E 
above a Mercenary Intereſt ; and ſtrengthen'd that þ 
Power, which beſtowed thoſe Titles on you : Which, 
truly ſpeaking, were Marks of Acknowledgement | 
more than Favour. bt 1 
But, as a ſkilful Pilot will not be tempted out to 
Sea, in ſuſpected Weather; ſo have you wiſely cho- | 
ſen to withdraw your ſelf from publick Bufineſs, 
when the Face of Heaven grew troubled, and the 
frequent Shifting of the Winds foreſhew'd a Storm: 
There are Times and Seaſons when the beſt Patri- 
ots are willing to withdraw their Hands from the 
Commonwealth; as Phacion in his latter Days was 
obſerv'd to decline the Management of Affairs: Or, 
as Cicero, (to draw the Similitude more home) left 
the Pulpit, for Tuſculum; and the Praiſe of Orato- 
ry, for the ſweet Enjoyments of a private Life. And, 
in the Happineſs of thoſe Retirements, has more ob- 
lig'd Poſterity by his Moral Precepts, than he did 
the Republick, in quelling the Conſpiracy of Cati- | 
line. What prudent Man wou'd not rather follow 
the Example of his Retreat, than flay like Cato, 
with a ſtubborn unſeaſonable Virtue, to oppoſe the 
Torrent of the People, and at laſt be driven from 
the Market-place by a Riot of a Multitude, unca- 
pable of Counſel, and deaf to Eloquence ? There is 
likewiſe a Portion of our Lives, which every wiſe 
Man may juſtly reſerve to his own peculiar Uſe, 
and that without defrauding his Native Country. 
A Roman Soldier was allow'd to plead the Merit of 
his Services for his Diſmiſſion at ſuch an Age; and 
there was but one Exception to that Rule, which 
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The Epiftle Dedicatory. T 


was, an Invaſion from the Gault. How far that 
may work with your Lordfhip, I am not certain; 
but I hope it is not coming to the Trial. 
In the mean time, while the Nation is ſecur'd 
from Foreign Attempts, by ſo powerful a Fleet, and 
we enjoy not only the Happineſs, but even the Or- 
naments of Peace, in the Divertiſement of the 
Town, I humbly offer you this Trifle, which if it 
ſucceed upon the Stage, is like to be the chiefeſt 
Entertainment of our Ladies and Gentlemen this 
Summer. When I wrote it, ſeven Vears ago, I 
employ'd ſome Reading about it, to inform my ſelf 
out of. Beda Bachartus, and other Authors, con- 
cerning the Rites and Cuſtoms of the Heathen Sax- 
ons; as I alſo us'd the little Skill I have in Poetry 
to adorn it. But not to offend: the preſent Times, 


nor a Government which has hitherto protected me, 


I have been oblig'd ſo much to alter the firſt De- 
ſign, and take away ſo many Beauties from the 
Writing, that it is now no more what it was for- 


merly, than the preſent Ship of the Royal Sovereign 


after ſo often taking down, and, altering, is the 
Veſſel it was at the firſt Building. There is nothing 
better, than what J intended, but the Muſick; 
which has ſince arriv'd to a greater Perfection in 
England, than ever formerly, eſpecially paſſing 
through the artful Hands of Mr. Purcel, who 
has compos'd it with ſo great a Genius, that he 
has nothing to fear but an ignorant, ill-judging 
Audience. But the Numbers of Poetry and 
Vocal Muſick are ſometimes! ſo. contrary, that 
in many Places I have been oblig'd to cramp my 
Verſes, and make them rugged to the Reader, that 
they may be harmonious to the Heafer: Of which I 
have no Reaſon to repent me, becauſe theſe Sorts 
of Entertainment are principally deſign'd for the 
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The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 

Ear and Eye; and therefore in Reaſon my Art 
on this Occaſion, ought to be ſubſervient to his. 
And beſides, I flatter my ſelf with an Imagination, 
that a judicious Audience will eaſily diſtinguiſh be- 
twixt the Songs, wherein I have comply'd with 
him, and thoſe in which I have follow'd the Rules 
of Poetry, in the Sound and Cadence of the Words. 
Notwithſtanding all theſe Diſadvantages, there is 
fomewhat {till remaining of the firſt Spirit with 
which I wrote it: And tho' I can only ſpeak by 
guefs of what pleas'd my firſt and beſt Patroneſs 
the Dutcheſs of Monmouth in the Reading, yet I 
will- venture my Opinion, by the Knowledge I 
have long had of her Grace's excellent Judgment, 
and true Taſte of Poetry, that the Parts of the 
Airy and Earthy Spirits, and that Fairy kind of 
Writing, which depends only upon the Force of 
Imagination, were the Grounds of her- liking the 
Poem, and afterwards of her recommending it to 
the Queen. I have likewiſe had the Satisfaction 


to hear, that her Majeſty has graciouſly been 


pleasꝰd to peruſe the Manuſcript of this Opera, 
and piven it her Royal Approbation. Poets, who 
ſubfiſt not but on the Favour of Sovereign Princes, 
and of Great Perfons, may have leave to be a little 
vain; and boaſt of their Patronage, who encourage 
the Genius that animates them. And therefore I 


will again preſume to gueſs, that her Majeſty was 


not diſpleas'd to find in this Poem the Praiſes of her 
Native Country, and the Heroick Actions of fo 
famous a Predeceſſor in the Government of Great 
Britain, as King Arthur. | | 

All this, my Lord, I muſt confeſs, looks with 
a kind of Infinuation, | that I preſent you with 
ſomewhat not unworthy your Protection: But J 
may eaſily miſtake the F avour of her Majeſty 
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The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 
for her Judgment: I think I cannot be deeeiv'd in 
thus addrefling to your Lordſhip, whom I have had 
the Honour to know, at that Diſtance which be- 
comes me, for ſo many Years; Tis true, that for- 
merly I have ſhadow'd ſome part of your Virtues un- 
der another Name; but the Character, tho' ſhort 
and imperfect, was ſo true, that it broke through the 
Fable, and was diſcover'd by its Native Light. 
What I pretend by this Dedication, is an Honour 
which I do my ſelf to Poſterity, by acquainting 
them that I have been converſant with the firſt Per- 
ſons of the Age in which I liv'd ; and thereby perpe- 
tuate my Proſe, when my Verſes may poſſibly be 

forgotten, or obſcur'd by the Fame of future Poets. 
Which Ambition, amongſt my other Faults and 
Imperfections, be pleaſed to pardon, in, 
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URE there's a Dots of Wit in this 4“ Tun, 
When filly Plays fo favouril go down : "1 2g 
As auben Clipp'd Money paſſes, tis a fn Tenge Fo 
Nation is not over-ftockd with Coin. 5 
Happy is he, who, in his own Defence, 
Cas write juſt level to your humble Senſe; 
Who higher than your Pitch can newer go; 
And doubtleſs, he muſt creep who writes below. 
So have I ſeen in Hall of Knight, or Lord, 
A weak Arm throw on a long Showel- Board, 
He barely lays his Piece, bar Rubs and Knocks, 
Secur d by Weakneſs not to reach the Box. 
A Feeble Poet awill his Bus neſs do; 
Who ftraining all he can, comes up to you: 
For if you like your Selves, you like Him too. 
An Ape his oon dear Image will embrace; 
An ugly Beau adores a Hatchet Face : 
So Some of you, on pure Inſtinct of Nature, 
Are led, by Kind, admire your Fellow Creature, 
In Fear of which, our Houſe has ſent this Day, 
7 inſure our New-built-Vefſel, call'd a Play. 
No ſooner nam'd, than one crys out, Theſe Stagers 
Come in good Time, to make more Work for Wagers. 
The Town divides, if it will take or ma; 
The Courtiers bet, the Cits, the Merchants too; 
A Sign they have but litth elſe to do. 


8 
Regs 


Betts, 


PROLOGUE. 


Betts, at the firft, were Fool-T raps ; where he Wiks 
Like Spiders, lay in Ambuſh for: the Flies > 

But now they're grown a common Trade for all, 

And Actions, by the News-Book, Riſe and Fall, 
Wits, Cheats, and Fops, arg free of Wager-Hall. 
One Policy, as far as Lyons carries; 

Another, nearer home, ſets up for Paris. 

Our Betts, at laſt, wou'd ev'n to Rome extend, 

But that the Pope has prov'd our Trufty F riend... 
Indeed, it were a Bargain worth our Money, - 4 

Cou'd aue inſure another Ottoboni .. 
Among the reſt there are a ſbarping Sett, 
That pray for us, and yet againſt us Bett. 

Sure Heawn it ſelf is at a. loſs, to know 

If theſe wou'd have their Pray'rs be beard, or no 
Fer in great Stabes, we proufly ſuppoſe, 

Men pray but very faintly” they may boſe. _ 
Leave off theſe MWagers; for in Conſcience ſeating, 
The City needs not your new Tricks for Breaking © 


And if you Gallants loſe, to all Appearing 
You'll want an Equipage for Volunteering 3 
While thus, no Spar# of Honour left awithin ye, 


When you ſhow'd draw the Sword, you draw the Guinea. 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


M EN. 


King A RTHR UR. Mr. Betterten, 
page #6 becagen Miſ Kent, 4 Saxon } Mr. Williams. 


Con on, Duke of Cornwall, Tribu- } Mr. Hedwfan. 
tary to King ARTHUR, 
MznlinN, a famous Inchanter. Mr. Xynafton. 


O$SMOND, 3 Saxon Magician, and a } Mr. Sandford. 
Heathen. 


AURELIUS, Frimd to Ax THUR. Mr. Alexander. 


Ar BAN ac Captain of ARTHU "I Mr. Bowen 
Gunras; i 


GuiLLAMAR, Friend to Ow at. Mr. Harris. 


WOMEN. 


ENMELINE, Daughter of Conon. Mrs. Bracegirdle, 
MaTilDaA, her Attendant. Mrs. Richardſon. 


Pr1LlIiDEL, an Airy Spirit. Mrs. Butler, 


Gaius A Up, an Earthy Spirit. Mr. Bowman. 


Officers and Soldiers, Singers and ' Dancers, 


SCENE n KENT. 


0 R, T H E 


BRITISH WORT H. 


A Fi en 


: : Enter Conon, Aurelius, Albanact. 


» HEN this is the deciding Day, to fix 
IVY Great Britain's Scepter i in great Arthur's 
1 Hand: 


Aur. Or put it in the bold Invader's 


3.Y Gri 


"© 


SSR Arthur and Ofrald, and their different 
Fates. 


Are weighing now within the Scales of Heaven. 
Con. In ten ſet Battels have we driven back 
Thefe Heathen Saxons, and regain'd our Earth. 

As Earth recovers from an Ebbing Tide, 


Her 
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376 Aar fun: or, 


Her balf-drown'd Face, and lifts it o'er the Waves, 
From Severn's Bank, even to this Barren-Down, 
Our foremoſt Men have preſs d their fainty Rear, 
And nat one Saxon Face has been beheldß 
But all their Backs, and Shoulders have been ſtuck 
With foul diſhoneſt Wounds ;. Now: here, indeed, 
Becauſe they have no.. farther Ground, they ſtand. 

Aur. Well have we choſe a happy Day for Fight; 
For every Man, in courſe of Time, has found a 1 
Some Days are lucky,” ſomE unfortunate.  * | 

Ab. But why this Day more _— than the reſt ? 

Con. Becauſe this Day 
Is ſacred to the Patron of our Iſle; 

A Chriſtian, and a Soldier's annual Feat. 

Alb. Oh, now I underſtand you. This is St. George of 
Cappadocia s Day. Well, it may be ſo, but Faith J was 
ignorant; we Soldiers ſeldom examine the Rubrick; and 
now and then a Saint may happen to ſlip by us: But if 
he be a Gentleman Saint, he will forgive us. 

Con. Oſwald undoubtedly will fight; it bravely. 

Aur. And it behoves him well, tis his laſt Stake. 
But what manner of Man is this Ofevald? Have ye 
ever ſeen him :? [To Alb. 

Alb. Ne'er but once; And that was to my Coft too; 
J follow'd him too cloſe, and to ſay the Truth, ſome- 
what uncivilly, upon a Rout: but he turn'd upon me, 
as quick and as round, as a chaf'd Boar; and gave me 
two Licks a-croſs the F ace, to put me in Mind of my 
Chriſtianity. 

Con. I know him well ; he' s free and open-hearted. 

Aur, His Country's Character: That ſpeaks a German. 

Con. Revengetul, rugged, violently brave, 
And once reſolv'd, is never to be mov'd. 

Alb. Yes, he's a valiant Dog; Pox on him. 

Con. This was. the Character he then maintain'd, 
When in my Court, he ſought my Daughter's Love; ; 
My fair, blind Emmeline. . 

Alb. I cannot blame him for courting the Heiref of 
Cornwall : All Heirefles are beautiful; and as blind as ſhe 
is, he would have had no blind Bargain of her. 

Aur, 
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Aur. For that Defeat in Love, he. rais'd this War. 
For Royal Arthur reign'd within her Heart, 25 | 
Ere Ofevald mov'd his Suit. | TUES oi 

Con. Ay, now Aurelius, you have Bee? a Man; 8 19 
One, whom beſides the Homage that I owe, A5 
As Cornwall's Duke, to his imperial Crown. Fa. 

I wou'd have choſen out, from all Mankind, NE 
To be my ſovereign Lord. | | 

Aur. His Worth divides him Mom the Croud of Kings; : 
So born, without Deſert to be ſo born; 

Men, ſet a- loft, to be the Scourge of Heaven; 
And with long Arms, to laſh the Under-World. | 

Con. Arthur is all that's excellent in Ofwald; '- 
And void of all his Faults : In Battle brave, ES 
But ſtill ſerene in all the ſtormy War, LES 
Like Heaven above the Clouds ; - and after Fight, 1 

1 As merciful and kind to vanquiſh'd Foes, | 

| As a forgiving God. But ſee, he's here, 

I And Praiſe is dumb before him. | 

Enter King Arthur, reading a Letter, with Attendants." 
Arth. [ Reading. ] Go on, auſpicious Princez the Stars 
te kind: 
Unfold thy Banners to hs willing Wind ; 
While I, with airy Legions, help thy Arms; 3 
Confronting Art with Art, and Charms with G 
So Merlin writes; nor can we doubt th' Event, [Te Con. 
With Heav'n and you, two Friends; Oh noble Conon,, 
You taught my tender Hands the Trade of War: ; 
And now again you helm your hoary Head, 
And under double Weight of Age and Arms, 

Aſſert your Country's Freedom and wy Crown. 

Con. -No more, "my Son. | 

Arth. Moſt happy in that Name ! % 34 
Your Emmeline, to Ofewald's Vows refus' d, 

You made my plighted Bride: 

Vour charming Daughter, who like Love, born n blind, 
Un-aiming hits, with ſureſt rar aLl 

And innocently kills. 

Con. Remember Son, 1 
You are a General, other Wars require you, 
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378 King ARTHUR: Or, 
For ſet the Saxon Groſs begins to mov. 
Arth. Their Infantry embattel'd, ſquare and cloſe, 
March firmly on, to fill the middle Space: 
Cover'd by their advancing Cavalry. 
By Heav'n, *tis Beauteous Horror: 
The Noble Ofvald has provok'd my Envy. 
Enter Emmeline, led by Matilda. 
Ha! Now my Beauteous Emmeline appears, 
A new, but Oh, a ſofter Flame inſpires me: 
Even Rage and Vengeance ſlumber at her Sight. 
Con. Haſte your Farewel; I'll chear my Troops, and 
wait ye. [Exit Conon. 
Em. O Father, Father, I am ſure you're here; 
Becauſe I ſee your Voice. | 
' Arth. No, thou miſtak'ſt thy Hearing for thy Sight: 
He's gone, my Emmeline; 6 
And I but ſtay to gaze on thoſe fair Eyes, 
Which cannot view the Conqueſt they have made. 
Oh Star-like Night, dark only to thy ſelf, 
But full of Glory, as thoſe Lamps of Heav'n 
That fee not, when they ſhine. 


Em. What is this Heav'n, and Stars, and Night, and 


: ay, | 
To which you thus compare my Eyes and me? 


I underſtand you, when you ſay you love: 
For, when my Father claſps my Hand in his, 
That's cold, and I can feel it hard and wrinkld; 
But when you graſp it, then I ſigh and pant, 
And ſomething ſmarts and tickles at my Heart. 
Arth. Oh artleſs Love! where the Soul moves the 
Tongue, 
And only Nature ſpeaks what Nature thinks ! 
Had ſhe but Eyes! : 
Em. Juſt now you ſaid I had: 
I ſee em, I have two. 
Arth, But neither ſee. 
Em. I'm ſore they hear you then: 
What can your Eyes do more! 
Arth. They view your Beauties. 
Em. Do not I ſee? You have a Face, like mine, 2 
9 | 
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The Britiſh Horthy, 379 
Two Hands, and two round, pretty, riſing Breaſts, 
That heave like mine. | | 
Arth. But you deſcribe a Woman. 
Nor is it Sight, but Touching with your Hands, 
Em. Then 'tis my Hand that ſees, and that's all one: 
For is not Seeing, Touching with your Eyes ? 8 
Arth. No, for I ſee at Diſtance, where I touch not. 
Em. If you can ſee ſo far, and yet not touch, 
I fear you ſee my naked Legs and Feet : 
Quite through my Clothes; pray do not ſee ſo well. 
Arth. Fear not, ſweer Innocence; 
T view the lovely Features of your Face; 
Your Lips Carnation, your dark ſhaded Eye-brows, 
Black Eyes, and Snow-white Forehead ; all the Colours 
That make your Beauty, and produce my Love. 
Em. Nay, you do not love on equal Terms: 
I love you dearly, without all theſe Helps: 
I cannot ſee your Lips Carnation; 
Your ſhaded Eye-brows, nor your Milk-white Eyes, 
Arth. You ſtill miſtake. 
En. Indeed I thought you had a Noſe and Eyes, 
And ſuch a Face as mine; have not Men Faces! 
Arth. Oh, none like yours, ſo excellently fair. 
Em, Then wou'd I had no Face; for I wou'd be 
Juſt ſuch a one as you. | 
Arth. Alas *tis vain t' inſtru your Innocence. 
You have no Notion of Light or Colours. 
2 [Trumpet ſounds within. 
Em. Why, is not that a Trumpet? 
Ar th, Yes, . 
Em. I knew it. | 
And I can tell you how the Sound on't looks; 
It looks as if it had an angry fighting Face. 
Arth. "Tis now indeed a ſharp unpleaſant Sound, 
Becauſe it calls me hence, from her 1 love, 
To meet Ten thouſand Foes. 
Em. How does ſo many Men e'er come to meet? 
This Devil Trumpet vexes dm, and then 
'They feel about, for one another's Faces ; 
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380 King ARTHUR: Or, 
And ſo they meet, and kill. 

Artb. VII tell ye all, when we have gain'd the Field; 
One Kiſs of your fair Hand, the Pledge of Conqueſt, 
And ſo a ſhort Farewel. 85 

|  { Kiffes her Hand, and Exit with Aurel, Alb. and 
Attendant. 

Em. My Heart and Vaſes go with him to the Fight : 

May every Foe be that, which they call blind, 
And none of all their Swords have Eyes to find him. 
But lead me nearer to the Trumpet's Face ; _ 
For that brave Sound upholds my fainting Heart; 
And while ] bo, methinks I fight my Part. 
[Exit, led by Matilda, 


The 8 c EN E repreſents a Place of Heathen Worſhip ; 
the three 8003 0 Gods, Woden, Thor, and F * 
Placed on  Pedeftals. An Altar. 


Enter Oſwald FR Oſmond. 


O/m. Tis time to haſten our myſterious Rites ; 
Becauſe your Army waits you. 

Ofaw. 7 hor, Freya, N oden, all ye Saxon Powers, 

{Making three Bows before the three Images. 
Hear and revenge my Father Hengiſts Death. 

O/m. Father of Gods and Men, great Moden, hear: 
Mount thy hot Courſer, drive amidſt thy Foes; 

Lift high thy thund'ring Arm, let every "Blow : 
Daſh out a miſ-believing Briton's Brains. 

O/o. Father of Gods and Men, great Woden, "RON j 
Give Conqueſt, to thy Saxon Race, and Me. 

On. Thor, Freya, Moden, hear, and ſpell your Saxons, 
With Sacred Runick Rhymes, from Death in Battle, 
Edge their bright Swords, and blunt the Britons Darts, 
No more, Great Prince, for ſee my truſty Fiend, 

Who all the Night has wing'd the duſky Air. 
Grimbald, à fierce earthy Spirit, ar aol | 
What News, any Grimbald ? 

Grim. I have plaid my Part; 

For I have fteePd the Fools that are to die, 
Six Fools, ſo prodigal of Life and Soul, 
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That, for their County, they devote their Lives 
E A Sacrifice to Mother Earth, and Woden. 


Inſpect their Intrails, draw from thence thy Gueſs: 


Full on the Faces of our Chriſtned Foes. 


— 


The Britiſh Worthy. 381 


O/m. Tis well; but are we ſure of Victory? 
Grim. Why aſk” | thou me? 


Blood we muſt have, without it we are dumb. 
O/m. Say, where's thy R Philidel ? 
Why comes not ge? 
Grim. For, he's a puling Spright. 
Why didſt thou chuſe a tender airy Form, 
Unequal to the mighty Work of Miſchief ? 
His Make is flitting, ſoft, and yielding Atomes; 
He trembles at the yawning g Gulph of Hell, 
Nor dares approach the Flame, leſt he ſhou'd finge 
His gaudy ſilken Wings. 
He fighs when he ſhou'd p 8 a Soul in Sulphur, 
As with Compaſhon touch'd of fooliſh Men. 

O/m. What a half-Devil's he ? 
His Errand was, to draw the Low-land Damps, 
And noiſom Vapours, from the foggy Fens: 
Then, breathe the baleful Stench, with all his Force, 


Grim. Accordingly he drain'd thoſe Marſhy- grounds; 
And bagg'd 'em in a blue peſtiferous Cloud; 
Which when he ſhou'd have blown, the fri ghted Elf 
Eſpy'd the red Croſs-Banners of their Hoſt; 
And ſaid he durſt not add to his Damnation. 
O/n. I'll puniſh. him at leiſure. 
Call in the Victims to propitiate Hell. 


Grin. That's my kind Maſter, Lihall breakfaſt on em. 


Grimbald goes 20 the Daor, and re-enters with fix Saxons 
in White, with Swords in their Hands. They range 
themſelves three and three in Oppoſition to each other. The 
refl of the Stage is fill d with Priefts and —— 


Oden, fir/# to thee, 


A Milk-white Steed, in Battle won, 
e have Sacrific'd. 


Chor, We have Sacrifc'd. 
| Verſ, 


382 king ARTHUR: Or, 
Verſ. Let our next Oblation be 

i thy thundring Son, 

Of /uch another. 
Chor. We have Sacrific'd. 


Verſ. A Third, (of Friezland Breed was by J 
To Woden's Wife, and to Thor's Mother, 
And now wwe have aton'd all three, © 
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We have Sacrificd, 7 

Chor. We have Sacriſc d. = w 
= ar 

2 Voc. The White Hor/e neigh'd aloud. = pr: 
To Woden Thanks we render. E of 

To Woden ave have wow'd. = 


Chor. To Woden, our 42 fender. Fa 
e four laſt Lines i in Cloras | 1 


Verl. The Lot 10 1 * Tanfan plea d: Sa, 

Chor. Of mortal Cares you Hall be eat d, : 
Brave Souls to be renown'd in Story. V 
Hanour prizing, ES N 
Death dg eſpifeng, | The 
Fame acquiring, And 
By Expirmg, } 
Die, and reap the fruit of Glory; | The 
Brave Souls 10 be renown'd in Story. bei 

Veſt: 2. I call ye all 535 
70 Woden' s Hall; 
Your Temples ad, A 
With Toy bound, q 
In Goble croaun d, ie 
And pleutecui Bowls of zurniſb d Sela; > Tri- 
Where you ſhall laugh, © 1 
And dance, and quaff 


The Juice, that niake-the Britons boid. 


[The fox Saxons are led of 8 the Priefte, in order to be 
Sacrific'd.. © 


O T. 


be 


*n 


9 27 he bfi ing. 
„ | Ofw. Ambitious Fools we are, . 
And yet Ambition is a Godlike Fault: 
Or rather, tis no Fault in Souls born great, 
Who dare extend their Glory by their Deeds. 
ow Britany prepare to change thy State, 


And from this Day begin thy Saxon Date. 


N [ Exeunt Omnes. 


. JA Battle ſuppoſed t to "a given behind the Scenes, 

= with Drums, Trumpets, and Military Shouts 

and Excurſions :. : After which the Britons, ex- 

preſſing their Joy for the We ſing this Song 
of TI ritory. 


NOme if you dare, our Trumpets found ; 
Come if you dare, the Foes rebound : 


5 2 come, Wwe come, We come, be came, 


0 Says the double, abb double Bea: 2 7 the thundring Drum. 


39 


. 


Now they charge on amain, 

| Now they rally again 

De Gods from above the mad Labeur behold, 
And pity Mankind that will periſh for Gold. 


| The Fainting Saxons guit their Ground, 
Their Trumpets languiſh in the Sound; 


T hey Ay, they fly, they fly, they FY 
Victoria, Victoria, the Bold Britons cry. 


Noa the Victory s won,. N 

To the Plunder aue run: 
We return to our Laſſes like Fortunate Traders,. 
Trimphant with Spoils of the Vangquiſh'd Invaders. 
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ACT I. SCENE I. 


Enter Philidel. 


Phil... Las, for Pity, of this bloody Field !. 

| Piteous it needs muſt be, when I, a Spirit, 
"Can have ſo ſoft a ſenſe of Human Woes ! 

Ah! for ſo many Souls, as but this Morn 

Were cloath'd with Fleſh, and warm'd with Vital Blood, 


But naked now, or ſhirted but with Air. 


[Merlin, irh Spirits, deſcends to Philidel, on a Charig 75 F 


drawn by Dragons- 


Mer. What art thou, Spirit? of what Name or Order , 


(For I have viewd thee in my Magick Glaſs,) 
Making thy Moan among the Midnight Wolves, 
That bay the ſilent Moon: Speak, I conjure thee. 
Tis Merlin bids thee, at whoſe awful Wand, 

The pale Ghoſt quivers, and the grim Fiend gaſps. 

Phil. Anairy Shape, the tend'reſt of my Kind, 
The laft ſeduc'd, and leaſt deform'd of Hell; 

Half white, and ſhuM'd in the Crowd, I fell, 
Defirous to repent, and loth to fin ; 

Aukward in Miſchief, piteous of Mankind. 

My Name is Philidel, my Lot in Air, | 
Where next beneath the Moon, and neareſt Heav- n, 
J ſoar, and have a Glimpſe to be receiv'd, 

For which the ſwarthy Demons envy me. 

Mer. Thy Buſinefs here ? 

Phil. To ove the Saxon Wizard's dire Commands, 
Oſnond, the awfull'ſt Name next thine below. 
Cauſe I refus'd to hurl a noiſom Fog 
On Chriſten'd Heads, the Hue and Cry of Hell 
Ts rais'd againit me, for a Fugitive Spright. 


Mer. Oſmond ſhall know, a greater Power protects thee; 


But follow thou the Whiſpers of thy Soul, 


'That draw thee nearer r Heay' n. 
And, 
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And, as thy Place is neareſt to the Sky, 
The Rays will reach thee firſt, and bleach thy Soot. 
"> PHil. In hope of that, I ſpread my Azure Wings, 
And wiſhing ſtill, for yet I dare not pray, 
II baſk in Day-light, and behold with Joy 
My Scum work outward, and my Ruſt wear off. 
Mer. Why, tis my hopeful Devil; now mark me, 
I will employ thee, for thy future Good : | Philidel, 
Thou know'ſt, in ſpite of valiant Ofwwald's Arms, 
Or O/mond's powerful Spells, the. Field is ours 
— Phil. Oh Maſter! haſten 
Thy dread Commands; for Erimbald is at Hand, 
DO fnond's fierce Fiend; I ſnuff his earthy Scent: 
The conquering Britons he miſleads to Rivers, 
Or dreadful Downfalls of unheeded Rocks; 


Where many fall, that ne'er ſhall riſe again. 


Mer. Be that thy Care, to ſtand by Falls of Brooks, 
And trembling Bogs, that bear a Green-Sword Show. 
Warn off the bold Purſuers from the Chace: 


No more, they come, and we divide the Taſk. 
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3-9 Thy tender flitting Air, I' leave my Band 

Of Spirits with united Strength to aid thee, 

And Force with Force repel. 

5 [Exit Merlin on his Chariot. Merlin' Spirits 
8 flay with Philidel. 


bepherd, follow?d by 
King Arthur, Conon, Aurelius, Albanact and Soldiers, 


ewho wander at a Diſtance in the Scenes. 
> Grim. Here, this way, Britons, follow Ofawala”s F light, 
This Evening as I whiſtled out my Dog, 
= To drive my ſtraggling Flock, and pitch'd my Fold, 
= i ſaw him dropping Sweat, o'er-labour'd, ſtiff, 
Make faintly as he could, to yonder Dell. 
Tread in my Steps: long Neighbourhood by Day 
Has made theſe Fields familiar in the Night. 

Arib. I thank thee, Shepherd; 


ect: 


Expect Reward, lead on, we follow thee. 


ſings. 


Phil. 0 Hither this away, this way bend, 


Truſt not that malicious Fiend : 


Vol. VI. 
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Thoſe are falſe deluding Lights, 
Wafted far and near by Sprights, 
Truſt em not, for they'll deceive ye; 
And in Bogs and Marſhes leave ye. 
Chor. of Phil. Spirits. H:zher this auay, this way bend. 
Chor. of Grimb. Spirits. This way, this way bend. 
Phil. 4.4 you flep, no Danger thinking, 
lings. F Down you fall, a Furlong ſinking : 
*Tis a Fiend who bas annoy'd ye; 
Name but Heaw'n, and hell avoid ye. 


Chor. of Phil. Spirits. Hither this away, this way bend. 
Chor. of Grimb. Spirits. This way, this way bend, 
Philidel's Spirits. Traſt not that malicious Fiend. 
Grimbald's Spirits. Truſt me, I am no malicious Fiend. 
Philidel's Spirits. Hither this away, &c. 


Con. Some wicked Phantom, Foe to human Kind, 
Miſguides our Steps. 

Alba. V1 follow him no further. [ ſpite, 

Grimb. ſþeaks., By Hell ſhe ſings em back, in my De- 
J had a Voice in Heaven, ere ſulph'rous Steams 
Had damp'd it to a Hoarſeneſs: but Þll try. 


He ſings. Let no: a Moon- born EIF miſ-lead ye 
From your Prey, and from your Glory. 
Too far, alas, he has betray'd ye: 
Folloau the Flames, that wave before ye - 
Sometimes Sev'n, and ſometimes One; 
Hurry, hurry, hurry, hurry on. 

Sg | 
See, ſee, the Fooiſtips plain appearing, 
That Way Oſwald choſe for flying : 
Firm is the Turf, and fit for Bearing, 
Where yonder peariy Dews are lying. 
Far he cannot hence be gone; 
Hurry, hurry, hurry, hurry on. 


Jur. Tis true, he ſays; the Footſteps yet are freſh 
Upon the Sod, no falling Dew-Drops have 
Diſturb'd the Print. [All are going to follow Grimbald. 
 Philidel fangs. Hither this way. 
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Chor. of Grimb. Spirits. This way, this way bend. 


” Philidel's Spirits. Truft not that malicious Fiend. 


Grimb. Spirits. Tru/? me, I am no malicious Fiend. 
Philidel's Spirits, Hither this way, ck. 
[They all incline to Philidel. 
Grim. ſpeaks. Curſe on her Voice, I muſt my Prey 
Thou, Philidel, ſhalt anſwer this below. [forego ; 
[Grimbald /in4s with a Flaſh. 
Arth. At laſt the Cheat is plain; 
The Cloven-footed Fiend is vaniſh'd from us; 
Good Angels be our Guides, and bring us back. 


Phil. ſinging. Come follow, follow, follow me. 
Chor. Come follow, &c. 
And me. And me. And me. And me. 
Verſ. 2 Voc. And Green-Sword all your way /hall be. 
Chor. Come follow, &c. 
Verſ. No Goblin or Elf all dare to offend ye. 
Chor. No, no, no, &C. 
No Goblin or Elf fall dare to offend ye. 
Verſ. 3 Voc. We Brethren of Air, 
You Heroes will bear 
To the Kind and the Fair that attend ye. 
Chor. We Brethren, &c. 
[Philidel and the Spirits go off ſinging, <cith King 
Arthur and the reſt in the middle of them. 
Enter Emmeline ed hy Matilda. Scene, Pawilinn, 
Em. No News of my dear Love, or of my Father? 
Mat. None, Madam, ſince the gaining of the Battel : 
Great Arthur is a Royal Conqueror now; 
And well deſerves your Love. 
Em. But now [ fear 
He'll ve too great, to love poor filly me. 
It he be dead, or never come again, 
1 mean to die: But there's a greater Doubt, 
Since I ne'er ſaw him here, 
How ſhall I meet him in another World:? 
Mat. I have heard ſomething, how two Bodies meet; 
Bur how Souls join, I know not. 
R 2 Em, 
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Em, I ſhould find him, 
For ſurely I have ſeen him in my Sleep; 
And then methought, he put his Mouth to mine, 
And eat a thouſand Kiſſes on my Lips. 
Sure by his Kifling I could find him out, 
Among a thouſand Angels in the Sky. 
Mat. But what a kind of Man do you ſuppoſe him ? 
Em. He muſt be made of the moſt precious Things, 
And I believe his Mouth, and Eyes, and Cheeks, 
And Noſe, and all his Face, are made of Gold. | 
Mat. Heav'n bleſs us, Madam, what a Face you make 
If it be yellow, he muſt have the Jaundice, [him |! 
And that's a bad Diſeaſe. 
Em. Why then do Lovers give a thing ſo bad 
As Gold, to Women, whom ſo well they love ? 
Mat. Becauſethat bad thing, Gold, buys all good things. 
Em. Yet I muſt know him better : of all Colours, 
Tell me which 1s the pureſt, and the ſofteſt. 
Mat. They ſay 'tis Black. 


Em. Why then, fince Gold is hard, and yet is precious, | 


His Face muſt all be made of ſoft, black Gold. 
Mat. But, Madam ; 
Em. No more; I have learn'd enough for once. 
Mat. Here are a Crew of Kentih Lads and Laſſes, 

Wou'd entertain ye, till your Lord's Return, 

With Songs and Dances, to divert your Cares. 

Em. O bring em in, 
For tho' I cannot ſee the Songs I love 'em; 
And Love, they tell me, is a Dance of Hearts. 


Enter Shepherd and Shepherde/ſes. 


1 Shepherd ſings. 


How bleſt are Shepherds, haw happy their Laſſes, 

While Drums and Trumpets are ſounding Alarms l 

Ower our lowly Sheds all the Storm paſſes; 

And when we die, tis in each others Arms. 

All the Day on our Herde, and Flocks employing: 

All the Night on our Flutes, and in Enjoying. | 
Chor. All the Day, &, © E 

II. Bright 
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IT. 


Bright Nymphs of Britain <vith Graces attended, 
Let not your Days without Pleaſure expire 3 
Honour's but empty, and when Youth is ended, 
All Men will praiſe you, but none will defire. 
Let not Youth fly away evithout Contenting; 
Age will come time "ye, for your Repenting. + 
|. Chor. Let not Youth, &c. 
[Here the Men offer their Flutes to the Women, 
which they refuſe. 


2 Shepherdeſs. 
SHeph rd, Slepberd, leave Deceoying, 
Pipes are ſweet, a Summer's Day; 
But a little after Toying, 
Women have the Shot to pay. 


II. 


Here are Marriage-Vows for figning, 
Set their Marks that cannot write . 
After that, without Repining, 
Play and welcome, Day and Night. 
[Here the Women give the Men Contracts, which 
they accept. 
Come, Shepherds, lead up a lively Meaſure ; 
The Cares ef Wedlock, are Cares of Pleaſure ; 
But whether Marriage bring Foy, or Sorrow, 
Make ſure of this Day, and: hang To-merrow, 
[The Dance after the Song, and Exeunt Shepherds 
and Shepherdeſſes. 
Enter on the other Side of the Stage, Oſwald and Guilla- 
Ofw. The night has wilder'd us; and we are fall'n 
Among their foremoſt Tents. 
Guil, Ha! what are theſe! 
They ſeem of more than vulgar Quality. 
Em. What Sounds are thoſe? 'They cannot far be 
Where are we now, Matilda ? | Ldiſtant: 
Mat. Juſt before your Tent. | 
Fear not, they muſt be Friends, and they approach. 
Em. My Arthur, ſpeak, my Love; are you return'd 
To bleſs your Emmeline ? 
R 3 
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390 King ARTHUR: Or, > 
Ofev. [to Guilla.] 1 know that Face: 1 
Tis the ungrateful Fair, who ſcorning mine, An 
Accepts my Rival's Love: Heav'n, thou'rt bounteous, Se 
Thou ow'ſt me nothing now, c o 
Mat. Fear grows upon me: : I 
Speak what you are; ſpeak, or I call for Help. 01 


Cho. We are your Guards. ; E 

Mat. Ah me! We are betray d; 'tis Oavald's Voice. 

Em. Let 'em not ſee our Voices, and then they can. 
not find us. C. 


O/w. Paſſions in Men oppreſs'd, are doubly ſtrong, A 
take her from King Arthur; there's Revenge: 
If ſhe can love, ſhe buoys my ſinking Fortunes: F 


Good Reaſons both: Pli on— Fear nothing, Ladies, 
You ſhall be ſafe. 5 2 
{Oſwald and Guillamar /zize Emmeline and Matilda. 


Em. and Matil.) Help, heip! a Rape, a Rape! 71 

Ob. By Heav'n ye injure me; tho' Force is us'd, 1 
Your Honour ſhall be ſacred. | : 

Em. delp, help, Oh Britons help. Wn 

Qiu. Your Britons cannot help you, = 4 
This Arm, thro” all their Troops, ſhall force my way 
Yet neither quit my Honour nor my Prey. 1 
[Exeunt, the Women ſtill crying. 


An Alarm ewithin: Some Soldiers running over + 
the Stage: Folio, follow, follow. + 
Enter Albanact Captain of the Guards, with Soldiers. 7 
Alb. Which way went th' Alarm ? 
1 Sol. Here, towards the Caſtle. bauch d. 
Alb. Pox o' this Victory; the whole Camp's de- 
All drunk or whoring : This way, follow, follow. IE x. 
[Ihe Alarm renews : Claſbing of Swords within for a 
while. 
Re- enter Albanact. Officers and Soldiers. *; 
Ofic. How fits the Conqueſt on great Arthur's Brow 7 
Alb. As when the Lover with the King 1s mixt, 1 
He puts the Gain of Britain in a Scale, j 
Which weighing with the Loſs of Emmeline, 


— 


He thinks he's ſcarce a Saver. Trumpet within. 
Ofc. Hark! a Trumpet“ 4 
It ſounds a Parley. 46. 


bu 
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41... Tis from Ofwald then, | 
An Echo to King 4-thur's friendly Summons, 
us, Sent ſince he heard the Rape of Emmeline, 
To aſk an Interview. | Trumpet anſwering on the other fade. 
Oc. But hark! already 
Our Trumpet makes reply; and ſee both preſent. 
Enter Arthur o one fide attended, Oſwald on the other avith 
re. Alitendauts, and Guillamar. They meet and ſalute. 
n. ÞArth. Brave O/xall! We have met on friendlier Terms. 
- Companions of a War, with common Intereſt 
' Againſt the bordering Pz#s : But Times are chang'd. 
Oe And J am ſorry that thote Times are chang'd: 
+ For elſe we now might meet on Terms as friendly. 
Arth. If fo we meet not now, the Fault's your own; 
For you have wrong'd me much. 
2. Ofw. Oh you wou'd tell me, 
I call'd more Saxons in, enlarge my Bounds : 
d, If thoſe be Wrongs, the War has well redreſs'd ye. 
Arth. Miſtake me not, I count not War a Wrong: 
War is the Trade of Kings, that fight for Empire: 
And better be a Lion, than a Sheep. 
„ C,. In what, then, have I wrong'd ye? 
Artb. In my Love. | 
>. | Y Ofw. Even Love's an Empire too; the noble Soul, 
„ Like Kings, is covetous of lingle Sway. 
3 Arth. I blame ye not, for loving Emmeline : 
But fince the Soul is free, and Love is Choice, 
” You ſhould have made a Conqueil of her Mind, 
J. And not have forc d her Perſon by a Rape. 
_ = Ofw. Whether by Force, or Stratagem, we gain 
Still Gaining is our End, in War or Love. 
, | Her Mind's the Jewel, in her Body lock'd ; 
II would gain the Gem, and want the Key, 
It follows I muſt ſeize the Cabinet: 
But to ſecure your Fear, her Honour is untouch'd. 
Arth. Was Honour ever ſafe in brutal Hands? 
So ſafe are Lambs within the Lion's Paw; 
 Ungrip'd and plaid with, till fierce Hunger calls, 
I. hen Nature ſhews itſelf; the cloſe-hid Nails 
Are ſtretch'd, and open'd, to the panting Prey. 
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But if, indeed, you are ſo cold a Lover 
O/ww. Not cold, but honourable. 
Artb. Then reſtore her: 

That done, I ſhall believe you honourable. 
Ofw. Think'ſt thou I will forego a Victor's Right? 
Arth. Say rather, of an impious Raviſher. 

That Caſtle, were it wall'd with Adamant, 

Can hide thy Head but till To-morrow's Dawn. 
QQ. And ere Fo-morrow I may be a God, 

If Emmeline be kind: But kind or cruel, 

i tell thee, Aritbur, but to ſee this Day, 

That heavenly Face, tho' not to have her mine, 

] would give up a hundred Years of Life, 

And bid Fate cut To-morrow. | 
Arth. It ſoon will come, and thou repent too late: 

Which to prevent, I'll bribe thee to be honeſt. 

Thy noble Head, accuſtom'd to a Crown, 

Shall wear it ſtill, nor ſhall thy Hand forget 

The Scepter's Uſe: From Medway's pleaſing Stream, 

To Sewern's Roar, be thine; | 

In ſhort, reſtore my Love, and ſhare my Kingdom. 

* Oſww: Not tho? you ſpread my Sway from Thames to 
Such Gifts might bribe a King, but not a Lover. [Tyber: 
Arth. Then pr'ythee give me back my kingly Word 

Paſs'd for thy ſafe Return; and let this Hour, 
In ſingle Combat, Hand to Hand, decide 
The Fate of Empire, and of Emmeline. 
Ofw. Not that I fear do I decline this Combat, 
And not- decline it neither, but defer : 
When Eumeline has been my Prize as long 
As ſhe was thine, I dare thee to the Duel. 
Arth. 1 nam'd your utmoſt Term of Life; To- mor- 


Ofww. You are not Fate. [row. 


Arth. But Fate is in this Arm. 
You might have made a Merit of your Theft. 
Ofzv. Ha! Theft! Your Guards can tell I flole her not. 
Arth, Had I been preſent———— 
O/zv. Had you been preſent, ſhe had been mine more 
Arth. There lies your Way. [nobly. 
O/w. My Way lies where I pleaſe. | 
| | ; Expect 
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For one who was undone, and dy'd for Love. 


f 4 Expect (for Ofwald's Magick cannot fail) 
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A long To- morrow, ere your Arms prevail: 
Or if I fall, make room ye Bleſt above, 


[Exit Oſwald and his Party. 

Arth. There may be one black Minute ere To-morrow : 
For who can tell, what Power, and Luſt, and Charms, 
May do this Night? To Arms, with ſpeed, to Arms. 
[ Exeunt.. 


AS TAE ACE EL 
Enter Arthur, Conon, and Aurelius. 


Con. Url up our Colours, and unbrace our Drums; 
. Diſlodge betimes ; and quit this fatal Coaſt. 

Arth. Have we forgot to conquer ? : 
Aur. Caſt. of Hope: =; 

Th' imbattl'd Legions of Fire, Air, and Earth, 

Are banded for our Foes. h | 

For going to diſcover, with the Dawn, 

Yon Southern Hill, which promis'd to the Sight 

A Riſe more eaſy to attack the Fort, 

Scarce had we ſtept on the forbidden Ground, 

When the Woods ſhook, the Trees ſtood briſtling up 3 

A living Trembling nodded thro? the Leaves. 
Arth. Poplars, and Aſpen-Boughy, a Panick Fright. 
Con. We thought ſo too, and doubled ſtill our Pace, 

But ſtrait a rumbling Sound, like bellowing Winds, 

Roſe and grew loud; confus'd with Howls of Wolves, 

And Grunts of Bears; and dreadful Hiſs of Snakes; 

Shrieks more than human; Globes of Hail pour'd down: 

An armed Winter, and inverted Day. | 
Arth. Dreadful indeed! 
Aur. Count then our Labour's loſt : 

For other Way lies none, to mount the Cliff, 

Unleſs we borrow Wings, and ſil thro' Air, 
Arth. Now I perceive a Danger worthy me, 
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"Tis O/mond's Work, a Band of Hell-hir'd Slaves: 
Be mine the Hazard, mine ſhall be the Fame. 
[Arthur ig going out, but is met by Merlin, whs | 
takes him by the Hand, and brings him back. 
Enter Merlin. | | 
Mer. Hold, Sir, and wait Heav'ns Time, th'Attempt's 
too dangerous : 
There's not a Tree in that inchanted Grove, 
But number'd out, and given by Tale to Fiends : 
And under every Leaf a Spirit couch'd. 
But by what Method to ditiolve theſe Charms, 
Is yet unknown to me. ,, 
Arth. Hadſt thou been here, (for what can thwart thy 
Nor Fmmeline had been the Boaſt of Ofavald; [Skill ?) | 
Nor I, forewarn'd, been wanting to her Guard. = 
Con. Her darken'd Eyes had ſeen the Light of Heav'in; _ + 
That was thy Promiſe too, and this the Time. . 
Mer. Nor has my Aid been abſent, tho' unſeen, 
With friendly Guides in your benighted Maze: 
Nor Emmeline ſhall longer want the Sun. 
Arth. Is there an End of Woes ? 
Mer. There is, and ſudden. 
I have employ'd a ſubtle airy Spright 
T' explore the Paſſage, and prepare my Way. 

My ſelf, mean time, will view the Magick Wood, 1 
To learn whereon depends its Force. | 8: 
Con. But Emmetiine ——— 

Mer. Fear not : This Phial ſhall reſtore her Sight. 
Arth. Oh might I hope (and what's impoſſible 
Fo Merlin's Art?) to be myſelf the Bearer, 
That with the Light of Heav'n ſhe may diſcern 
Her Lover firſt. 
Mer. Tis wondrous hazardous; 
Yet I foreſee th' Event, 'tis fortunate. 
Vil bear ye ſafe, and bring ye back unharm'd: 5 
Then loſe not precious Time, but follow me. 1 
[ Exeunt Omnes, Merlin teading Arthur. 
SCENE, 4 Deep Wood. - 
Enter Philidel. 1 
PI. ] left all ſafe behind; 2 
For in the hindmoſt Quarter of the Wood, AJ 
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My former Lord, grim Oſnend walks the Round: 
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Calls o'er the Names, and ſchools the tardy Sprights. 


His Abſence gives me more Security. 


At every Walk I paſs'd, I drew a Spell: 
So that if any Fiend, abhorring Heav'n, 


There ſets his Foot, it roots him to the Ground. 
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Now cou'd I but diſcover Emmelize, 
My Taſk were fairly done. 
[Malling about, and prying betabixt the Trees. 
Enter Grimbald raſbing out : He ſeixe, Philidel, and 
binds him in a Chain. 

Grim. O Rebel, have 1 caught thee'! 

Phil. Ah me! What hard Miſhap! 

Grim. What juſt Revenge! yy 
Thou miſcreant Elf, thou Renegado Scout, 

So clean, ſo furbiſh'd, fo renew'd in White, 

The Livery of our Foes; I -ice thee thro”: 

What mak'ſt thou here? Thou trim àpoſtate, ſpeak. 
Thou ſhak'ft for Fear, I feel thy falſe Heart pant. 
Phil. Ah mighty Grimbala, 
Who would not fear, when ſciz'd in thy flrong Gripe ! 
But hear me. Oh Renown'd, Oh worthy Fiend, 
The Favourite of our Chief. | 

Grim. Away with fulſome Flattery, 

The Food of Fools; thou know'ſt where laſt we met, 
When but for thee, the Chriſtians had been ſwallow'd 
In quaking Bogs, and living ſent to Hell. 

Phil. Ay, then I was ſeduc'd by Merhn's Art, 

And half perſuaded by his foothing Tales, 
To hope for Heav'n; as if eternal Doom 

Cou'd be revers'd, and undecreed for me; 
But I am now ſet right. 

Grim. Oh ſtill thou think'ſt to fly a Fool to Mark. 

Phil. I fled from Merlin, free a> Air that bore me, 
T' untold to O/mend all his deep Deſigns. 

Grim. I believe nothing: Oh thou fond Impoſtor, 
When wert thou laſt in Hell? Je not thy Name 
Forgot, and blotted from th' infernal Roll? 

But vince thou ſay'ſt, thy Errand was to O/mond, 
To O/nin, ſhalt thou go; Masch, know thy Driver. 
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396 King ARTHUR: Or, 
Phil. | Kneeling. 10h ſpare me, Grimbala, and I'll be y 


Tempt Hermits for thee, in their Holy Cells, {Slave: | 


And Virgins in their Dreams. 

Grim. Canſt thou, a Devil, hope to cheat a Devil? 
A Spy.; why that's a Name abhorr'd in Hell. 
Haſte, forward, forward, or I'll goad thee on 
With Iron Spurs. 

Phil. But uſe me kindly then: 
Pull not ſo hard, to hurt my airy Limbs ; 
III follow thee unforc'd: look, there's thy Way. 


Grim. Ay, there's thy Way indeed; but for more 


Vi keep an Eye behind: Not one Word more, [Surety 
But follow decently. [ Grim. goes ont, dragging Phil, 


Phil. So, catch him Spell. T Year, | ; 


Grim. [within.] Oh help me, me, Philiatl. 
Phil. Why, what's the Matter ? 
Grim. Oh, 1 am enſnar'd ; 
Heav'n's Birdlime wraps me round, and glues my Wings. 
Looſe me, and I will free thee : 
Do, and I'll be thy Slave. 

Phi. What, to a Spy, a Name abhorr'd in Hell? 
Grim. Do not inſult, Oh, Oh, I grow to Ground ; 
The fiery Net draws cloſer on my Limbs. [ments : 

Phil. Thou ſhalt not have the Eaſe to curſe in Tor— 
Be dumb for one half Hour: ſo long my Charm 
Can keep thee filent, and there lie 
Till Oſmond breaks thy Chain, 


 [Phihdel anbinds his own Fetters, © 
Enter to him Merlin, with a Phial in his Hand; and Arthur, 


Mer. Well hait thou w rought thy Safety with thy Wit, | 


My Philidel; go meritorious on: 

Me other Work requires, to view the Wood, 

And learn to make the dire Inchantments void. 
Mean time attend King Aribur in my Room; 


Shew him his Love, and with theſe ſovereign Drops 
Rellore her Sight. 


[Exit Merlin, giving a Phial 0 Philidel. 


Ahil, Ve muſt work, we muſ? haſte ; 
Noon-Tide Hour is almeſt paſt, 


Sprights 
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Sprights that glimmer in the Sun, 7+ 008 


Into Shades already run. 
Oſmond will be here, anon. 


: Enter Emmeline and Matilda, at the far end of the Wood. 
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Arth. O yonder, yonder ſhe's already ſound: 
My Soul dire&s my Sight, and flies betore it, 
Now, gentle Spirit, uſe thy utmoſt Art; 

Unſeal her Eyes; and this Way lead her Steps. 


Arthur avithdraws behind the ' Scene. 
[Emmeline and Matilda came forward to the Front. 


Philidel approaches Emmeline, /prini/ing /ame of the Water 
over her Eyes, out cf the Phial. 
Phil. Thus, thus J infuſe 
_ Theſe Sovereign Dews, 
Fly back, ye Fils, that cloud her Sight; 
And you, ye cryſtal Humours bright, 
Your noxious Vapours purg'd away, 
Recover, and admit the Day. 
New caſt your Eyes. abroad, and ſee 
All but me. 


Em, Ha! What was that? Who ſpoke ? 


Mat. I heard the Voice; *tis one of O/mond's Fiends. 


Em. Some bleſſed Angel ſure; I feel my Eyes 
Unſeal'd, they walk abroad, and a new World 
Comes ruſhing on, and ftands all gay before me. 
Mat. Oh Heavens! Oh Joy of Joys! ſhe has her Sight 
Em, 1 am new-born ; 1 ſhall run mad for Pleaſure. 


[ Staring on Mat, 


Are Women ſuch as thou ? Such glorious Creatures ? 
Arth, [ Aſide.] Oh how I envy her, to be firſt ſeen ! 
Em, Stand farther; let me take my fill of Sight. 


[ Looking up. 


What's that above, that weakens my new Eyes, 
Makes me not ſee, by ſeeing ? 

Mat. *Tis the Sun. 

Em. The Sun! 'tis ſure a God, if that be Heav'n: 
Oh! if thau art a Creature, beſt and faireſt, 


398 King ARTHUR: Or, 


How well art thou, from Mortals ſo remote, 
To ſhine, and nor to burn, by near Approach ! 
How haſt thou lighten'd even my very Soul, 
And let in Knowledge by another Senſe ! 
I gaze about, ne- born to Day and thee ; 
A Stranger yet, an [nfant of the World! 
Art thou not pleas'd, Matilda? Why, like me, 
Doſt thou not look and wonder: 

Mat. For theſe Sights 
Are to my Eyes familiar. 

Em. That's my Joy, 
Not to have ſeen before: For Nature now 
Comes all at once, confounding my Delight, 
But ah! what Thing am I;? Fain would I know; 
Or am I blind, or do F ſee but Half? 
With all my Care, and looking round about, 
I cannot view my Face. 

Mat. None ſee themſelves 


But by Reflection; in this Glaſs you may. [ Gives her a Glaſs, 


Em. [taling the Glaſs, and lookinz.) What's this? 
It holds a Face within it: Oh tweet Face | 
It draws the Mouth, and fmiles, and looks upon me ; 
And talks; but yet I cannot hear it fpeak : 
The pretty thing is Dumb. 

Mat. The pretty thing 
You ſee within the Glaſs, is You. 

Em. What am I two? Is this another Me? 
Indeed it wears my Clothes, has Hands like mine; 
And mocks whate'er I do; but that Ym ſure 
T am a Maid, I'd ſwear it were my Child. [Matilda Joo. 
Look, my Matilda: We both are in the Glaſs. 
Oh, now I know it plain; they are our Names, 
'That peep upon us there. 

Mat. Our Shadows, Madam. 

Em. Mine is a prettier 5h:2dow far, than thine: 
T love it; let me kiſs my t'other Self. 

: [Kif/ing the Glaſs and hugging it. 

Alas, I've kiſs'd it Dead; the fine Thing's gone; 
Indeed. it Eifs'd ſo Cold, as if 'were Dying. 


Arthur 
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2 Arthur comes forward feftly; ſheawing himſelf behind her. 
Tis here again. 

© Oh no, chis Face is neither mine nor thine; 

I think the Glaſs has born another Child. 


775 Ha! What art thou with a new kind of Face, 
And other Clothes, a noble Creature too; | 


To feed my famiſh'd Love upon your Eyes, 
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[She turns and ſees Arthur. 
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But taller, bigger, fiercer in thy Look; 
Of a comptrolling Eye, majeftick Make ? 

Mat. Do you not know him, Madam ? 

Em. Is't a Man:? 

Arth. Yes, and the moſt unhappy of my Kind, 

If you have chang'd your Love. 

Em, My deareſt Lord ! 

Was my Soul blind; and cou'd not that look out, 
To know you, ere you ſpoke? Oh Counterpart 
Of our ſoft Sex; Well are you made our Lords: 
So bold, ſo great, ſo God- like are you form'd. 
How can you love ſuch filly Things as Women? 

Axth. Beauty like yours commands; and Man was mage 
But a more boiſterous, and a ſtronger Slave, 

To you, the beſt Delights of human kind. 

Em. But are ye mine? Is there an end of War? 
Are all thoſe Trumpets dead themſelves, at laſt, 
That us'd to kill Men with their thundring Sounds ? 

Arth. The Sum of War is undecided yet; 

And many a breathing Body muſt be cold. 
Ere you are free, 
Em. How came ye hither then? 
Arth. By Merlin's Art, to ſnatch a ſhort-liv'd Bliſs; 
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One Moment, and depart. 
Em. O Moment, worth 
Whole Ages paſt, and all that are to come! 
Let Love. ſicx O/rval/a, now unpitied mourn; 
Let Oſmond mutter Charms to Sprights in vain, 
To make me love him; all ſhall not change my Soul. 


Arth. Ha! Does the Inchanter practiſe Hell upon you? 
Is he my Rival too? 


Em. Yes, but 1 hate him ; 
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460 King ARTHUR: Or, 
For when he ſpoke, thro' my ſhut Eyes I ſaw him; 
His Voice look” 4 ugly, and breath'd Brimſtone on me: 
And then I firſt was glad that I was blind, 
Not to behold Damnation. 

Phil. This Time is left me to congratulate 


Vour new- born Eyes; and tell you what you gain 
By Sight reftor'd, and viewing him you love. 


Appear, you airy Forms. 'z 
Airy Spirits appear in the Shapes of Men and Women. E 
Man ſings. 04 Sigbt, the Mother of Defrres, a 
What charming Objects dof thou yield ! 9 


Dis faveet, when tedious Night expires, 
To ſee the reſy Morning gild © 
The Mountain-Teops, Sod paint the Field 7 5 
But when Clorinda comes in Sight, + 
She makes the Summer's Day more bright; T 
And when ſhe goes away, "tis Night. 2 
Chor. When Fair Clorinda comes in Sight, Re, 1 


Wom. 155 "Tis faveet the pluſhing Mera to dieau; 
And Plains edorn'd with pearly Dexw : 
But ſuch chrap Delights to ſee, 
Heaven and Nature, 
Give each Creature; 
They have Eyes, as well as ave; 
This is the Joy, all Joys above, 
To fee, to ſee, 
That only ſhe, 
That only he doe love! 
Chor. 7577 is the Joy, all Joys above, &c. 


Man ſings. And if we may a: :;/cower 
What charms btb Nymph and Lover, 
*Tis, auben the Fair a! Mercy lies, 
With kind and amorous Anguiſb, 
To gb, to look," to languiſb, 
On each other's Eyes“ 


Chcr. of all Men and Women. 
And if vie may diſcover, &c. 
Bhi. 
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The Britiſh Worthy. 


8 Enter Merlin. . 
Merl. My Sovereign, we have hazarded too far; 
But Love excuſes you, and Preſcience me. 
Make haſte ; for O/0nd is even now alarm'd, 
And greedy of Revenge, is haſting home. 
Arth. Oh take my Love with us, or leave me here: 
Merl. IT cannot, for ſhe's held by Charms too ſtrong : 
Which, with th* inchanted Grove, muſt be deſtroy'd ; 
Till when, my Art is vain: But fear not, Emmeline ; 
Th' Enchanter has no Pow'r on Innocence. 
Em. ſto Arth.] Farewel, ſince we muſt part: When 
you are gone, 
PH look into my Glaſs, juſt where you look'd, 
To find your Face again ; 
If *tis not there, I'll think on you ſo long, 
My Heart ſhall make your Picture for my Eyes. 
Arth. Where e'er I go, my Soul ſhall ſtay with thee: 
"Tis but my Shadow that I take away: 
True Love 1s never happy but by Halves; 
An April Sun-ſhine, that by fits appears, 
It ſmiles by Moments, but it mourns by Years. 
Exeunt Arthur and Merlin at one Door. 
Enter Oſmond at the other Door, aubo gazes on 
Emmeline, and /be on him. 
Em. Matilda, fave me from this ugly Thing, 
This Foe to Sight: ſpeak ; doſt thou know him? (cian. 
Mat. Too well; *tis O/wald's Friend, the great Magi- 


Em. It cannot be a Man, he's ſo unlike the Man J love: 


Oſim. [ Aſide.] Death to my Eyes, ſhe ſees ! 

Em. I wiſh I cou'd not; but Ill cloſe my Sight, 
And ſhut out all I can —— It wo'not be; 
Winking I] fee thee ſtill, thy odious Image 
Stares full into my Soul; and there infects the Room 
My 4rthur ſhou'd poſſeſs. | 

O/m. { Aſide.] I find too late, 

That Merlin and her Lover have been here. 
If I was fir'd before when ſhe was blind, 
ler Eyes dart Lightning now, ſhe muſt be mine. 


Er. 
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Phil. Break off your muſick ; for our Foes are near. 
| 2 [ Spirits vaniſo. 
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I 492 King ARTHUR: Or, 


And, if t 


Em. I ha dreadful Thing, tell me thy Buſineſs 
ou canſt, reform that odious Face; (here; 
Look not fo grim upon me. | 

O/m, My Name is O/mend, and my Buſineſs Love. 

Em. Thou haſt a grizly Look; forbidding what thou 
If I durſt tell thee ſo. OE (afk'ſ 

O/m. My Pent-houſe Eye-brows, and my ſhaggy Beard 
Offend your Sight, but theſe are manly Signs ; 

Faint White and Red abuſe your ExpeQations : 
Be Woman; know your Sex, and love full Pleaſures. 

Em. Love from a Monſter, Fiend? 

Om. Come you muſt love, or you muſt ſuffer Love; 
No Coyneſs, none, for I am Maiter here. 

Em. And when did Ofavald give away his Power, 
That thou preſum'ſt to rule? Be ſure I'Il tell him: 
For as I am his Priſoner, he is mine. 

O/m. Why then thou art a Captive to a Captive. 
O'er-labour'd with the Fight, oppreſt with Thirſt, 
That Ofwald whom you mention'd, call'd for Drink: 

I mixt a fleepy Potion in his Bowl, 

Which he and his Fool Friend quaff'd greedily : 

The happy Doſe wrought the deſir'd Effect; 

Then to a Dungeon's depth I ſent both bound: 
Where ſtow'd with Snakes and Adders now they lodge; 
Two Planks their Beds, ſlippery with Ooſe and Slime: 
The Rats bruſh o'er their Faces with their Tails, 

And croaking Paddocks crawl upon their Limbs. 
Since when the Garriſon depends on me; 

Now know you are my Slave. 

Mat. He ſtrikes a Horrour thro' my Blood. 


Em. I freeze, as if his impious Art had fix'd 
My Feet to Earth. 


O/a. But Love ſhall thaw ye. 
I'll ſhow his Force in Countries cak'd with Ice, 


Where the pale Pole-Star in the North of Heav'n 


Sits high, and on the froſty Winter broods ; 
Yet there Love reigns : For Proof, this Magick Wand 
Shall change the Mildneſs of ſweet Britain's Clime 
To Yeoeland, and the fartheſt Thu/-'s Froit, 

Where the proud God, diſdaining Winter's Bounds, 
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O'er-leaps the Fences of Eternal Snow, 


And with his Warmth ſupplies the diftant Sun. , 


Oſmond frites the Ground with his Wand: The Scene” 


changes to a Preſpect of Winter in Frozen Countries. 


Cupid Dejcends, 


Cup. I What ho, thou Genius of the Clime, what ho! 

ſings. J Zy thou aſleep beneath thoſe Hills of Snow ? 
Stretch out thy lazy Limbs; awake, awake, 
And Winter from thy furry Mantle ſhake. 


Genius Ari/es. 

Genius. What Power art thou, who from belows 
Hat made me riſe, unwillingly, and flow, 
From Beds of everlaſting Snow ! 
See'/t thou not how fliff and wondrous old, 
Far unfit to bear the bitter Cold, 
I can ſcarcely move, or draw my Breath: 
Let me, let me, freeze again to Death. 


Cupid. Thou abating Fool fo, bear, forbear 3 

What, diſt thou dream of Freezing here? 

At Lowe's appearing, all the Sky clearing, 
The fiormy Winds their Fury ſpare : 

Winter ſubduing, and Spring renewing, 
Aly Beams create à more glorious Year. 

T hou doating Fool, forbear, forbear, 

What, deſt thou dream of Freezing here ? 


Genius. Great Lowe, I know thee noay ; 
E ldeft of the Gods art thou : 
Heawv'n and Earth by thee avere made, 
Human Nature 
I thy Creature, 
Exery where thou art obey'd. 


Capid. No part of my Dominion ſhall be waſte; 
To ſpread my Savay, and fing my Praiſe, 
Ew'n here 1 will a People raiſe, 
Of kind embracing Lowers, and embrac'd. 


Cupid 
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Singers and Dancers, Men and Women, appear. 


404 Ring ARTHUR: Or, 


Cupid waves his Wand, upon which the Scene opens, 


and diſcovers a Proſpect of Ice and Snow to the end 
of the Stage. | 


Man. See, /ee, ve afjemble, be 


Thy Revels to hold: | FE. 


Tho” quiv'rigg with Cold, 
We chatter ahd tremble. 


Cupid. *Tzs I, tis I, tis 1, that hawe warm'd ye: 
In ſpite of cold Weather, 


Toe brought you together: | 220 


"Tis I, tis J, tis I, that have arm'd ye. 


. A 
Chor. *'T7s Lowe, tis Lowe, "tis Love, that has warm'd us; 
In ſpite of cold Weather, 
He brought us together : 
*Tis Lowe, tis Lowe, tis Lowe that has arm'd us, 


Cupid. Sound a Parly, ye Fair, and ſurrender; 
Set your ſelves, and your Lowers at Eaſe; 
He's a greatful Offender 
Who Pleaſure dare ſeize : 
But the Whining Pretender 
{s ure to difpleaſe. 
IT. 
Since the Fruit of Defire is Poſſeſſing, 
"Tis unmanly to Sigh and Complain ; 
When awe kneel for Redreſſing, 
We move your Dijdain : 
Love was made for a Bleſſing, 
And not for a Pain. 


A Dance; after which the S1ogers and Dancers depart. 


Em. I cou'd be pleas'd with any one but thee, Z 


Who entertain'd my Sight with ſuch gay Shows, 
As Men and Women moving here and there ; 
That courſing one another in their Steps, 

Have made their Feet a Tune. 


Is > q 5 
* o * 9 Fig 70 * Laine er T4 
4 4 r £2545: wn 82 F 4 . . . . 4 22 
- ö * " * 2 8 * 0 L e * . LAST FSC, 7 „„ 3 r JL 
0 20 ne 1 att pu , (RE - : hel Sa : 3 2 2 e r r n 1 8. 5 wes 
ANN * 5 * x * * 2 8 r * 1 . 12 $- 
"IE 2 5 E 8 1 P 8 ne ny — 2 EET Wat” one e l 8 2 
2 Ky is, of! Ht - Ret T3, 7 07's WP LC ——- 4 . J — . 5 N - PE p = a 10 
n r LEON Cs e N . 2 e * » 
CE INST et nn I ao AE. EROS 1 Ne - * * l 
Sy 22 3 2 8 2 e y N 
f 2 SITS 5 IE 5 1 


I wed 


N 6 
f 7 ij. $43 x 


Wa „ n OB an ²˙ w.... ont a then : 1 
e DYE PPP. ccc PE 


N ** 
8 e en 


8 85 9 
* r 5 
N 
* ö 


7 he Britiſh Worthy. 


O/m. What Coying it again . 
No moreg but make me happy to my Gult, 
That is, without your Struggling. 

Em. From my Sight, oy 3 | . 
Thou all thy Devils in one, thou dar'ſt u not force me. 

O/m. You teach me well, I find you wou'd be raviſſid. 
I'll give you that Excuſe your Sex deſires. | 


w. 


[ He begins to lay hold on her, and they firuggles 


Grim. [zuithin.] O help me, Maſter, help Kt 
Oſin. Who's that, my Grimbald! Come 3 help 
thou me. 
For 'tis thy Work t' afliſt a Ruviſher, * 
Grim. \within.] I cannot ſtir; Jam spell. caught by 
Phi lidel. 
And purs'd within a: Net, 
With a huge heavy Weight of Holy Words ; 
Laid on my Head, that keeps me down from riſing. 
O/m. I'll read em backwards, and releaſe thy Bonds. 
Mean time go in: [To Emeline, 
Prepare your ſelf, and eaſe my Drudgery : 
But if you will not fairly be enjoy'd, 
A little honeſt Force is well employ'd. [Exit Oſmond. 
Em. Heav'n be my Guard, I have no other Friend! 


Heav'n ever preſent to thy Suppliant's s Aid, 


Protect and pity Innocence betray'd. 
Exeunt Emmeline and Matilda. 


AT L 


Enter Oſmond ſolus. 


OW I am ſettled in my Force-ful Sway; 
Why then, Il be luxurious in my. Love; 
Take my full Guſt, and ſetting Forms aſide, 
I'll bid the n that fires my Blood, lie down. 


[Seems to be going off. 
Enter 
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406 Ring ARTHUR: Or, 

Fo Enter Grimbald, awho meets him, 

Grim, Not ſo faſt, Maſter, Danger threatens thee : 
There's a black Cloud deſcending from above, 
Full of Heaven's Venom, burſting o'er thy Read. 

O/m. Malicious Fiend, thou ly'ſt: For I am fenc'd 
By Millions of thy Fellows, in my Grove: 
J bad thee, when I freed thee from the Charm, 
Run ſcouting thro? the Wood, from Tree to Tree, 
And look if all my Devils were on Duty: 
Hadft thou perform'd thy Charge, thou tardy Spright, 
Thou wouldſt have known no Danger threaten'd me. 

Grim. When did a Devil fail in Diligence ? 
Poor Mortal, thou thy ſelf art overſeen ; 
T have been there, and thence I bring this News, 
Thy fatal Foe, great Arthur, is at hand; 
Merlin has ta'en his Time while thou wert abſent, 
T* obſerve thy Characters, their Force, and Nature, 
And counterwork thy Spells. 

O/m. The Devil take Merlin; 
I'll caſt em all a- new, and inſtantly, 
All of another Mould ; be thou at hand. 
Their Compoſition was, before, of Horror; 
Now they ſhall be of Blandiſhment, and Love; 
Seducing Hopes, ſoft Pity, tender Moans : 
Art ſhall meet Art: and, when they think to win, 
The Fools ſhall find their Labour to begin. 

[Exeunt Oim. and Grimb. 
Enter Arthur, and Merlin at another Door. 
Scene of the Wood continues. 

Merl. Thus far it is permitted me to go; 
But all beyond this Spot 1s fenc'd with Charms ; 
I may no more, but only with Advice. 

Arth. My Sword ſhall do the reſt. 

Merl. Remember well, that all is but Illuſion ; 
Go on; Good Stars attend thee. 

Arth. Doubt me not. 

Merl. Yet in prevention 
Of what may come, T'll leave my Philidel 
To watch thy Steps, and with him leave my Wand; 
The Touch of which no earthy Fiend can bear, 
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The Britiſh Worthy. 407 


In whate'er Shape transform'd, but muſt lay down 
His borrow'd Figure, and confeſs the Devil. 
Once more Farewel, and proſper. [ Ex. Merlin. 
Arth. [walking.) No Danger yet, I ſee no Walls of 

No City of the Fiends, with Forms obſcene, Fire. 
To grin from far on flaming Battlements. 
This is indeed the Grove I ſhould deſtroy; 
But where's the Horror? Sure the Prophet err'd. 
Hark ! Muſick, and the warbling Notes of Birds; 

| [ Soft Muſick. 


Hell entertains me, like ſome welcome Gueſt. 


More Wonders yet; yet all delightful too, 


A Silver Current to forbid my Paſſage, 

And yet tinvite me, ſtands a Golden Bridge: 
Perhaps a Trap, for my unwary Feet 

To ſink and whelm me underneath the Waves ; 
With Fire or Water, let him wage his War, 

Or all the Elements at once; I'll on. 


[As be is going to the Bridge, two Syrens ariſe from the 
Water: They ſhew themſelves to the Waſte, and fing. 


i Syren. O paſs not on, but ſtay, 
| And waſte the joyous Day 
With us in gentle Play. 
Unbend to Love, unbend thee : 
O lay thy Sword aſide, 
And other Arms provide ; 
For other Wars attend thee, 
And ſweeter to be try'd. 


— 
>. 


Chor. For other Wars, &c. 


Both ſing. Two Daughters of this aged Stream are we ; 
And both our Sea-green Locks have comb'd for thee : 
Come bathe with us an Hcur or two, 
Come naked in, for we are ſo; 
What Danger from a naked Foe? 
Come bathe with us, come bathe, and ſhare 
What Pleaſures in the Floods appear. 
We'll beat the Waters till they bound, 
And circle, round, around, around, 
And circle round, around. Arts. 
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408 King ART HU R: Or, 

Artb. A lazy Pleaſure trickles thro' my Veins ; 

Here could I ſtay, and well be cozen'd here. 

But Honour calls; is Honour in ſuch haſte ? 

Can it not bait at ſuch a pleaſing Inn: 

No; for the more I look, the more I long: 

Farewel, ye Fair Illuſions, I muſt leave ye, 

While I have Pow'r to ſay, that I muſt leave ye. 

Farewel, with half my Soul I ſtagger off; 

How dear this flying Victory has coſt, 

When if I ſtay to ſtruggle, I am loft. 

As he is going forward, Nymphs and Sylvans come out 
from behind the Trees. A Baſs and two Trebles ing the 
following Song to a Minuet. 


Dance with a Song, all with Branches in their Hands: 


Song. How happy the Lower, 
| Ee” Hoa eaſy his C hain, 
Tliuoab plealing his Pain, 
Hao faveet to diſcover p 
Hie fighs not in vain. 
For Love every Creature 
1s form'd by his Nature; 
No Joys are above 


The Pleaſures of Lowe. 


The Dance continues with the ſame Meaſure play'd alone. 
II. 


In vain are our Graces, 
In vain are your Eyes, 
Lowe you deſpiſe; 
When Age furrows Faces, 
Tis time ie be wiſe. 
Then uſe the ſhort Bliſing, 
That flies in Peſſeſſmg : 
No Foys are above 


The Pleaſures of Lowe. 


Arth. And what are theſe Fantaſtick Fairy Joys, 
To Love like mine? Falſe. Joys, falſe Welcomes all. 
Be gone, ye Sy/van Trippers of the Green; 

Fly 
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Toe Britiſh Worthy. | 409 
Fly after Night, and overtake the Moon. | 
[ Here the Dancers, Singers and Sirens vaniſh. 

This goodly Tree ſeems Queen of all the Grove. 

The Ringlets round her Trunk declare her guilty 

Of many Midnight-Sabbaths revell'd here. 

Her will J firſt attempt. 

[Arthur is at the Tree, and pay it; Blood '/pout's 
cut of it, a Grean follows, then a Shriek. 

Gocd Heav'ns, what monſtrous Prodigies are: theſe ! 

Blood follows from my Blow; the wounded Rind 

Spouts on my Sword, and Sanguine dyes the Plain. 

{ He flrikes again: 4 Vaice of Emmeline from behind. 
Em. | from behind ] Forbear, it thou haſt Pity, ah, for- 

Theſe Groans proceed not from a ſenſeleſs Plant, bear! 

No Spouts of Blood run welling from a Tree. [ſing : 
Arth. Speak what thou art; | charge thee ſpeak _ Be- 

Thou that haſt made my curdled Blood run back, 

My Heart heave up, my Hair to riſe in Briſtles, 

Aud {ſcarcely left a Voice to aſk thy Nam. 
{ Emmel. breaks out of the Tree, ſhowing ber Arm Slocdy. 
Em. Whom thou haſt hurt, Unkind and Cruel, fee ; 

Look on this Blood, tis fatal, ſtill, to me, 

'l'o bear thy Wounds, my Heart has felt 'em firſt. 
Arth. Tis ſhe; Amazement roots me to the Ground! 
Em. By cruel Charms, drag'd from my peaceful Bower, 

Fierce O/mond clos'd me in this bleeding Bark; 

Aud bid me ſtand expos'd to the bleak Winds, 

And Winter-Storms, and Heav'ns Inclemency, 

Bound to the Fate of this Hell-haunted Grove ; 

So that whatever Sword, or ſounding Axe, 

Shall violate this Plant mult pierce my Fleſh, 

And, when that falls, I die 
Arth. If this be true, 

O never, never to be ended Charm, 

At leaſt by me; yet all may be Illuſion. 

Break up ye thickning Foggs, and filmy Miſts, 

All that be-ly my Sight, and cheat my Senſe, 

I'or Reaſon ſtill pronounces, *tis not ſhe, 

And thus reſolv'd— [ Lift ap his Sword, as going to firike, 
Em. Do, ſtrike, Barbarian, ſtrike; 

And ſtrew my mangl'd Limbs, with every Stroke. 
V ot. VE 8 Wound 
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410 Ring ARTHUR: Or, 
Wound me, and doubly kill me, with Unkindneſs, 
That by thy Hand!] fell. 

Arth. What ſhall I do, ye Powers? 

Em. Lay down thy vengeful Sword; 'tis fatal bere: 
What need of Arms, where no Defence is made? 

A Love-fick Virgin, panting with Deſire, 
No conſcious Eye tintrud : on our Delights; 
For this thou haſt the Siren, Songs deſpis'd; 
For this, thy faithful Paſſion I reward ; 

Hafte then, to take me longing to thy Arms. 

Arth. O Love! O Merlin] whom ſhould I believe? 

Em. Believe thy ſelf, thy Vouth, thy Love, and me; 
They only, they, who pleaſe themſelves, are wiſe: 
Diſarm thy Hand, that mine may meet it bare. 

Arth. By thy leave, Reaſon, here I throw thee off, 
Thou Load of Life: If thou wert made for Souls, 
Then Souls ſhould have been made without their Bodies. 
If, Falling for the firſt created Fair, 

Was Adam's Fault, Great Grandfire I forgive thee ; 
Eden was loſt, as all thy Sons would loſe it. 
Going towards Emmeline, and pulling off his Gantl:t. 
= Enter Philidel running. N 

Phil. Hold, poor deluded Mortal, hold thy Hand; 

Which if thou giv'ſt. is plighted to a Fiend. 

For Proof, behold the Virtue of this Wand; 

Th' Infernal Paint ſhall vaniſh from her Face, 

And Hell ſhall ſtand reveal'd. 

[Strikes Emmeline with a N and, who firaight deſcends; 

Philidel runs ro the Deſcent, and putts up Grimbald, 
and binds him. s 

Now ſee to whoſe Embraces thou wert falling. 

Behold the Maiden Modeſty of Grimbald, 

The groſſeſt, earthieſt, uglieſt Fiend in Hell. 

Arth. Horror ſeizes me, | 
To think what headlong Ruin J have tempted. | 

Phil. Haſte to thy Work; a noble Stroke or two 
Ends all the Charms, and diſenchants the Grove. 

Tl hold thy Miſtreſs bound. 
Arth. Then here's for Earneſt ; | 
[ Strikes twice or thrice, and the Tree falls, or ſinks : A Peal 
of Thunder immediately follows, with dreadful Howlings. 
"I is 
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The Britiſh» Worthy. 411 


"Tis finiſh'd, and the Duſk» that yet remains, 
Js but the native Horror of the Wood. 
But! muſt loſe no Time; the Pals is free; 
Th' unrooſted Fiends have quitted this Abode 
On yon proud Towers, before this Day be done, 
My glittering Banners ſhall be wav'd againſt the ſet- 
ting Sun. | [Exit Arthur. 
Phil. Come on, my ſurly Slave; come ſtalk along, 
And ſtamp a Mad-man's Pace, and drag thy Chain. 
Grim. I'll champ and foam upon't, till the blue Venom 
Work upward to thy Hands, and looſe their Hold. 
Phil. Know'ſt thou this pow'rful Wand? ?tis lifted up; 
A ſecond Stroke wou'd ſend thee to the Centre, 
Benumb'd and dead, as far as Souls can die. 
Grim, I wou'd thou wou'dft, to rid me of my Senſe : 
I ſhall be whoop'd thro' Hell, at my Return 
Inglorious from the Miſchief I deſign'd. 
Phil. And therefore ſince thou loath'ſt Etherial Light, 
The Morning Sun ſhall beat on thy black Brows ; 
The Breath thou draw'i ſhall be of upper Air, 
Hoſtile to thee, and to thy earthy Make; 5 
So light, fo thin, that thou ſhalt ſtarve for want 
Of thy groſs Food, till gaſping thou ſhalt lie, 
And blow it back all footy to the Sky. 
(Ex. Philidel, dragging Grimbald after him. 
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Enter Oſmond as affrighted. 


Oro. Rimbald made Priſoner, and my Grove de- 
ſtroy d! 

Now what can ſave me — Hark, the Drums and Trum- 
pets ! [Drums and Trumpets within. 

Arthur is marching onward to the Fort. 

I have but one Recourſe, and that's to O/avall ; 

But will he fight for me, whom [I have injur'd ? 

No, not for me, but for himſelf he muſt; 
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412 King ARTHUR: Or, 
I'll urge him with the laſt Neceflity, 
Better give up my Miſtreſs than my Life. 
His Force is much unequal to his Rival; 
True; — But 1'Il help him with my utmoſt Art, 
And try t'unravel Fate, [Exit Oſmond, 
Eater Arthur, Conon, Aurelius, Albanact, and Soldiers. 
Con. Now there remains but this one Labour more; 
And if we have the Hearts of true-born Britons, 
The Forcing of that Caftle crowns the Day. 
Aur. The Works are weak, the Garriſon but thin, 
Diſpirited with frequent Overthrows, 
Already wavering on their ill-mann'd Walls. 0 
Alb. They ſhift their Places oft, and ſkulk from War, 1 


Sure Signs of pale Deſpair, and eaſy Rout; : 
It ſhews they place their Confidence in Magick, 5 
And when their Devils fail, their Hearts are dead. [tion, 

Arth. Then, where you ſee 'em cluſtring moſt, in Mo- 
And ſtaggering in their Ranks, there preſs em home 
For that's a Coward Heap How's this, a Sally? E 
Euter Oſwald, Guillamar, and Soldiers on the other fide. b 
Beyond my Hopes, to meet 'em on the Square. 2 


Qu. Brave Britens hold; and thou their famous Chief, 
[ Advancing. | 
Attend what Saxen Ofrvald will propoſe. | 
He owns your Victory; but whether owing . 
To Valour, or to Fortune, that he douhts. L 
; If Arthur dares aſcribe it to the firſt, 2 
W And ſingl'd from a Croud, will tempt a Conqueſt, 2 
1 This O/wald offers, let our Troops retire, 2 
1 And Hand to Hand let us decide our Strife : 5 
' 'This if refus'd, bear witneſs Earth and Heav'n, 
ö Thou ſteal'ſt a Crown and Miſtreſs undeſerv'd. 7 
Arth. I'll not uſurp thy Title of a Robber, 
Nor will upbraid thee, that before I proffer'd 
This fingle Combat, which thou didſt avoid; 
So glad I am, on any Terms to meet thee, 
And not diſcourage thy repenting Shame. ' 
As once Annas my fam'd Anceſtor, 
Betwixt the Trejan and Rutilian Bands, 
Fought for a Crown, and bright Lawinia's Bed ; 
So will I meet thee, Hand to Hand oppos'd : 
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_- The Britiſh Worthy. 413 


My auguring Mind aſſures the ſame Succeſs. : 
[To bis Men.] Hence out of View; if | am lain, or yield, 
Renounce me, Britons, for a Recreant Knight; 
And let the Saxoz peacefully enjoy 
His former footing in our famous Iſle. 
To ratify theſe Terms, I ſwear ———— 
O/av. You need not; | 
Your Honour is of Force, without your Oath. 
I only add, that if I fall, or yield, 
Yours be the Crown, and Emmel:ne. 
Arth, That's two Crowns. 
No more; we keep the looking Heav'ns and Sun 
Too long in ExpeRation of our Arms. 
[Both Armies go off the Stage. 
They fight with Spunges in their Hands, dipt in Blood: 
after ſome equal Pajjes and Claſing, they appear both 
ewounded : Arthur fumbles among the Trees, Olwald 
falls over him, they both riſe; Arthur aun, him a- 
gain, then Oiwald retreats. Enter Oſmond from a- 
mong the Trees, and with his Wand, flrikes Arthur's 
Sword cut of his Hand, and Exit. Oſwald parſues Ar- 
thur. Merlin enters, and gives Arthur +is Sword, and 
Exit; they cloſe, and Arthur in the Fall, diſarms Ot- 
wald, | 3 
Arth. Confeſs thy ſelf o'ercome, and aſk thy Life. 
Ofwuv. Tis not worth aſking, when 'tis in thy Power. 
Arth. Then take it as my Gift. 
Ofw. A wretched Gift, 
With Loſs of Empire, Liberty and Love. 
[.4 Conſort Trumpets within, proclaiming Arthur's Vic 
ry; while they ſound, Arthur and Oſwald ſcem to confer, 
Tis too much Bounty to a vanquiſh'd Foe ; 
Yet not enough to make me fortunate. 
Arth. Thy Lite thy Liberty, thy Honour ſafe, 
Lead back thy Saxons to their antient ELG. 
I wou'd reſtore thee fruitful Kent, rhe Gift 
Of Vortigern for Hengiſt's ill- bought Aid, 
But that my Britons brook no foreign Power, 
To lord it in a Land, ſacred to Freedom, 
And of its Rights tenacious to the laſt. 
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414 King A R Ti u R: , 


O/æv. Nor more than thou haſt offer'd wou'd I take; L: 7 
{ would refuſe all Britain, held in Homage; |} 
And own no other Matters but the Gods. 


Enter on one /ide, Merlin, Emmeline, and Matilda. Co- 4 
non, Aurelius, Albanact, wwt4 Britith Soldiers, bearin 5 
King Arthur's Standard display d. On the other ſſac, 3 

Guillamar, and Oſmond, with Saxon Soldiers, dragging 0 
their Colours on the Ground. 5 
? Arth. going to Emme. and e Her. 4 
Art, At length, at length, I have thee fi my Arms; * 

Tho' our malevolent Stars ; have ſtruggled hard, 5 
And held us long aſunder. 5 
Em. We are ſo fitted for each other's Hearts, 5 
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That Heaven had err'd, in making of a third, 
Jo get betwixt, and intercept our Loves. 

O/aw. Were there but this, tnis only Sight to ſee, 
Ihe Price of Britain ſhou'd not buy my Stay. 

Mer. Take hence that Monſter of Ingratitude, 
Him who betray'd his Maſter, bear him hence; 
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a And in that loathſome Dungeon plunge him deep, 1 
4 Where he pluug'd noble O/xvald. a 
W | Oſm. That indeed is fitteſt for me, 3 
! For there 1 thall be near my Kindred Fiends, 4 
F And ſpare my Grmbald's Pains to bear me to 'em. 4 
J IL carried off. | © 
1 Mer. [io Arth. ] For this Day's Palm, and for thy former 

| Tay Britain freed, and foreign Force expell'd, | Acts, j 
1 Tnou, Arthur, haſt acquir'd a future Fame, 4 
L 7 And of three Chriſtian Worthies, art the firſt : ; 
| And now at once, to treat thy Sight and Soul, 3 


Behold what rolling Ages ſhall produce: 

The Wealth, the Loves, the Glories of our Iſle, 

Which yet like Golden Ore, unripe in Beds, 
Expect the warm Indulgency of Heav' 8 

To call 'em forth to Light.: fumphs: 
[To Oſw.] Nor thou, brave Saxen Prince, diſdain our 'Fri- 
Britions and Saxons ſhall be once one People; 

One common Tongue, one common Faith ſhall bind 
Our jarring Bands, in a perpetual Peace. 


rr 
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Merlin wawes his Wand; the Scene changes, and diſcovers j 
the Britiſh Ocean in a ee ZEolus in @ Cloud above : 1 
Fur Winds hanging, & O | 
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obus ſinging. 
J bluſPring Brethren of the Skies, 
Wh: je 7 ay, bas ruff d all the watry Plain, 
Retire, and let Britannia e, 
In Triumph o'er the Main. 
Serene and calm, and vid of Fear, 


The Queen of Iſlands muſt appear: 


Serene and calm, as when the Spring 
The new-created World began, 
And Birds on Boughs did ſoftly fing 
Their peaceful Hemage paid to Man; 
While Eurus did his Blaſts forbear, 
In fawuur of the tender Tear. 
Retreat, rude Winds, retreat 
To I Rocks, your flormy Seat; 
There favell yeour Lungs, and wainly, vairly threat, 


olus aicends, and the four Winds fly off, The Scene 
opens, and diicovers a calm Sea, to the end of the 
Houte. An iſland ariſes, to a ſoft Tune; Britannia 
ſeated in the Iſland, with Fiſhermen at her Feet, c. 
The Tune changes, the Fiſtermer come aſhore, and 
dance a While, after which, Pan and a Nereid come 
on the Stage, and ſing. 


Pan and Nereid ſing. 
Round thy Coaſis, fair Nymph of Britain, 

For thy Guard dur Waters flow: : 
Proteus al/ his Herd admitting, 

On thy Greens to graze below : 
Fereign Lands thy Fiſhes taſting, 
Learn from thee luxurious Faſting, 

Song of three Parts. 

For folded Fiacks, on fruitful Plains, 
The Shepherds and the Farmers Gains, 
Fair Britain all the Werld outwies; 


And Pan, as in Arcadia reigns, 
I here Pleaſure mixt with Prefit lies. 


IT; 
The Jaſon's Fleece was fam'd of old, 
4 he Britiſh Hol is growing Gold; 
No 
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No Mines can more of Wealth ſupply : 
It keeps the Peaſunt from the Cold, 
And takes for Kings the Tyrian Dye. 


The laſt Stanza ſung over again betwixt Pan and 
the Nereid. After which the former Dance iz 
varied, and goes on. 


Enter Comus with three Peaſants, who ſing the following 
Song in Parts. 


Com. Your Hay it is mow'd, and your Corn is reap d; 
Your Barns will be full, and your Howels heaf'd: 
Come, my Boys, come; 
Come, my Boys, come; 
And merrily roar out Harwveſt 7 * ; 
Harwveſi Home, 
Hare Home 4 
And merrily roar out Harveſt Home. = 
Chor. Come, my Boys, come, &c. 


1 Man. We ha' cheated the Parſon, we'll cheat him againg 
For avhy ſhou'd a Bloackhead ha One in Ten? 
One in Ten, 
One in Ten; 
For why fhowd a Blockbead ba One in T, en? 
Cor. One in Ten, 
One in Ten; 


For why ſhould a Blockhead ha? One in Ten? * 
2 Man. Fer prating fo long like a Book-learn'd Sot, | Z 

Till Pudding and Dumnpling burn to Pot, 

Burn ta Por, 
Burn to Pot; 

Till Pudding and Dumpling burn to Pot. 3 
Chor. Burn to Pot, &c. ; 
3 Man. Ve'll tofs off our Ale till ve canno land, ; 

And Heoigh for the Honour N Ola England: 

Old * ah 
Old England; 
And Hoigh for the Honour of Ol England. 
Chor. Ola 1 e. 


[The Dance vary'd into a round Country-Dance: 
Enter 
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"a Enter Venus. 
Venus. Faireſi Ie, all Iſes excelling, 
3 Seat of Pleaſures and of Lowes ; 
Venus here will chuſe her Dwelling, 
And forſake her Cyprian Groves. 
þ | II. 
Bs Cupid, from his Faw'rite Nation, 
pF Care and Envy will remove; + 
* Fealouſy, that poiſons Paſſion, 5 f 
1 And Deſpair that dies for Love. 
: Gentle Murmurs, ſweet Complaining, 
+ | Sighs that blow the Fire of Lowe; 
* Soft Repulſes, kind Diſdaining, 
Shall be all the Pains you prove. 
IV. 8 
Evety Swain ſhall pay his Duty, 
Grateful every Nymph fhall prove; 
And as theſe excel in Beauty, | 
Thoſe ſhall be renown'd for Love. 


SONG by Mr. HOWE. 


25 1 * 
She. You ſay, *Tis Love creates the Pain, 
Of which fo ſadly you complain; 
And yet wou'd fain engage my Heart 
£ In that uneaſy cruel Part; | 
1 Put how, alas! think you, that 1 
5 Can bear the l aund of which you die? 
II. 
fle. Ji not my Paſſion makes my Care, 
4 But yeur Indi rence gives Deſpair : 
The luſiy Sun begets no Spring, 
Till gentle Show'rs Ai ance bring: 
So Li. ve that ſeerches und deſiroys, 
Till Kindneſs aid, can cauſe no Joys. 
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= ThE. 

4 | She. Lowe has a thouſand Ways to pleaſe, 

| But more to rob us of our Eaſe; 

= For wakeful Nights, and careful Days, 

4 Some Hours of Pleaſure be repays ; 

a But Abſcence ſoon, or jealous Fears, 

* O'erflow the Joys with Floods of Tears. 

IV. 

He. By vain and /en/eleſs Forms betray'd, 
Harmleſs Love's th' Offender made; 
While we no other Pains endure, 
Than thoſe, that awe our ſelves procure © 
But one ſoft Moment makes amends 
For all the Torment that attends. 


V. 
Chorus of Both. 
Let us lowe, let us lowe, and to Happineſs haſte , 
Age and Wiſdom come too faſt : 
Youth for loving «was defign'd. 
He alone. I/ be conſtant, you be kind. 
She alone. You be conſtant, I'll be hind. 
Both. Heaw'n can give no greater Bleſſing 
Than faithful Love, and kind Poſſeſſing. 


[After the Dialogue, a warlike Conſort : The Scene 

opens above, and diſcovers the Order of the Garter, | 
Enter Honour, attended by Heroes. | 
ui Merl. Theſe who laſt enter'd, are our valiant Britons. | 
1 Who ſhall by Sea and Land repel our Foes. 

Fi Now look above, and in Heav'ns high Abyſs, 
1 Behold what Fame attends thoſe future Heroes. 
Honour who leads 'em to that fteepy Height, a 
In her immortal Song, ſhall tell the reſt. 


1 Ho x o ux ſings. 
| | I. 
© | St. George, the Patron of our Iſls, 
A Soldier, and a Saint, 
On that auſpicious Order ſmile, 
IWhich Love and Arms will plant, 
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Our Natives not alone appear 1 
To court this Martial Prixe; 20 
But Foreign Kings, adopted here, 1:18 
Their Crowns at home deſpiſe. 1 
: III. 1 
Our Sovereign High, in awful Stats, 9 
1 His Honours ſhall beſtogu; gh | 
3 And jee his Scepter'd Subjects wait vv 
z On his Commands below. Wl 
5 {A full Chorus of the whole Song: After which the 3K 
; grand Dance. 9 
| Arth, [to Merl.) Wiſely you have,whate'er will pleaſe, oy 
| What wou'd diſpleaſe, as wiſely have conceal'd: [reveal'd; iN 
Triumphs of War and Peace, at full ye ſhow, 28 
But ſwiftly turn the Pages of our Woe. 4 
Reſt we contented with our preſent State; LY 
Lis anxious to enquire of future Fate. 7H 
That Race of Heroes is enough alone vB 
For all unſeen Diſaſters to atone, 9 
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Let us make haſte betimes to reap our Share, 
And not reſign them all the Praiſe of War. 
But ſet th* Example; and their Souls inflame, 
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To copy out their great Forefathers Fame. il 
; f 


| Spoken by Mrs. Bracegirdle. 


VE had to Day a Dozen Billet-Doux 
1 From Fops, and Wits, and Cits, and Bowſtreet-Beaux ; 
Some from Whitehall, but from the Temple more; 
A Covent-Garden Porter brought me four. 
I have not yet read all: But without fcignng, 
Me Maids can make ſhrewd Gueſſes at your Meaning. 
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What if, to ſpeau your Styles, I read em here ? 
Methinks I hear one cry, O Lord, forbear : 
No, Madam, no; by Heav'n, that's too ſevere. 
Well then, be ſafe es 
But fewear henceforabardi to renounce all Writing, 
And take this Solemn Oath of my Inditing, 
As you love Eaſe, and hate Campaigns and Fighting. 
Tet, Faith, tis juſt to make ſome few Examples : 
What if I ſhew'd you ore or two for Samples! 

Here's one deſires my Ladyſbip to meet [Pulls out one, 
At the kind Couch above in Bridges-Street. 
Oh Sharging Knabe! That wou'd have you rnow what, 
For a poor Sreaking Treat of Chocolate. 

' Now, in the Name of Luck, I'll break this open, Pulls out 
Becauſe I dreamt laſt Night I had a Loben; another. 
The Superſcription is exceeding pretty, 

To the Defire of all the Town and City. 
Now, Gallants, you muf! know this precious Fop, 
fs Foreman of a Haberdaſher's-Shop : 

One who devoutly cheats; demure in Carriage; 
And courts me to the Holy Bands of Marriage; 
But with a Civil Innuendo r, 

My Owerflus of Love fhall be fir you. 

Madam, I ſwear your Looks are ſo Divine, | Reads. 

When I ſet up, your Face ſhall be my Sign; 
Tho' Times are hard: to ſhow how [I adore you. 
Here's my whole Heart, and halt a Guinea for you, 
But have a care of Beaux, they're falſe, my Honey; 
And, which is worſe, have not one Rag of Money. 

See how maliciouſly the Rogue would wrong ye; 

But ' know better Things of ſome among ye; 
My eviſefl way will be to keep the Stage, 
And truſt to the Gcod. Nature of the Age : 
And he that likes the Muſick and the Play, 
ball be my Faæcurite Gallant to-day, 
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To the Right Honourable 
„ ͤö M» „ 8 


Earn of SA LIS BURY, Ofc. 


My L OR D, 


HIS Poem being the laſt which 


I intend for the Theatre, ought 
to have the ſame Proviſion made for it, 
which old Men make for their youngeſt 
Child, which is commonly a Favourite. 
They who were born before it, carry 
away the Patrimony by Right of Elder- 
ihip: This is to make its Fortune in the 
World; and fince I can do little for it, 
natural Affection calls upon me to put 
it out, at leaſt, into the beſt Service 

Vo I. VI. 53 which 
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The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 


which I can procure for it. And as it 


is the uſual Practice of our decay'd 
Gentry, to look about them for ſome 


illuſtrious Family, and there endeavour 
to fix their young Darling, where he 
may be both well Educated and Sup- 
ported; I have herein alſo follow'd the 
Cuſtom of the World, and am fatisfy'd 
in my Judgment, that I could not have 
made a more worthy Choice. Tis true, 
I am not vain enough to think that 
any thing of mine can in any meaſure 
be worthy of your Lordſhip's Patronage : 
And yet I ſhou'd be aſham'd to leave 
the Stage, without ſome Acknowledg- 
ment of your former Favours, which 1 
have more than once experienc'd. Be- 
fides the Honour of my Wife's Relation 
to your Noble Houſe, to which my 
Sons my plead fome Title, though J 
cannot; you have been pleas'd to take a 
particular Notice of me, even in this 


Lowneſs of my Fortunes, to which 1 


have voluntarily reduc'd myſelf; and 
of which I have no Reaſon to be 


aſham'd. 
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aſham'd. This Condeſcenſion, my Lord, 
is not only becoming of your Ancient 
Family, but of your Perſonal Character 
in the World. And if I value myſelf 
the more for your Indulgence to me, 


and your Opinion of me; tis becauſe 


any thing which you like, ought to be 


conſider'd as ſomething in itſelf. And 


therefore I muſt not undervalue my pre- 
ſent Labours, becauſe I have preſum'd 
to make you my Patron. A Man may 
be juſt to himſelf, tho' he ought not to 
be partial. And I dare affirm, that the 
ſeveral Manners which I have given to 
the Perſons of this Drama, are truly 
drawn from Nature; all perfectly diſtin- 
guiſh'd from each other: That the 
Fable is not injudicioully contriv'd : that 
the Turns of Fortune are not manag'd 
unartfully; and that the laſt Revolution 


is happily enough invented. Ariſtotle, 


I acknowlege, yr 6 declard, that the 
Cataſtrophe which is made from the 
Change of Will, is not of the fiitl 
Order for Beauty: but it may reaſonably 
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The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 
be alledg'd, in Defence of this Play, as 
well as of the Cinna, (which I take to 
be the very beſt of Corneille's) that the 
Philoſopher who made the Rule, copy'd 


all the Laws, which he gave for the 


Theatre, from the Authorities and Ex- 
amples of the Gree Poets, which he 
had read: And from their Poverty of 
Invention, be cou'd get nothing but 
mean Concluſions of wretched Tales: 
Where the Mind of the chief Actor was 
for the moſt part chang'd without Art 
or Preparation; only becauſe the Poet 
could not otherwiſe end his Play. Had 
it been poſſible for Ari/ictle to have ſeen 
the Cinna, I am confident he would have 
alter'd his Opinion; and concluded, that 
2 ſimple Change of Will might be ma- 
nag' d with ſo much Judgment, as to ren- 
der it the moſt agreeable, as well as the 
molt ſurprizing Part of the whole Fable; 
let D' Acer, and all the reſt of the modern 
Criticks, who are too much bigotted 
to the Ancients, contend ever ſo much 


to the contrary, I was afraid that I | 


had 
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had been the Inventor of a new ſort. of 
Deſigning, when in my third Act, 1 


make a Diſcovery of my Ahbonſos 


true Parentage. If it were ſo, what 
wonder had it been, that Dramatick 
Poetry, tho' a limited Art, yet might 


be capable of receiving ſome Innova- 
tions for the better? But afterwards J 


caſually found, that Menander and 


Terence, in the Heautontimoroumenos, had 
been before me; and made the ſame 
kind of Diſcovery in the ſame Act. 
As for the Mechanick Unities, that of 
Time is much within the Compaſs of 
an Aſtrological Day, which begins at 
Twelve, and ends at the ſame Hour 
the Day following. That of Place is 
not obſerv'd ſo juſtly by me, as by the 
Ancients; for their Scene was always 
one, and almoſt conſtantly in ſome 
Publick Place. Some of the late French 
Poets, and amongſt the Engliſh, my 
moſt ingenious Friend, Mr. Congreve, 
have obſery'd this Rule ſtrictly; though 
the Place was not altogether ſo pub- 
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The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 
Vick as a Street. I have follow'd the 
Example of Corneille, and ftretch'd the 
Latitude to a Street and Palace, not 
far diſtant from each other in the 
lame City. They who will not allow 
this Liberty to a Poet, make it a very 
ridiculous thing, for an Audience to 
ſuppoſe themſelves, ſometimes to be in 
2 Field, ſometimes in a Garden, and 
at other times in a Chamber. There 
are not, indeed, fo many Abſurdities in 
their Suppoſition, as in ours; but 'tis 
an Orizinal Abſurdity for the Audience 
to ſuppoſe themſelves to be in any 


other Place, than in the very Theatre 


in which they fit; which is neither 
Chamber, nor Garden, nor yet a pub- 
lick Place of any Buſineſe, but that oi 
the Repreſentation. For my Action, 
*tis evidently double; and in that 1 
have the moſt of the Ancients for my 
Examples. Yet I dare not defend this 
way by Reaſon, much leſs by their Au- 


thority : For their Actions, tho' double, 


were of the ſame Species; that is to ſay, 
in 
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The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 
in their Comedies two Amours: And 
their Perſons were better link'd in Inte- 


which I ſhould often practiſe, if I were 
to write again, becauſe tis agreeable to 
the Engh/h Genius. We love Variety 
more than any other Nation; and fo 


long as the Audience will not be pleas'd 


without it, the Poet is oblig'd to humour 
them. On condition they were cur'd of 
this publick Vice, I cou'd be content to 
change my Method, and gladly give 
them a more reaſonable Pleaſure. This 
Digreſſion, my Lord, is not altogether 
the Purpoſe of an Epiſtle Dedicatory : 
Yet 'tis expected that ſomewhat ſhould 


be ſaid, even here, in relation to Cri- 
ticiſm; at leaſt in Vindication of my 


Addreſs, that you may not be deſir'd to 
patronize a Poem which is wholly un- 
worthy of your Protection. Tho' after 
all, I doubt not but ſome will liken me 


to the Lover in a modern Comedy, who 


was combing his Peruke, and ſetting 
his Cravat before his Miſtreſs ; and be- 


ing 
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The Epiſtle Dedicatery. 
ing aſk'd by her when he intended to 
begin his Court? reply'd, he had been 
doing it all this while. Yet thus it hap- 
pens, my Lord, that Self will come 


into all Addreſſes of this Nature, tho 1 


tis the moſt unmannerly Word of the 
World in civil Converſation, and the 
moſt ungrateful to all Hearers. For 
which Reaſon, I, who have nothing to 
boaſt of, but my Misfortunes, ought to 
be the firſt to baniſh it. Eſpecially ſince 
J have ſo large a Field before me, as 
your inborn Gocdneſs, your Evenneſs 
of Temper, your Humility in ſo ample 
a ſhare of Fortune as you poſſeſs; your 
Humanity to all Men, and your Kind- 
neſs to your Friends; beſides your 
natural and acquir'd Endowments, and 
your brotherly Love to your Relations. 
Notus in Fratres animo paterno, was the 
great Commendation which Horace gave 
to one of his Patrons: And 'tis that 
Praiſe which particularly crowns your 
other Virtues. But here, my Lord, I 
am oblig'd in common Prudence to ſtop 


fhort, 
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ö The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 
IB Hort, and to caft under a Veil ſome 
bother of your Praiſes: as the Chymiſts 
uſe to ſhadow the Secret of their great 
S Elixir; left if it were made publick, 
the World ſhould make a bad Uſe of it. 
To enjoy our own Quiet, without dif- 
Z turbing that of others, is the Practice 
of every moral Man: And for the reſt, 
to live chearfully and ſplendidly, as it is 
becoming your illuſtrious Birth, ſo tis 
| likewiſe to thank God for his Benefits in 
the beſt manner. Tis unneceſſary to 
with you more worldly Happineſs, or 
Content of Mind, than you enjoy : 
But tne Continuance of both, to your 
Self, and your Poſterity, 1s earneſtly 
defir'd by all who have the Honour to 
be known to you, and more particularly 
EA BO 
* My Lok p, 
Your Lordſhip's 

moſt Obedient and 

moſt humbly Devoted Servant, 
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Spoken by Mr. Betterton. 


& aoben ſome Treaſurer lays down the Stick, 

Warrants are /ign'd for ready Money thick : 
And many deſperate Debentures paid, 
Which never had been, had his Lordfhip faid : 
So now, this Poet, who forſakes the Stage, 
Tntenas to gratify the preſent Age. | 
One Warrant ſpall be fign'd for every Man : 
All hall be Vits that wyill; and Beaux that can: 
Prewvided ſtill, this Warrant be not ſorwn, 
And you be Wits but to zourſelves alone, 
Provided tor, you rail at one another: 


For there's no one Wit, vill alleau a Brothes. | : 
Provided aljo, that you ſpare this Story, 4 
Damn all the Plays that &er ſhall come before ye. 3 
If one by chance prove goud in half a ſcore, A 
Let that one pay fer all; and damn it more. x} 


For if a good one ſcape among the Crew, 

And you continue judging as you do; 

Every bad Play will hope fur damning 100. 

You might damn this, if it were worth your Pains, 
Here's nothing you will like ; no fuſtian Scenes, 
And nothing too of — you know what he means, 
No double Entendres, which you Sparks allow ; 

To make the Ladies look they know not how z 
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j Simply as *tawere. and hr owing both together, [5 
1 Seeming 10 fan their Faces in coid Weather, Ft 
Lt. But bere s a Story which no Books relate; : 
14 Coin'd from our own old Peet's Adale-pate. 5 : 
« The We 
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PROLOGUE. 


The Fable bar a Moral too, if fought : 

But let that go; for upon ſecond Thought 

He fears but few come hither to be taugbt. 

Tit if you will be profited, you may; 

And he would bribe you too, to like his Play. 

He dies, at leaſt to us, and to the Stage, 

And what he has, he leaves this noble Ape, 

He leaves you, firſt, all Plays of bis Inditing, 
The whole Eſtate, which he bas get by Writing, 


The Beaux may think this nothing but vain Praiſe ; 


They'l! find it ſomething, the Teflator ſays : 
For half their Love is made from Scraps of Plays, 
To his abort Foes, he leaves bis Honeſty ; 


That they may thrive upon i as much as he, 


He leaves his Manners to the roaring Boys, 

Who come in drunk, and fill the Houſe with Neiſe. 
He leaves to the dire Critiques of his Wit, 

His Silence and Contempt of all they writ. 

To Shakeſpear's Critigue, he bequeaths the Curſe, 
To find his Faults; and yet himſelf make worſe. 

A precious Reader in pretigue Sehools, 

I bo by his own Examples damns his Rules, 

Laſt, for the Fair, he wiſhes you may be, 


From your dull Critiques, the Lampooners, [req. 


Tho he pretends no Legacy to leave you, 

An old Man may at leaf! good Wiſhes give you. 
Your Beauty names the Play; and may it prout 
To each, an Omen of Triumphant Love. 
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Dramatis Per 
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ſonz. 


ME N. 


VERAMON D, King of Arragon. Mr. Kynaſton, 
ALPHONSO, his fetpes'd Son. Mr. Betterton. 
Garcia, King of Navarre, Mr. Williams. 
RAMIREZ, King of Caſtile. Mr. Alexander. 


SAN CHO Mr. Dogget. 
; o Colonels. 88 
CARLOS, OT LIE Mr. Powell. 


LoPEz, Arn old Courtier. Mr. Underhill. 
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WOMEN. 


X1mENA, Queen of Arragon. Mrs. Bebierton. 
VieroRI A, To * 4 Mrs. Barry. 
theKing and Queen. | 
CELIDEA, ber Siſter. | Mrs. Bracegirdi: ! 
DALIN DA, Daughter to LOHEEZ. Mrs. Montfort. i 
A Nurſe with two Children. Mrs. Kent. 
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NATURE will prevail. 


n I 


Arragon, appears: Ximena the Queen by bim: Victorin 


1 their eldeſt Daughter on the right Hand; and Celedia 
: their younger Daughter on the left : Coartiera and at- 


tending in File cn each Side of the Stage. The Men on the 


one Hand, the Ladies on the other. Among ft #he Men, 
: Don Lopez; among ſi che Women Dalinda be, Daughter. 


The SCENE is ſuppor'd a Preſence-Chamber, 


VERAMO ND. 


15 OW the long Wars betwixt Caftile and Arragon 
4 Are ended in the Ruin of our Foes. 


And fierce Ramirez, the Caſtilian King, 
Who tugg'd for Empire with our warlike Son, 


5 In ſingle Combat taken, adds his Laurels 
' To the young ViRtor's Brow : Our tender Maids 


And trembling Children, ſhall with Scorn behold 
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At the Drawing up of the Curtain, Veramond, Eng of 
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402 Love TRTIUUrHAN T: Or, 


The haughty Captive, who had made his Vaunts 
Jo lay their Dwellings level; and with Salt 
To ſow the Place, where Sarago/a ſtood. 
Xim. Proceflion's, Prayers, and Publick Thanks to 
Were fit to be decreed. _ [ Heav'n, 
Vera. Your Sex is ever foremoſt in Devotion. 
But for our brave Confederate, young Navarre, 
He ſhall receive the Prize reſerv'd within 
My Breaſt ; aud ſuch a one, ; 
His Vout and Valour have right well deſerv'd. 
Aim comes along with our Alphonſo, 
And next our son did beſt, 
Fera. Perhaps as well: 
Allplan, indeed more glorious, 
To buckle hg in fingle Fight, 
And take him 7: ner: but his fiery Temper 
Still hurrics hin ro daring raſh Attemps. 
Aim. Alp/: 1/0 is im petuous, but he's Noble; 
He will not take one Atom from Nawarre 
Of what's his Right, nor needs he. 
Vera. If he ſhou'd — 
Aim. Vou take too bad Impreſſions of your Son. 
Vera. No more, Ximena, tor I hear their Trumpets 
Proclaim their Entry; and our own their Welcome. 
[Trumpets from each Side of the Stage. 
Enter Alphonſo and Garcia, Hand in Hand. After them, 
. the Priſoner, K. Ramirez, alone: Then the two Colonel, 
Sancho ad Carlos; After them, other Officers of the 
Army. Veramond advances to meet them : The Duct! 
and the two Princeſſes folleww him. Alphonſo fir/? knce!s 
io his Father and Mother, and immediately runs to ſa- 
[ute his Siſter Victoria tenderly ; then ſlightly ſalutes 
Celidea, and returns to Victoria. In the mean time 
Veramond embraces Don Garcia, who afterwards 
kifjes the Queen's Hand. | 
Vera. The Triumphs of this Day, auſpicious Prince, 
Proclaim themſelves your Gift, to us and Arragon: 
From you they are deriv'd ; to you return 
For what we are, you make us. 
Gar. May Heav'n and your brave Son, and, above all, 
Your own prevailing Genius, guard your age 
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4 Alph. I may have been too flack in outward Show; 


| NATUR E will prevail. 403 1 
From ſuch another Day of doubtful Fate: 15 
But if it come, then Garcia will be proud 1 
* To be again the Foil of great Alphonſo. 1 
o Is Vera. It might, and well it had become my Son it 
. | { Looking about for Alphonſo, 1 
Io ſpeak your Words: but you are ſtill before him, 1 
As in the Fight you were. 1 
5 Vim. Turn to your Father, and preſent your Duty; 7 
3 8 Alphonſo zy the Sleeve. 4 
> He thinks himſelf negleQed, and obſerves ye. | = 
lere Garcia, after bowing to the King and Queen, goes _ 
= to the two Princeſſes, and ſalutes them. Afler a little 1 
} dumb 1 1 ge leads out Victoria and Celidea, the 1 
Ladies fellbw; Alphonfo ob/erver it with Diſcontent, Ss | 
4 and then turns to bis Father. | | WH 
Albb. I ſaw you, Sir, engag'd in Ceremonies, 2 
And therefore thought I might defer this Office, 71 
' To give you time for decent Thanks to Garcia. 9 
Viera. You rather went where more Affection call'd ye 1 


But when your Service, and my Honour call'd, 9 

None was more forward in the ſighting part. = 
|: Mera. The rugged Buſineſs of the War is o'er 28 

= Softneſs and Sweetneſs, and a gentler Air 1 
e. 3 Wou'd make a Mixture, that wou'd temper well = 
„That inborn Fierceneſs of your boiling Mind. > 
5 7 Alph. I ſtand corrected, Sir; and let me tell ye, 28 
be That Sweetneſs which ſo well you have advis'd, NH 
8 Fortune has put in your own Hand to practiſe 1 
4 Upon this Royal Soldier: till we fought 9 
* CE { Showing Ramirez. i 
e Your Equal, now your Priſoner of War; 1 
And once, (alas! that ftill it is not ſo) 38 
as > The Partner of your Thoughts, and Boſom Friend. 4 
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[2 Aim. [ Aſide.] Heav'n that inſpir'd thee with this pious 
© | Add Virtve and Perſuaſion to thy Words, (Thought, 
And bend my ſtubborn Lord. 
Vera. Say, have you more to ſpeak on his behalf! 
Aph. Much more; his fair Behaviour in the War, 
Not plundering Towns, nor burning Villages: 
His Bravery of Mind, his dauntleſs Courage, 
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404 Lov E TrrtvuPnaAnT: Or, 
When Hand to Hand, he made me ſtoop beneath 
His weighty Blows, and often forc'd to doubt 
The Fortune of my Youth, againſt his Age. 
Vera. Proceed, proceed; for this is but to ſay, 
That thou wert almoſt worſted in the Combat. 
Alpb. I have already faid much more, than needs 
To move a Noble Mind. | 
Such as my Father's is, or ought to be. 
Vera. Come, let me hear my Duty from my Son, 
Alph. If more be wanting on fo plain a Theme, 
T'hink on the flippery State of Human Things, 
The ſtrange Viciſſitudes, and ſudden Turns 
Of War, and Fate recoiling on the Proud, 
To cruſh a mercileſs and cruel Victor. 
Think there are Bounds of Fortune, ſet above; 
Periods of Time, and Progreſs of Succeſs, 
Which none can flop before th' appointed Limits, 
And none can puſh beyond. 
Am. He reaſons juſtly, Sir. 
Alph. Ramirez is an Honourable Foe; 
Uſe him like what he is, and make him yours. 
Vera By Heav'n I think, | 
That when you cop'd with him in ſingle Fight, 
You had ſo much ado to conquer then, 
You fear t'ingage him in a ſecond Combat. 
Alph. The World knows how 1 fought; 
But old Men have prerogative of Tongue, 
And Kings of Power, and Parents that of Nature. 
Your Pardon, Royal Sir, 
Vera I give it you; | 
Your Battle now is paid at the full Price. 
[Ximena wwh:/pers Alphonſo for a Moment. 


Alp b. Fear not, I curb myſelf. [To Ximena. 
Ram. [te Vera.] Your Son has mention'd Honourablc 
Terms; 


Propoſe em, Veramond, and for his Sake 

(So much his Valour and rare Courteſy 

Have wrought upon my Soul) I will accent 'em. 
Vera. Who gave you leave 

To ſpeak of Terms, or even to ſpeak at all? 
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NA run will prevail. 405 

Ram. And who ſhou'd give me liberty of Speaking. 

But Heav'n, who gave me Speech ? | 
Vera. How dares my Captive 

Aſſume this Boldneſs to his Conqueror ? [ramond. 
Ram. You have not conquer'd me, you could not, 7. 

Tis to Alphanſe's Arms that I am Priſoner, 


Vera. Under my Auſpices A4/phon/o fought, + 
He led my Forces. | 


Ram. Yes, and made em tor 


By his Example, elſe they ne er had conquer d. 


Vera. A Bargain! A plain Compact! A Confederacy, 
Betwixt my Son and thee, to give me Part, 


Of what my better Stars make all my own. 


Alph. Sir, I muſt ſpeak —— 

Vera. Dare not, I charge thee, dare not. 

Alpb. Not vindicate my Honour? 
By Heav'n I will, to all the World, to you: 
My Honour is my own, and not deriv'd | 
From this frail Body, and this E:rth you gave me; 
But that Ztherial Spark, which Heav'n inſpir'd, 


And kindled in my new-created Soul. 


You tell me, I have bargain'd with Ramirez, 
To make his Ranſom cheap. 
Vera. To make it nothing, 
To rob thy Father of his Victory, 
And at my coſt, oblige my Mortal Foe. 
Fool, doſt thou know the Value of a Kingdom? 
Alpb. I think I do, becauſe I won a Kingdom. 
Vera. And know'ſt not how to keep it. [Caſtile ? 
Ram. What Claim have you? What Right to my 
Vera. The Right of Conqueſt, for when Kings make 
No Law betwixt two Sovereigns can decide, { War, 
But that of Arms, where Fortune is the judge, . 
Soldiers the Lawyers, and the Bar the Field. 

Alph. But with what Conſcience can ye keep that 
To which ye claim no Title but the Sword? ſ[Crown, 
Vera. Then aſk that Queſtion of thyſelf, when thou 
Thyſelf art King, I will retain my Conqueſt. 

And if thou art ſo mean, fo poor of Soul, 


As to refuſe thy Sword in keeping it; 
Then Garcia's Aid, 
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Whoſe Share of Honour, in that glorious Day, 
Was more than thine, during my Life, ſhall * it, 
And at my Death, ſhall heir it, | 

Alph. Don Garcia is indeed a valiant Prince: 

But this large Courteſy, this Over-praiſe 
You give his Worth, in any other Mouth, 
Were Villamy to me. 

im. That was too much, 4/phon/o; ſhew the Reverence 
That Sons ſhou'd bear to Fathers. 

Alph. [ Te ber.] Did I not ſay, in any other Mouth 
The King excepted ſtill ? 

Ram. Had J a Son; a Son like your Alphonſo, 
The Pride of War, and darling of the Field; 

I ſhou'd not thus receive him, nor detract 

From ſuch high Actions: Let me tel] you, Sir, 
(For I who felt i Am, cn belt report him) 
There lives not 0n:, who breathes this Vital Air, 
That e'er cou'd boaſt, he made Ramirez bend, 
Before Alpbonſo undeitook the Taſk. 

Vera. Confederacy again! How they enhance 
Their mutual Worth, and bandy Fame betwixt em, 
Into each other's Hand. 

[ Looks. on Re. and tarts back, 
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What's this I ſee? 
Nay, now I wonder not, the Captive prates 
With ſo ſecure Preſumption to his King. 
Well may he brave me, while his murd'ring Sword 
Sits as before, inſulting on his Side. 
Who gave thee back that Weapon? 

4550. I, who took it. 

Vera. A careful Son, to truſt a Foe with Arms 
So near his Father. Haſte, diſarm the Priſoner. 

Alph. Ere you difhonour me, firſt hear me ſpeak: ; 

I took his Royal Word, to be my Priſoner ; 
And on his Honour, I r d bis Sword, 
Becauſe I thought, that Mark of Sovereign Juſtice, 
And awful Power, ſhou'd not for one ſhort Moment 
Be wanting to a Monarch. 

Vera. Then, when he loſt the Power, he loſt the Claim, 
And Marks of Sovereign Right: 
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NATURE will prevail. 40 
Nor without my Conſent, cou'dſt thou diſpoſe 
Of him, or of his Sword, or of his Life. . 
Once more diſarm him: What, am I betray'd ? 
[Guard's look amag d, but fiir not, 
Have I no Subject left? | 
Aim. Submit, Alphonſo. | 
I, who am partial to you, muſt condemn 
This Carriage, as unduteous to your Father. [Cauſe, 
Ran. [to Alph.] Brave Prince, too warmly you aſſert my 
Tho? 'tis indeed the common Cauſe of Kings: 
But to prevent what IIls on my Account „ 
May hence enſue betwixt a Son and Parent, 
Take here the Sword, you truſted in my Hands, 
Which you alone cou'd take — Now, Veramond, 


[ Preſents his Sword 10 Achern 
Diſpoſe of old Ramirez as thou pleaſeſt: | 


He preſents it ſullealy to Veramond, who puts it into 
the Hand of an Officer. 
Secure thy Hate, Ambition, and thy Fear, 
And give Ramirez Death, who ſcorns a Life 
Which he muſt owe to thee. | 
Vera. [to the Guards, } Go bear him to the Caſtle; at 
His Doom ſhall be decreed. [more Leiſure 
Ram. Whene'er it comes *tis welcome; only this 
(If Enemies be ſuffer'd to requeſt) 
Forgive th' imprudent Zeal thy Son has ſhown 
On my Behalf, and take him to thy Boſom : 
A noble Temper ſhines even thro' his Faults, 
And gilds them into Virtues. 
Vera. Take him hence 
[Ramirez ig led off by Sancho azd Carlos, and fol- 
low'd by the Guards; Alphonſo lookirg frown- 
ingly, The reſt ſtay. 
Alph. [ Aſide.] How I abhor this baſe inhuman Act! 
But Patience! he's my Father. 
Vera. Thus all his Praiſes are thy Accuſations ; 
And even that very Sword, 
Puniſh me Heav'n, if 1 believe not ſo, 
Is far leſs dangerous in his Hand than thine. 
Aim. Forgive the haſty Sallies of his Youth, 
Vera. He never lay'd me, Alpha 
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Alph. You never gave me Cauſe. 

Aim. (to Alph.] Come, you both lov'd, 
But both were jealous of each other's Kindneſs, 
His Silence ſhows, he longs to pardon you. 
And did not you, my Lord, obſerve Alphonſo, 


(Turning 10 Veram, 


How, tho? at firſt he could not rule his Paſſion; 
Not at the very firſt, for that's impoſſible 
To haſty Blood, like his and yours, my Lord; 
Vet in the ſecond Moment, he repented, 
As ſoon as Thought had Leiſure to be born ? 
Vera. For ought | ſee, you do him better Office 
Than he defires, Ximena. 
Alph. [ Kneeing.] Sir, your Pardon; 
And if you pleaſe, your Love. | 
Fera. Receive the fift, 
The laft, as you deferve. | 
Re-onter Don Garcia, with Victoria, Celidea, and th: 
Ladies, Veramond /ees 'em at a Diftance. 
Fera This had not been thus eaſily o'erpaſt, 
But that 1 ſee Don Garcia with your Siſters ; 
A fair Occaſion offers you this Hour 
To cancel your Offences; mark, and take it. 
[The K 2 and Alphonſo entertain Garcia in dumb 
Show, while Victoria and Celidea ſpeak at a Diflance. 
Cel. What think you, Siſter, of this Youthful Heroe? 
Vi#. Our dear Alphonſo? 
Cel. No, I mean Nawarvre. 
Vie. As of a Valiant Prince; what wou'd you more? 
Cel. Methinks you give him a ſhort Commendation, 
Yet all his Applications were to you, | 
Vie. 1 minded not his Words. 
Cel. He made a warm Beginning of a Love. 
Vie. It ſeems my Thought: were otherways employ'd. 
Cel. Neither your Thoughts, nor Eyes cou'd be em- 
Upon a nobler Object. [ploy'd 
Vict. That's your Judgment, 
Cel. His every Action, nay, his every Motion 
Were graceful, and becoming his high Birth. 
Vie. All of a Picce, and all like other Men: 
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NATURE will prevail. 409 
He ſeems to me a common kind of Creature, 
One that may paſs among a Croud of Courtiers, 
And not be known for King. 85 
Cel. Sure you forget the Troops he brought our Father, 
Beſides his perſonal Valour in the Fight. | 
Vict. You more forget Alpbonſo's greater Actions, 
When the young Heroe, yet unfledg'd in Arms, 
Made the tough Age of bold Ramirez bend: 
He fought like Mars, deſcending from the Skies, 
And look'd like Venus riſing from the Waves. 
Cel. Nawarre had done the ſame; 'twas Fortane's fault 
That ſhow'd him not Ramirez. 
Vids. You are too young to judge of Men or Merits ; 
You praiſe the vulgar Flight a Faulcon makes; 
When 7owe's imperial Bird, that bears the Thunder, 
Is tow'ring far above him. 
| Re-enter Carlos, Sancho, and the reſt of the Officers. 
Vera. Are my Commands perform'd? 0 
Carl, With all Exactneſs. 
Vera. Approach Victoria, and you Celidæa, 
That in your Preſence I may pay ſome Part 
Of what I owe your brave Deliverer. 
Cel. We cannot ſhow too much of Gratitude, 
Vera. Victoria, what ſay you? 
Vid. He did the Duty of a brave Ally: 
do not know the War, nor dare I load 
His Modeſty with larger Commendations. 
Gar. Even thoſe are much too large, when given by you; 
To whom my Soul, with all my future Service, 
Are with Devotion offer'd. 
Vera. J have indeed diſclos'd to her alone 
Th' important Secret of th' intended Match: 
And that perhaps has made her fear to praiſe 
A Prince, who thortly is to be her own. | 
Alph. | Aſide.] Oh Heav'ns ! what bode theſe Words? 


[7 he Queen and Celidea ſhrew Amazement, Alphonſo 
and Victoria Diſcontent. 


Vera. Now therefore I declare the wiſht Alliance; 
Aimena, you may give your Daughter Joy; 
And you your Siſter, of th' Impetial Crown, [To Celid. 
Vol. YE # Which 
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410 Love TriuMPHANnT: Or, 


Which Garcia put on our Victoria's Head. 5 
Your Share, Alphonſo, in this happy Day [To Alph, 
Is not the leaſt, nor will you be the laſt 
T' applaud my worthy Choice of ſuch a Son. 
Alph. A ſudden Damp has ſeiz'd my vital Spirits; 
I fee but thro' a Miſt, and hear far off: 
Nay, trouble not yourſelves, a little Time 
Of needful Reft, and ſolitary Thought, 
Will mend my Health, till when excuſe my Preſence. 
[Exit Alphonſo, and looks back on Victoria. 

Xim. [ Hide.) He's much diſturb'd, a Sickneſs of the 
Or I miſtake, he does not like this Marriage, {| Soul; 
Aſſiſt us, Heav'n, if I divine aright, 

And proſper thy own Work. 
Vera. | Aſide.] J like not this, 
But muſt difſemble, till I clear my Doubts. 
Fortune, brave Prince, has given us this Allay ; [To Gar, 
Our Joys were elſe too full: 
An Hour of Sleep will bring him back reſtor'd ; 
Mean time we may withdraw. 

Gar. [To Vict.] Come, my fair Miſtreſs, by your Fa- 
J ſeize this precious Gage, [ther's Leave 

Vic. Then thank my Father; 

He may diſpoſe of all things but my Heart. 
And that's my own—[ 4/ze.]J—Alas! I wiſh it were. 
f Exeunt Ver. Xim. Cel. Gar. Viet. and all the Cour- 
” tiers, Men and Women. The Guards follow : San. 
Carl. remain. 

San. Good News, Carlos, the old Je is dead. 

Carl. What Few? 

San. Why the rich Few, my Father. 

He's gone to the Boſom of Abrabam his Father, and I, 
his Chriſtian Son, am left ſole Heir. Now do I intend 
to be.monſtrouſly in love, 

Carl. With whom, Colonel ? 

San. That's not yet reſolv'd, Colonel: but with one 
of the Court Ladies. You may ſtand a Man's Friend, 
Carlos, in ſuch a Buſineſs. 

Carl. You may depend on me, Sancho, becauſe my 
Dependance is on you: You got Plunder in the Battle; 

while 
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while I was hack d and hew'd, and almoſt laid aſleep 
in the damn'd Bed of Honour, 


San, Nay, I confeſs I am a lucky Rogue, for I was 
born with a Caul upon my Head. 


Carl. I'm ſure I came bare enough into the World, 
and live as barely in it. 

gan. Make me but luſtily in love, and PII adopt thee 
into my Fortune; but thou ſtand'ſt ſhall I, ſhall I, till all 
the Ladies are out of Sight: Here, take that Billet Douæ 
which I have pulPd out by chance from amongſt twenty, 
that I always wear about me for ſuch Occaſions. 

Carl. But to which of 'em ſhall J deliver it? 

San. Even to her thou canſt firſt overtake. | 
Nay, do not loſe thy Time in looking on't, there's na 
particular Direction, Man; Fortune ever ſuperſcribes 
my Letters to the Fair Sex: I let her alone to find me 
out a handſom Miſtreſs; and let me alone to make her 
kind afterwards: | 

Carl. But ſuppoſe I ſhow'd happen to deliver it to my 
own Miſtreſs, for ſhe was in the Preſence with her Father. 

San. Then I ſuppoſe thou wilt be the firſt that ſhall 
repent it, for ſhe will certainly fall in love with me. 


[Lop. and Dal. re-enter, and walk foftly over the Stage. 


Look, there's one of 'em already; my Heart beats at the 
very Sight of her; this muſt and ſhall be ſhe, by Cupid. 
Carl. And by Venus the very She I love. [it ſo. 
San. Pr'ythee no more Words then, for Fate will have 
Carl. [ 4fide.] I know it's impoſlible for her Father to 
receive him, or her to love him; and yet his good For- 
tune, and my raſcally, three-penny Planet, make me 
ſuſpicious without Reaſon : But hang Superſtition, IN 
draw ſuch a Picture of him as ſball do his Buſineſs. 
San, Now will I Rand Incognito, like ſome mighty 
Potentate, and fee my own Embaily deliver'd. 


[Carlos overtaics Lopez and Dalinda, ;u/? goin 
off, and ſalutes them. 1 eint 


Lop. Coulin Carlos, you are welcome from the Wars : 
I think I ſaw you in the Show 'To-day. 

Carl. The Ceremony hinder'd me from 
Reſpects; but I made bitte, you ſee 
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L op. I hope you'll no more be a Stranger to my Houſe, 
than you have been formerly : Your Miſtreſs here will 
be proud to entertain you: and then you ſhall tell me the 
whole Expedition: I love Battles wonderfully, when a 
Man may hear 'em without Peril of his Perſon. | 

San. [ 4/ide.)] Nothing of my Letter all this while: 
why, when Carlos“ [Whiſpering aloud to him, 

Carl. | 4/ide.] Now I dare not but deliver it, becauſe 
he ſees me — | | 
Don Lopez, I have a fooliſh kind of Petition to you. 

[To Lopez, 

Lop. Why do you call it a fooliſh Petition? 

Carl. Becauſe I bring it from a Fool. There's a Friend 
of mine,. of a plentiful Fortune, that's deſperately in 
love with your fair Daughter, Dalinda; and has com- 
manded me, by your Permiſſion, to deliver this Letter 
to her. | 

Lop. A rich Man's Letter may be deliver'd. 


Carlos geves ber the Letter, | 


Dal. What's here? A Note without a Superſcription, 
{She Jecms to read.] As I live, a Bill of Exchange for 
two hundred Piſtoles, charg'd upon a Banker, and pay- 
able to the Bearer ; an accompliſh'd Cavalier, I warrant 
him; he writes finely, and in the beſt manner, 

Carl. | 4/ide.] There's the covetous Sex, at the firſt 
Syllable, the Fool's good Planet begins to work already; 
but I ſhall ſtop its Influence. 

Lop. Good Couſin Colonel, what manner of Man is 
my Son-in-Law that may be? 

Carl. Dye ſee that ſneaking Fellow yonder ? 

Lop. Who, that gallant Cavalier ? 

Dal. I wiſh it were no worſe. 


Carl. Plague, ye make me mad betwixt ye. His 


outſide's Taudry, and his infide's Fool. He's an Uſurer's 
Son, and his Father was a Jew. 
Dal. No matter for all that, he's rich. 


Carl. He was begot upon the Wife of a deſperate 


Debtor, out of pure good Huſbandry, to ſave ſomething : 
He's covetous by the Father's Side; a Blockhead by 
the Mother's ; and a Knave by both, 
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Lop. I fee nothing like your Deſcription of him, at 
this Diſtance. Call him hither, I would fain ſpeak 
with him, | | 

Carl. Come hither, Don Sancho, and make good the 
Character I have given of you. 

[Sancho comes up, and ſalutes em aukward!y. 

Lop. Cavalier, 1 ſhall be glad to be better known to 

ou. 
: San. [To Carl. ] You ſee I have Luck in a Bag, Carlos. 

Carl. [ Afide.] Ay, in a Bag of Money, I ſee it to my 
Sorrow Try his Wit, Signior, you'll find him as 
heavy as Lead. [ Aſide to Lopez. 

Lop. {To Sancho. ] So his Money be Silver, I care not 
Come Cavalier, what ſay you to my Daughter-? 

San, Why, I ſay, I was reſolv'd to love the firſt fair 
Lady that I met. 

Dal. Oh Lord, Sir! | 

Carl. [To Lopez. ] Do but mark his Breeding. 

Lip. 1 like him never the worſe for his Plain-dealing. 

Dal. Bluntneſs, methinks, becomes a Soldier. 

Carl. {| Afide. } How naturally old men take to Riches, 
and Women to Fools ! | . 

Lop. [To Sancho. ] You have made a noble Declaration 
of your Love, Sir, with a handſome Preſent of two hun- 


dred Piſtoles. 


San. What, I hope I have not miſtaken Papers, and 
ſent you my Letter of Exchange for two hundred Piſtoles, 
charg'd upon the Banker Porto Carrero : Pray return 
that Letter, Madam; and I'll look out for another, that 
ſhall treat only of dry Love, without thoſe terrible Ap- 
pendixes, 

Dal. Why, did not ye intend this for me, Cavalier ? 

San. No, you ſhall hear me rap out all the Oaths in 
Mega that I am wholly innocent of this Accu- 
ation, 

Dal. Come, you bely your noble Nature; look upon 
me again, Cavalier, [She makes the Doux Yeux # hin. 


And then examine your own Heart, if you meant it not 
te me. 
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San. Nay, I confeſs my Heart beats a charge towards 
ye: [Te Carlos. ] And yet two hundred. Piſtoles is a 
ſwinging Sum for one kind Look, Carlos“ 

Carl. | To him.] A damnable hard Peany-worth ! hold 
you there, Don Sancho. 

Dalinda loc upon bir again, more faveet'y, 

San. She has two Devils in her Eyes, that lat Ogle 
was a Lick Penny. Well, Madam, I dedicate thoſe fate 
two hundred Piſtoles to vour more fair Hand: And now 
you have receiv'd em, I meant 'em to you. 

Dal. And, in requital, I receive you for my Servant, 
Cavalier. 

Carl. [ Ade.) Damn him for his aukward Libera. 
lity ; he's always covetaus, but when 'tis to do me a 
Miſchief. 

Lop. [To Dalinda.] He's come on again, my Heart 
was almoſt at my Mouth. Now, Mrs. Minion, let me 
take you to task in private. [ Draws her afide a little. 
What hope have you of the Conde Don Alonzo De Car- 
dona? 

Dal. Little or none; a bare Poſſibility. You know 
what has paſs'd betwixt us. 

Lop. But ſuppoſe he ſhould renew his Love; had you 
rather marry that rich old Conde, or this poor young 
Rogue, Don Carlos? 

Dal. This poor young Rogue, if you pleaſe, Fa- 
ther. 

Lop. I thought as much, good Madam: but to come 
cloſer to the preſent Buſineſs, betwixt Non Carlos and 
Don Sancho, that js to ſay, a poor young Wit, anda 
rich young Fool ; put the Cake. Gentlewoman, which 
of 'em wou'd you chule ? 

Dal. If it were not for mere Neceſſity, I have a kind 
of a loathing to a Fool. 

Lep. The more Fool you, Madam. 

Dal. Wou'd you have a Race of Booby Grandſons ? 

Lop. That's as your Conſcience ſerves you ; I ſay 
only, that your Huſband ſhall be a Fool, I fay not, your 
Children's Father fhall be one. 
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San. [To Carlos.] This is a plaguy long Whiſper, TI 
do not like it. And yet now I think on't, my left Eye 
itches, ſome good Luck 1s coming towards me. 

Lop. [To them.] I'll be fhort and pithy with you, 
Don Saxcho, I think they call ye? If oat of my abuu.- 
dant Love, I ſhou'd beſtow my dutiful Daughter on you, 
what kind of Huſband wou'd you make ? 

San. Huſband, Sennor ? Why, none at all. None of 
my Predeceſſors were ever marry'd: My Father and 
my Mother never were, and [ will not be the firſt of 
my Family that ſhall degenerate; I thought my two 
hundred Piſtoles would have done my Buſineſs with Da- 
linda, and a little winking Money with you, 

Lop. What wou'd you make me a pimp to my own 
Daughter ? | | 

Dal. And imagine my Chaſtity cou'd be corrupted 
with a petty Bribe ? 

San. Nay, I am not fo obſtinate neither, againſt Mar- 
riage: Carlos gave me this wicked Counſel, on purpole 
to baniſh me; and in revenge to him, I will marry, 

Lo, I hope you'll aſk her Leave firſt ? 

San. Pho] I take that for granted, no Woman has 
the Power to reſiſt my Courtſhip. | 


Loy. Suppoſe then, as before ſuppos'd; what kind of 


Husband would you make ? 

San. Then to deal roundly with you ; T would run a 
rambling myſelf, and leave the Drudgery of my Houſe 
to hes Management: All Things ſhould go at Sixes and 
Sevens,. far Sancho; in ſhort, Sennor, I will be as ab- 
folute as the Great Turk, and take as little Care of my 
People, as a Heathen God. | 

Lap. Now, Don Carlos, what ſay you? 

Carl. [ Aſide.] I'll fit 'em for a Huſband : [To Lopez. 
Why, Sennor, [ would be the moſt careful Creature of 
her Buſineſs ; I would inſpect every thing, would ma- 
nage the whole Eſtate to ſave her the Trouble; I 
would be careful of her Health, by keeping her within 
Doors; ſhe ſhould neither give nor receive Viſits; nor 
kneel at Church among the Fops, that look one way, 
and pray another, 


'T 4 Dad. 
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Dal. Oh abominable ! 

Lop. Why thou ungrateful Fellow! wouldſt thou make 
a Slave of my Daughter? And leave her no Buſineſs; 
that is to ſay, no Authority in her own Houſe ? 

Dal. Ay, and to call fine young Gentlemen Fops too ? 
To lock me up from Viſitants, which are the only Com- 
fort of a diſconſolate, miſerable, marry'd Woman! 

Lop. And *twere not for fear thou ſhould'ſ beat me, I 
could find in my Heart to beat thee. Don Sancho, I 
have ap Olla at Home, and you ſhall be welcome to it. 
Farewel Kinſman. | [To Carlos, 

[ Excunt Lopez, and Sancho, leading ot Dalinda, 

Carl. Now, if I had another Head, ] could find in 
my Heart, to run this Head againſt that Wall. Nature 
has given me my Portion in Senſe, with a Pox to her, 
and turn'd me out into the wide World to ſtarve upon it. 
She has given Sancho an empty Noddle ; but Fortune 
in revenge, has fill'd his Pockets: Juſt a Lord's Eſtate in 
Land and Wit. Well, I have lolt Dalinda; and ſome- 
thing muſt be done to undermine Saxcho in her good 
Opinion: Some pernicious Counſel muſt be given him: 


He is my Prince, and I am his Stateſman ; and when 


our two Intereſts come to claſh, I hope to make a mere 
Monarch of him: And my Hunger is ſomewhat in my 
Way to quicken my Invention. 
Want whets the Wit, 'tis true; but Wit not bleſt 
With Fortune's Aid, makes Beggars at the beſt, 
Wit is not fed, but ſharpen'd with Applauſe, 
For Wealth is ſolid Food, and Wit but hungry _—_— 
Hit. 
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CABG OCONEE 
A TI 


The SCENE is a Bed-Chamber, a Couch pre- 
par d, and ſet fo near the Pit that the Audience 


may hear, 


Alphonſo enters with à Book in his Hand, and fits: 


reads to himſelf a little while : Enter Victoria, and fits 
Ey him, then ſpeats. 


Vid. JF on your private Bus'neſs I intrude, 

I Forgive th? Exceſs of Love that makes me rude; 
hope your Sickneſs has not reach'd your Heart: 

But come to bear a ſuff ring Siſter's Part: 

Yet, leſt I ſhould offend you by my Stay, 

Command me to depart, and | obey, 

Alph. The Patient who has paſs'd a ſleepleſs Night, 

Is far leſs pleas'd with his Phyſician's Sight: 

Welcome thou pleaſing, but thou ſhort Reprieve 

To eaſe my Death, but not to make me live, 

Welcome, but welcome as a Winter's Sun, 

That riſes late, and is too quickly gone. i 
Vid. You are the Star of Day, the publick Light: 

And I am but your Siſter of the Night: 

Eclips'd, when you are abſent from my Sight. 

Alph. Death will for ever take me from your Eyes; 

But grieve not you, for when I ſet, you rife, 

Don Garcia has deſerv'd to be your Choice, 

And 'tis a Brother's Duty to rejoice. LO 
Jia. And yet methought you gave him not your 
Alph. You ſaw a ſudden Sickneſs left me weak; 

I had no Joy to give, nor Tongue to ſpeak: 

And therefore I withdrew, to ſeek Relief 

In Books, the fruitleſs Remedies of Grief. 5 
: | & 5 12 » 
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Viet. But tell me what Philoſopher you found 
To cure your Pain ? 

£1ph. The fitteſt for my Wound, 
Who beſt the gentle Paſſions knows to move; 3 
Ovid, the ſoſt Philoſopher of Love: 
His Lowe Epiſtles for my Friends J choſe; 
For there I found the Kindred of my Woes. 

Vid. His Nymphs the Vows of perjur'd Men ys; 
One in the Woods, and one upon the Shore: 
All are at length forſaken or betray'd ; 
And the falſe Heroe leaves the faithful Maid. 

Alph. Not all: For Linus kept. his Conſtancy : 
And one, perhaps, who more reſembled me. 

Vie. That Letter would ! view; in hope to find 
Some Features of the Fair that rules the Mind. 

Alpb. Read, for the guilty Page is doubled down: 
The Love too ſoon will make the Lover known. 

[ Giving her the Bool. 

Read, if you dare; and when the Crime you ee, 
Accuſe my cruel Fate, but pity me. 

Vie. | Afide.] Tis what I fear'd, th' unhappy Canace! 
Read you; for to a Brother 'twas deſign'd, [To him, | 
And ſent him by a Siſter much too kind. 7 
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Alphonso takes the Book, and reads. 


I y did thy Flames beyond a Brother move? 
Why lou d I thee with more than Siſter's Love? 
He looks upon her, and fhe holds down her Head. 
He reads again, 10 
My Cheeks no longer did their Colour boaſs- | # 
My Food grew loathjom, and my Strength Þ loft - 
Still, ere I (poke, a Sigh wwou'd flop my Tongue; 
Short were my Slumbers, and my Nights were long. 
1 knew not from my Lowe thoje Griefs did gronv : 
Tet was, alas! the thing did not know, | | = 
[She looks on him, and he holds down his Head. 
Fered at the laſt, my ſhameful Pain I tell. 
Vids No more: We know our mutual Love too well, 7 
{Both look pr and meet each other's Eyes, | 
Alph, 
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Ash. Two Lines in reading had eſcap'd my Sight: 
Shall I go back, and do the Poet right ? | 


Vid. Already we have read too far, I fear: 
But read no more than Modeſty may bear. 


Alphonſo reading. 


For f load too, and knowing not my Wound,- 
A fecret Pleaſure in thy Kifſes found. 
[He offers to kiſs her, and ſhe turns her Head away. 
May we not repreſent the Kiſs we read ? 
Vicht. Alphonſo, no: Brother, I ſhou'd have ſaid !. 
Alphonſo reading again. | 
When half denying, more than half content, 
Embraces warm'd me to a full Conſent : 
Then, with tumultuous. Joys, my Heart did beat; 
And Guilt that made em anxious, made em great. 
[She ſnatches the Book, and throws it down, then 
riſes and walks; he riſes alſo. | 
Vidt. Incendiary Book, polluted Flame; 
Ts Dare not to tempt the chaſte Victoria's Fame, 
„„ 1 love, perhaps, more than a Siſter ſhou'd: 
And Nature prompts; but Heav'n reſtrains my Blaod; 
' Heav'n was unkind, to ſet fo ſtrit a Bound: 
2 And Love would ſtruggle to forbidden Ground. 
Oh let us gain a Parthian Victory; 
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Our only way to conquer, is to fly. 
3 2 4/;h. No more, Victoria; tho? my Love aſpires 
1 More high than yours, and fiercer are my Fires, 4 
I cannot. bear your Looks; new Flames ariſe mt 
Prom ev'ry Glance, and kindle from your Eyes. i 
Pure are the Beams which from thoſe Suns you dart; Wm 
hunt gather Blackneſs from my footy Heart: 3g 
- Then let us each with haſty Steps remove; 1 
| : Nor ſpread Contagion, where we meant but Love. 33 
3 Vidt. Hear Heav'n and Earth, and witneſs to my Vows; Ni 
d. And Love, thou greateſt Power that Nature knows: BY 
This Heart, A/phon/o, ſhall be firmly thine; 36 
ll, |; This Hand ſhall never with another join. 4 
es. Or 11 
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Or if by force my Father makes me wed, 
Then Death ſhall be the Bridegroom of my Bed. 
Now let us both our Shares of Sorrow take; 
And both be wretched for each other's ſake. 

Alpb. By thoſe relentleſs Pow'rs that rule the Skies; 
And by a greater Pow'r, Victoria's Eyes, 
No Love but yours ſhall touch Alphonſo's Heart; : 
Nor Time, nor Death, my vow'd Affections part. 1 
Nor ſhall my hated Rival live to ſee 5 
That Hour which envious Fate denies to me. 
Now ſeal we both our Vows with one dear Kiſs. 

Ki. No, *tis a hot, and an inceſtuous Bliſs ! 
Let both be ſarisfy'd with what we ſwore; 
I dare not give it, left I give you more. | 

[Exit Victoria looking back on him, and he gazing on her, 

Alph. Oh raging, impious, and yet hopeleſs Fire! 
Not daring to poſſeſs what I deſire; 
Condemn'd to ſuffer what I cannot bear; 
Tortur'd with Love, and furious with Deſpair, 
Of all the Pains which wretched Mortals prove, | 
The feweſt Remedies belong to Love : „ 
But ours has none; for if we ſhould enjoy, 
Our fatal Cure muſt both of us deſtroy. 
Oh dear /;#cria, Cauſe of all my Pain! 
Oh dear Victoria, whom I would not gain! 
Victoria, for whole ſake I would ſurvive: 
Vickoria, for whole ſake I dare not live. 

Enter Garcia with Attendants. The two Princes 
ſalute, but Alphonſo very coldly. 

Gar. I come to ſhow my Grief for your Diſtemper ; 
For if my noble Brother ſaw my Heart, | 
'There ſhould you find a plain, a holy Friendſhip, 
Unmixt with Intereſt, equally partaking 
Of what affects you, both of good and ill. 

Alph. | thank you; but my Malady increaſes 
At your Approach: I have no more to ſay, 
But wiſh you better Health than I can boaſt; 
And to myſelf a lonely Privacy. 


: Car. 
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[As Garcia 7s going to paſi by him, Alphonfo runs to one 
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Gar. J find I am not welcome to your Sight; 
But know not from what Cauſe, - 
Alph. [angrily] My ſureſt Remedy is in your Abſence : 
'Tis hard my Lodgings cannot be my own; 
But importun'd with Viſits, undeſir d: 
And therefore, I muſt tell you, troubleſome. 
Gar. Tis an odd Way of entertaining Friends. 
But ſince I find you diſcompos'd with Sickneſs, 
That ſhall excuſe your Humours ; where I go, 
J hope for better Welcome. 
Alph. Sir, I muſt aſk whom you pretend to viſit ? 
Gar. My Miſtreſs, Prince. os, 
Alph. Your Miftreſs ! who's that Miſtreſs ? 
Gar. What need I name Videria? 
Alp. Who? my Siſter ? 
Gar. Whom elſe cou'd you imagine ? 
Alph, Any other. 
Gar. And why not her ? 
Alph. Becauſe I know not if ſhe will admit you. 
Gar. Her Father has allow'd it. | | 
Alph, But not ſhe; 
Or if both have, yet my Conſent is wanting. 
You take upon you in a Foreign Kingdom, 
As if you were at home in your Navarre. 
Gar. And you, methinks, | 
As if you had no Father, or no King. 
Farewel, I will not ſtay, 
A/ph. You ſhall not go: 
Thus as J am, thus ſingle, thus unarm'd, 
And you with Guards attended | 
Gar. You teach me to forget the Rule of Manners. 
A/ph. I mean to teach you better. 
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of his Attendants, and ſuatebes his Sauord away, then 
ſteps betaueen Garcia and the Door. 
Enter Veramond and Kimena, attended. 
Vera. What means this rude Behaviour in my Court? 
As if our Arragon were turn'd to Thrace 
Unhoſpitable to her Gueſts, and thou 


ce 


» G99 


n 2. ws”, oh N S 
- . hr” ” 


- Alphonſe, 


ol on O31, PE ae * 2 +: 2 8 * * * Lok , N 


* 


Ds * . 2 
rr — 5 eo 1 


— A 


— -s” 


* 9 
: NS AY 4 ren 1 N 
N — 2 22 Shs OL, . 
4 7 . * «Pe - 9 
N * —_ + 0 0 « _— » A * 


4 
ii 3 we rb 187 2h Obs err eee . 


As coarily, as ſhe were ſome Suburb Girl. 
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Alphonſo, a Lycurgus. 

Aiph. He would paſs, _ i 
Without my Siſter's leave, into her Lodgings. 
By Heav'n, if this be ſuffer'd to proceed, 

The next will be to treat the Royal Maid 


Gar. [zo Ver.] Had I not your Permiſlion, Sir? 

Vera. You had. 
But theſe, Alphonſo, are thy Ruffian Manners, 
How dar'ſt thou, Boy, to break my Orders, 
And then aſperſe thy Siſter with thy Crime? 

Alph. She faid his Preſence was unpleaſing to her, 

Vera. Come, thou bely'ſt her Innocence and Duty: 
She did not, durſt not fay it. 

Alph. If ſhe did not, 
I dare, and will maintain to all the World, 
That Garcia is not worthy of my Siſter, 

Vera. Not worthy ! 

Alph. No; I ſay once more, not worthy. 

Gar. Not in myſelf; for who deſerves Y/:&eria ? 
But, ſince her Royal Father bids me hope, 
Not leſs unworthy than another Prince : 
And none, with your Permiſſion, Sir, ſhall dare [To Ver. 
To interpoſe betwixt my Love and me. 

Alph. Sure a leſs Price than our Infanta's Bed, 
Might pay thee for thy Mercenary Troops. 

Vera. Peace, Inſolent; too long | have endur'd 
Thy haughty Soul, untam'd and turbulent: 
But, if I live, this ſhall not paſs unpuniſh'd ; 
Darkneſs and Chains are Medicines for a Madman. 

Aim. My Lord, | humbly beg you, ſpare your Son; 
And add not Fury to a raging Fire. 
He ſoon will recolle& his ſcatter'd Reaſon; 
Which Heat of Youth, and Sickneſs and Fatigues, 
Have diſſipated in his boiling Blood. 
Give him but Time, and then his temperate Humour: 
Will ſoon return into the native Channel ; 
And, unoppos'd, be calm. 

Fera. No, never more: 
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The Moon has roll'd above his Head, and turn'd it ; 
As Peals of Thunder ſour the generous Wine. FL 
[To Alph. 
Hence from my Preſence thou, no more my Son. 
X:im. If he be mad, be Madneſs his Excuſe ; 
And pardon Nature's Error, not his own. 
Fera. Ximena, you have fondled him to this: 
1 propheſied; and now 'tis come to paſs, 
Car. Perhaps, I interrupted him too rudely ; 
And ſince I caus'd myſelf that Hl Reception, . 
Forgive our mutual Faults. 
Vera. You ſhall prevail; 
Tho' he deſerves not ſuch an Interceſſor: 
[To Alpb.] Retire, Alphonſo, to your inmoſt Lodgings : 
And there incloſe yourſelf, and mourn your Crimes: 
Be this your laſt Relapſe ; the next is fatal. 
Alph.. 1 will retire. 
But, if I am a Madman, as you ſay; 
And as I half believe; expect no Cure, 
But in Alphonſo's Death. (Alphonſo goes in, 
Aim. | Afide.] It works apace: 
But whither it will tend, Heaven only knows. 
Vera. ſees the Book upon the Ground, and takes it up. 
Vera. This Book he left; go bear it after him. 
Yet ſtay, I know not why, but ſomewhat prompts me 
To read this folded Page. 
{To Carcia.] Go, Royal Youth: 
I wau'd myſelf conduct you to Vidorta, 
But Lovers need no Guide to their Deſires ; 
And Love no Witneſs, but himſelf, requires. 
[ Exeunt the King and Queen one Way, wwith their At- 


tendants; and Don Garcia auith his, another. 


The 8 C E N E, 4 Street. 


Enter Carlos, before Don Lopez his Door. 

Carl. That's the Door of Lopez, and Sancho muit come 
out this Way; now Fool fit faſt, for thou ſhalt not want 
for peſtilent Advice: But firſt, I mult know, how far 
thou haſt proceeded with the Father and the Daughter, 
that I may know what Drugs J muſt prepare, for the 

preſent 
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preſent Condition of my Patient; oh, the Door opens 
already, and he bolts out fingle, as I wiſnt. 
Enter Sancho picking his Teeth, 

San. What, Carlos, you have din'd before me; but, 


it may be, you ha' not far'd fo well. 4 
Carl. The beſt Part of your Entertainment, I ſuppoſe, uh, 
was the Deſert of the Fair Dalinda after Dinner; and 4 
how, and how go Matters ? 3 
San. Better than thou wouldſt have *em: thou wou' dſt . 
have put a Spoke in my Wheel, I know it. 3 
Carl. No, Fortune always ſets thoſe of your admira- 
ble Underſtanding uppermoſt ; but remember, Dali naa | 
was once mine, however, 
San. Thou wou'dit not have me give the Box away, | 
when I have thrown Seven ? Come, ſet upon it what 
thou dar'tt, and II] give thee leave to do thy worſt. 


Carl. You are very confident of your good Luck, | 
San. Thou know'ſt, I have a perpetual Aſcendant 1 


over thee. 1 
Carl. And you are ſure to carry her ? 2 
San. She is fond of my Perſon; ſhe ogled me all Din- . X 


ner-time ; ſhe put her Foot under the Table, and trod 
opon mine; and if theſe are not certain Symptoms of 
Paſſion, the Devil's in Woman-kind. 2 
Carl And her Father? | : 
San. The goodeſt old Man; he drank my Health to Te 
his Daughter; and I to comply with my Obligation, 
anſwer'd the Challenge; there I think I was with her 
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1 again. 
bf Carl, You have no more to do but to take out a Li- 
Ws CENCE. 


San. Indeed I have her Licence for it. 

Carl. What, quibbling too in your Profperity? If F*© 
you let another, 1 ſhall be inrag'd. But you have not 
told me that her Father is conſenting. 

San. In a Manner: But 
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Carl. But what; is he not abſolutely yours? 
San. There's a ſmall Demur upon the Matter; in ſhort, 
he hit me in the Teeth with a damnable Rich Old Conde; 
Who, I find, has been dabbling with this Coverous Old 
* 1 Hunks; 
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then I marry her in his Shape 
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Hunks ; but, bating him, Don Lopez tells me I ſhall be 
the welcomeſt Man alive. 

Carl. Do you know that Conde's Name ? 

San. Don ſomething de Cardona, whom the Devil 
confound. | | 

Carl. My old Acquaintance ; he charged with me in 
the Battle, but what became of him I know not; if he 
be the Man, deſpair betimes, Sancho; he'll revenge my 
Quarrel, and carry her in ſpite of you. 

San. I am cunning, you know; and I believe he nam'd 
that curſed Conde, only to draw me on the faſter, 

Carl. And do you think a Gentleman can ſucceed 
apainſt a Conde, with a Woman ? 

San. Why not? | 

Carl. No more than a Conde againſt a Duke, and ſo 
upwards ; 
Abandon her I ſay. 

Fan. No; I am reſolute. 

Carl. To be the Shoeing-horn for the Conde ? 

San. I confeſs, I wou'd not be the Shoeing-hom to 
draw him on. 

Carl, No, for that's to be a Pimp for him, 

San. Right; therefore I will leave her. 

Carl. Then go back; and quarrel with her and her Fa- 
ther: Go, I ſay, immediately before your Virtue cools, 

San, I'll give 'em their own, I'll warrant 'em: what, 
make a Shoeing-born of a Man of Honour? 6: 

[Exit Sancho, 

Carl. [alone.] If the Conde be in Love, then why (hou'd 
Lopez admit of Sancho for a Suitor ? if not, the Fool is in 
the right, that it was only feign'd to draw him on. How- 


cer, my Advice will ſtrike on both Sides; for if Sar- 


- 


cho quarrels, he's diſcarded : and for the Conde ſtay 
a little What if 1 ſhould play this Conde? I know 
him, and can mimick him exactly, tis but a Jeſt if I 
am diſcovered ; and if the Conde loves her and ſhe him, 
Oh, they are com- 
ing out to quarrel in the open Air; for the Houſe is grown 
too hot for em: but I dare not ſtay to ſee the Battle, for 
tear of getting Blows on both ſides, [ Exit 3 

ü er 
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Enter Lopez, Dalinda, and Sancho. 

Lop. I'll wait upon you out of my Houſe, however. 

San. Father-in-Law, that might have been, no more 
Ceremonies ; ['}l be no Shoeing-horn for any Man, 

Lop. You wou'd not be my Daughter' s Hindrance ? 

San. There's no more to be ſaid on't; but eitker a 
Bargain, or no Bargain. 

Lop. A Bargain, if the Conde comes not on. 

San. Then as he comes on, I muſt ge off, with a 
Pox to you, and to your Daughter, 

Dal. At leaſt it ſhall not be a Pox of your giving. 

San. The Conde's Pox take you then; that's an Ho- 
nourable Pox deſcended in a right Line from Don Rjz- 
deric the Goth, PI warrant you. 

Lob. Indeed, if your Eſtate were as great as his 

San. Nay, for that Matter I can drop Gold with him, 
as little as I care for her. 

Dal. But then his Title? 

San, I have more Gold yet, to weigh down his 
Parchment, And then my Wit againſt a Conde's Wit, 
that's for Orerplus; for tho? I ſay 1 it 

Lp. Who ſhou'd not ſay it. 

San. Yet I do ſay it, and will ſay it, eſpecially as 
Lords go now: Come there's no more to be ſaid, 
Lopez; but take back your Trumpery, I mean your 
Daughter ; ; or I'] ſend for the Scavenger with a Dung- 
Cart. 
= Lop. This is inſufferable ; and by this Honourable 

eard 

San. Which PII pull off by Hand fuls, if you ſwagger 

Lop. ſ[afiae to Dalinda.} What ſhall we do with this 
Madman, Daughter ? 

Dal. You ſhou'd.ſend for an Alguazile to order him, 
if | were ſure that the Conde wou'd come on again; but 
ſince that's uncertain, go in, Father, and let me alone 
with him: if I make him your Son-in Law, that's Pu- 

niſhment ſufficient for him. 
Lop. Well, Cavalier, you may chance to hear of me. 


Sax, 


[ Exit Lopez. 
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Lan. Yes, and of your Daughter too, in the next Lam- 
oon, I doubt not [To Dalinda.] Why don't you 
follow him ? What do you and I together, Madam 
Cogntels ? 

Dal. Nay, I know not. 

Sau. Nor | neither. 

Dal. J hope you will not beat me. 

[Se looks Janguithingly apon him. 
San. I can't tell that Thou haſt a damnable kind 

of Leer that wou'd provoke me to ſomewhat ——— 1 

ſay not what. 

Dal. Beat me with my own Hand, if I deſerve it; 

there 'tis for you. | Giwes him her Hand, and /queezes his. 

San. If I ſhould beat thee now, as thou haſt deferv'd 
richly, I could make thee Satisfaction. 

Dal. Indeed, they ſay an old Man ſhould never beat 
a young Woman, becauſe he cannot make her Satisfaction. 

San. Abominable Chuck. If I did not hate thee mor- 
tally, I cou'd be content to love thee for a quarter of ag 
Hour, or fo Why, what's here to do? Vou are at 
your old Tricks again: Pr'ythee, ſweet Devil, do not 


— 


ogle me, nor ſqueeze my Palm ſo feelingly, thou dear 


Infernal, do not. 
Dal. Why do ] hurt you ? 


San, No, but thou tickleſt me to the very Heart- 
ſtrings, moſt wickedly. 


Dal. You command me then ta leave you ? 


[ Scems to be going. 


Sau. Not command you neither, not abſolutely. 
Dal. I go then 
San. Then I do command thee mean to ſtay a 
little longer. Thou haſt fir'd my Blood moſt horribly, 
v1th that Squeezing : haſt not thou the Itch ? ſpeak, Dam- 
ration, I think I have got the Infection of thee 
| He ſhates his Hands. 
Dal. Vit go and comfort my poor old Father, for the 
Affronts you gave him. 
San. No, Perverſeneſs; I'll make thee ſtay, in very 
ip!:e of thy proud Sex Ill humble thee. 


D al. 
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Dal. But was not you a grievous Man to uſe him ſo! 


You ſhall tell me, or I break your Fingers. 9 : 
San. Not a word, to fave thee from Perdition; Iam | 

as dumb as a Heathen Oracle. | f 
Dal. Then I muſt ſqueeze it out of you 


Praſſing his Hand again. ; 
Sab. Ah, ha, it runs through me like Wild. Fire- 
Pantirg. I 


Dal. Did not Carles give you this naughty Counſel! t 
San. I ſhou'd not anſwer thee, I know it. Heartl) kins, F 
this is juſt cramping a Man when he's aſleep, to make | t! 
him tell his Dream; let go my Hand, and Carlos did mn. 
not adviſe me; but hold it, and he did: now will yu | 
be at quiet with me? | n 
Dal. Not till you promiſe me to be Friends with my b 
Father. | - y 
San. Well, confound thee, I am Friends with him, i 
Dal. And to baniſh Carlos for an Evil Counſellor, f 
San. Upon Condition, you'll diicharge the Count 3 
From ſeeing you. ” 
Dal. No Conditions; either ſurrender upon Diſcreti® |: h 
on, or ÞIl put you to the Sword. S h 
San. Pox on thee for being ſo Tyrannical ; but I can't |: © 


help myſelf, and therefore | totally ſubmit. ] 
Dal. Now then, you ſhall perceive how graciousa 1 b 
Princeſs I intend to be; my Father dotes upon this Count, t 
a 

£ 


but I deſpiſe him. F 
San. That's a good Girl; for Love of me, Il war- 
rant you. | | 
Dal. You think I cokes you now. 
San. No, I know my own Merit too well for that. 
Dal. Then do what J adviſe you; my Father has not 
often ſeen this Count; what if you ſhou'd paſs for him? F * 
San, Hum, I do not apprehend thee. 
Dal. A Man of your Wit, and be ſo ſtupid ; you ſhall 
counterfeit the Count. 
San. Counterfeit the Count, that's a pure Quibble; 
but I can make no more on't. | 
Dal. He's an old Fellow, and a Fool; now, you ſhall 
- take upon you to be this Count, to deceive my Father 5 
an 


FS A 6 et 
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and I'll keep your Counſel, and teach you how to re- 
preſent him. | | 15 | 

San. Oh, now I underſtand you; but tis impoſſible 
for me to counterfeit a Fool. 


1 Dal. I'll warrant you; truſt Nature. | 

. San. A Man of my Senſe can never hide his Parts. 

b Dal. No, but you may ſhew 'em ; go back to your 
Lodgings, I'll provide you Clothes, and fend you Direc- 


tions in Writing, how to behave yourſelf before my 

> Father One Word more, be ſure you manage 
this in private, and ſhut out Carlos, leſt he ſhould diſ- 
cover our Intrigue. 

Sen. Well, I will ſtrive for once to get the better of 
my Wit, and play the Natural as naturally as I can: 
but you had better come yourſelf and teach me, for 
you have put me in a pure way of taking your Ir- 


ſtructions. | = [ Exit Sancho, 
Dal. [ Alone.} When I conſider what has paſs'd be- 


tween the Count and me, there's little Reaſon to be- 
lieve, a Man ſhould put on a foul Shirt again, when he 
* has put it off already, and has change off Linen by him; 
' however, my Pather ſhall know nothing of this Diſ- 
: guiſe» for he that ſold my firſt Maidenhead to the 
Lord, may fell my ſecond to the Pool ; and that wou'd 
be too much in Conſcience, that a Woman once in 
twice ſhou'd not have the letting her own Freehold ; 

and therefore, I will have the ſelling of myſelf, and 
| <archo ſhall have the refuſal of the Bargain, | 


3 Wiſe Heav'n, in pity to the Sex, deſign'd 
: Fools, for the laſt Relief of Womankind. 
I Two Marry'd Wits, no Quiet can enjoy; 
. BZ Two Fools together would the Houſe deitroy. 
= But Providence, to level Human Life, 
1 || Made the Fool Husband, for the Witty Wife. 
3 {Exit Dalinda, 
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SSN ede 
A C T HI. SCE N 1. 


S CE N E, Victoria's Chamber. 
Enter Alphonſo, with Mufick. 


A Song is ſang actos #2 beginning, Victoria Enters, 


SONG of Jealouſy. 
HAT State of Life can be ſo bleſt © 


As Lowe, that warms a Lower's Breaſt £ 
Tavo Souls in one, the ſame Deft Tre 
To grant the Bliſs, and to require ! 
Bu if in Heav'n a Hell we find, 
"Tis all gone thee, 
O Tealouſy ! 
4 is all from thee, 
O Fealouſy ! 
Thu Tyrant, Tyrant Jealouſy, 
{hou Tyrant of the Mind ! 
II. 
All other Ills, tho) Harp they prove, 
Serve to refive, and perfect Lowe: 
In Abſence, or unkind Dijdazn, 
Sweet Hope relieves the Lower's Pain, 
But ah, no cure but Death we find, 
To fet us free 
From m—_ y 
O FJealouſy /! 
Thou Tyrant, Tyrant Jealouſy, 
Thou Tyrant of the Mind. 


IT. 
Falſe in thy Glaſs all Objects are, 
Some et too near, and /ome too [ar 


b Mt Theu 
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; Thou art the Fire of endleſs Night, 

N The Fire that burns, and gives no Light. 
: All Terments of the Damn'd aue find 

| - only thee, 

{ O Fealouſy ! 

Thou Tyrant, Tyrant Fealouly, 

Thou Tyrant of the Mind! 


| 
| [Exeunt Muficians, 
i Abb. 88 true, my Tyrant Father has confin'd 


me; 
But Love, who traverſes the World at will, 
Who knows not Awe, nor Law, nor Parentage, 
Has broke my Tedder, and enlarg'd my Bounds. 
Yi2. Retire betimes, the Court is full of Eyes, 
As Eagles ſharp, fatal as Baſiliſcs; 
Who live on Looking, and who ſee to Death, 
Alph. I come but to depart, and go 8 : 
Becauſe denied the common Rights of Nature; 
Which the firſt Brother, and firſt Siſter had. 
Why were not you and [ that Happy Pair ? 
But Nature dots with Age. 
Vid. Whate'er it be, tis paſt redreſs, Alphonſo. 
Alph. But then, ſhall Garcia take thee in his Arms ? 
| with Joys, which I wou'd die to tafte ; 
No, let me ſtab the Wretch in every Vein: 
And leave him dry of Pleaſure, ere we part. 
Vie. Alphonſo, no, you cannot kill Don Garcia, | 
But you declare the Cauſe, and own your Love. FY 
Alph. And what care I, what After-apes fay | a8 
Frag did, to make Alphonſo happy; 4 


But oh, you love; and wou'd preſerve his Life = 
To be * ever his. 


Via. My deareſt Brother; 
I hate your Rival, and I die for you: 
All but my ſpotleſs Honour ſhall be yours. 
> Alb. By Heav'n! but that Word Heav'n comes croſy 
my Thoughts 


Vid. Beware; for by my own, J gueſs your Paſſion. 
You wou'd, I fear ——— 


431 


- R * AL aA 
. 


SAID 2 POS . r e ——— N 2 
2 - 0 * * 2 if * o * — 5 : — ba —_ 
TL hin» - A n p 
— — 2 — - ” PI nn oa wo Sup * * 
3 2 . * a 7 * E * 
X _ £4 Were TUE 4% = 4 
. ue e . 4 
+ 


TE. 


m— « 
r — 


—— 
— weil © & 
— 2 


A i — 
. ** 
en * 


MRS, 
£& 


a. 


Alth, 


504 


F ͤ —˙ ööð;iT eñ,̃ 
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Alph. Enjoy my Heav'n one Moment 
Vi#. And part with it for ever: Think on that, 
Alph. That Moment were Eternity in little: 

A mighty Sum, but taken on content : 

To fave the tedious telling o'er and o'er, 

Vic. Oh, we're too long together. 

Alpþh, Fear you that? 

Vid. I ought to fear it; but I truſt my Virtue, 
Depart, my Soul, I will not ask you whether; 
For fear I ſhou'd repent of my RePentanes 
And follow you to Death. 

Alpb. I go, Victoria 
For Love's cold Fit of Jealouſy returns; 

You muſt not be Don Garcia's: Swear, you will not. 
Vi. I ſwear I will not, by my own Conſent. 
Aiph. You may be forc'd ; oh, curſed Jealouſy, 

Thou Baſtard Son of Love, "vulike thy Father, 

Why doſt thou ſtill torment me ? 

Vid. Truſt my Honour. 


Alph. That may be chaff'd into a Warmth, Vicborla. 


Talk, Seeing, Touching, are Incendiaries. 
And theſe may mount your young Defires, like Straw, 
To meet the Jett that draws you. 

Viet. Truſt my Love. 

Alph. | ſwear I truft it, but I fear your Beauty : 
Tis a fair Fruit that hangs upon the Bough ; 
Tempts, and is tempted. 

Vit. Tis indeed a Fruit, 

Seen and defir'd of all, while yet unpull'd, 
But can be gather'd by one only Hand. 

Alph. That one, is Garcia; till the Fit returns: 
I with my Jealouſy cou'd quench my Love. 

Viet. It cannot, if I mealure yours by mine: 
Or if extinguiſh'd, like a I'rail of Smoak 
From a Wax Taper, ſoon wou'd light again. 

Alph., Tis {o, for when 1 fay I will not love, 
Then J love moſt ; farewel my only Joy, 

I go to hide me from the World and you. 

Fi. As when the Sun is down, 

Hits Light is clipt into a Thouſand Stars, 
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| So your ſweet Image, tho you ſhine not on me, 
Will gild the Horror of the Night, and make 
| A pleaſing Scene of ſolitary Grief. 
Eier Veramond ana Ximena, he with an Ovid 
in his Hand. 
b Vera. How dar'ſt thou, Rebel, thus provoke my Patience 
| Beyond all Suff'rance, and tranſgreſs thy Bounds ? 
N Aiph. When Kings and Fathers, on their Sons and 
Exact intolerable things to bear, [Subjects, 
Nature and Self- defence diſpenſe with Duty. 
Vera. Oh Heav'n, what horrid Sin have J committed! 
That 1 was puniſh'd to beget this Son? 
Alph. I cou'd aſk Heav'n another Queſtion too, 
But that tis not ſo decent: In few Words, 
Hither I came to take my lateſt Leave 
Of dear Victoria, then depart for ever: 
And buried in ſome ſolitary Cave, 


Forgetting and forgotten, end my Days. [ nance, 


= Vera. Tis what thou haſt deſerv'd: perform thy Po- 


Aim. So hard a Sentence for ſo ſmall a Fault? 
Are you a Father, Sir? 


Viera. Is he a Son? 

Thou know'ſt not his Offence. 

But mark the glowing Blood, the Guilty Fluſh 

* Upon Vidtoria's Face, and read it there. 

Aim. JI know not what you mean. 

Vera. Victoria, ſpeak | 

2 And clear yourſelf She anſwers not a Word. 

2 Nay then my Fears are true, on both ſides guilty, 
Vid. [ Afide.) Tis found; and we are loſt. | 
Viera. Bat what needs more Conviction? Know you 
x this ? [ Sheng the Ovid to Alphonſo, 
This Book, the Tutor of inceſtuous Love? 

Tue Page is doubled down, and points thee to thy Crime. 
I fear'd, before, from every rolling Glance, 

How quick they ſhot upon thy Siſter's Face: 

And the receiv'd them all, like ſmoaking Flax; 
Confeſs'd the Fire, and anſwer'd to the Flame. 

* Fic. ] love my Brother, and avow that Fire! 
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To brave Atchievements, for your Crown and you, 

For Love's the Steel, that ſtrikes upon the Flint. 

Gives Coldneſs Heat, exerts the hidden Flame; 

And ſpreads the Sparkles round, to warm the World. 
Vera. Oh Heav'n:, ſhe makes a Merit of her Crime: 

Victoria, | wou'd yet think better of thee, 

And therefore dare | not enquire too far: 

Willing to doub: the Guilt | tear to find. , 

Depart, and aniwer not. [Exit Victoria. 

For thee, whom | abhor to call my Son, [To Alphonſo, 

And wiſh thou wert = Stranger to my Blood —— 
Kim. [Aſide] That was a happy Hint I mutt ! 

prove it. | 

Vera. One Way, and only one, remains to clear thee: 

If, with a holy Fire, thou lov'ſt thy Siſter, 

Aſpiring but to Fame, not linking down 


Into th' Abyſs of Luſt un natural, ; 
Conſent that ſhe may be Don Garcia's Wife: ( 
Elſe give the Lye to all thy fair Pretences, 1 
And ſtand expos'd a Monſter of Mankind; / 
Foul as the Fiends, which fel] from Heav'n's high Towers, P 
Fall thou from Empire ſo; and from my Sight 
Depart, accurſt tor ever. = 4 
Alph. Gladly I leave you; but ſhall go more lightly, F*7 4 
If eas'd of this your dreadful Imprecation : : 
O!] let me go unloaded with your Curſe; . 
And | will bleſs you for my Baniſhment. 1. 
Vera. So may that Bleſſing or that Curſe o'ertake thee. 
As thou obey'ſt or diſobey'ſt my Will. po 
Alph. Guiltleſs of Sin, with Conſcience to my Friend, MI 
T go, to ſhun that fatal Hour, that ſhews me De 
Victoria married, and Alphonſo loſt. [He's going, 1. My 
Xim. Stay yet, Alphon/jo, for one Moment ſtay: Fo 
For ſomewhat, if I durſt, I have to ſpeak, = 7 


Which wou'd at leaſt take half thy Load away; 
And free thy Shou'ders from the Weight of Sin, 
Vera. Ximena, dar'ſt thou hope to palliate Inceſt, 
And gild ſo black a Crime? | 
X:im, I gild it not; but if I prove it none, 3 
You may be kind, Alphonſo may be happy, ; it 
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And theſe domeſtick Jars for ever ceaſe. 
Pera. Explain yourſelf. 
Y;a, Aford me then your Patience, 
A michty Secret labours in my Soul, 
And like a ruſhing Stream breaks down the Dam: 
This Day muſt give it vent, it reſts in you 
To make it end in a tempeſtuous Night, 
Or in a glorious Evening. 
Yera No more Preface. | 
Xin. You wonder at Alpkonſo's haughty Carriage, 
His fiery Temper, and his awleſs Mind. | 
Vera. Too true, Aimena. 
Xim. And he wonders more 
At your harſh Nature, and your rugged Uſage: 
On each ſide unbecoming Son and Father, 
And yet the Cauſe of both is to be found. 
But ere I farther ſhall] proceed to ſpeak, 
Command your Royal Priſoner to be brought; 
For I muſt be confronted with Ramrres : 
And in his Preſence tell you wondrous things ; 
Which if he vouch not, let X:mena die. 


Vera. I ſent for him to hear his final Doom: 
And think he waits without. 


Admit the Priſoner. [ He goes to the Door and fbeals, 
Euter Ramirez, Guarded. | 
Now, Sir, is yet your haughty Soul reſolv'd 
To quit your empty Title for your Freedom? 
Jim. Ramirez, anſwer not to raiſe his Paſſion: 
For now the important Secret of our Lives 
Muſt come to publick View; and on that Hinge 
2 Depends thy Crown, thy Liberty, and Life, 
My Honour and thy Son's, 
Alpb. [Afede.] What means my Mother? 
Vera. A Son, Ramirez] 
Ram, Yes, a Son I had. wp 
Vera. He died an Infant here in Sarageſa. 
Fa. A living Son I have; and ſince the Queen 
# Is pleas'd t expole my Life, 
before a Judge fo prejudic'd as you; 
2 -adaunted in the Face of Death ] ſpeak ; 
1 U 2 | And 
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And claim Alphonſo mine. 

Vera. There needs no more; I ſpare thee all the res. 
My Wife's Adultery, thy foul Interloping; g 
My own Diſhonour. and that Baftard's Birth. 

Ain. Iujurious Words. unfitting you to ſpeak ; 

And me, my Lord, and thoſe concern'd, to hear. 

Alpb. {to Her.) Tho' | wou'd give whate'er the Sun 

beholds . 
Not to be yours; yet, when my Mother's Fame 
Is queſtion'd, none ſhall wrong her Innocence: 
Nor ſha!l Ramirez go 
Unpuniſht, for that infamous Aſperſion, 

Ram. Alpaonſo, Peace, your Father bids you Peace, 

Tera. Then, hat am I? 

Ram. H is Foſter-Father. 

Vera. Impudently ſaid. 

And yet I hope 'tis true: ſo much I hate him, 
That I cou'd buy the publick Scorn to be 
An Alien to his Blood. 

Xim. Have patience, Sir; 

And you ſhall have your Wiſh on cheaper Terms: 
But hear me ſpeak. 
Vera Good Heav'n, then give me Patience. 

Lim. When you and brave Ramirez, then your Friend, 
Me and my Siſter married, four full Years 

We paſs'd in barren Wedlork, Childlefs both; 
Ramirez, you remember, brought his Queen 2 
To Sarage/a on a friendly Viſit; #$ 
Then as we both were married on one Day, x 
We both conceiv'd together. 
Vera. I obſerve it: 
That when Ramirez came, you both conceiv'd, 
Mark that; and if thou haſt the Face, proceed. 
Xim. My Lord, I dare; | | 
You took me once aſide, and as your Rage i 
Inſpir'd your Soul, ſpoke thus: Ximena, know, 1 
* That if the Fruit thou bear'ſt, be not a Son, 7 
Fenceforth, no more my Queen, we part for ever. | 
The Word was hard, 1 bore it as I could: . 
I pray'd, and Heav'n in Pity heard my Vows: 5 4 
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Two Boys in one fair Morning were diſclos'd, 
By me, and by my Sitter ; f 
And both the Fathers equally were bleſt. 
Vera. Say one was bleſt with two; and ſpeak more truly. 
Vn. Forbear this Language, Sir; or I am dumb; 
It ſeems that you deſerv d not him you had: 
For, in ſev'n Days, Heav'n raviſht your Alphonſo; 
My Siſter's little Veramond ſurviv'd, 
And ſhe's a living Witneſs of this Truth. 
Great was my Grief, but greater was my Fear, 
From your (alas) too much experienc'd Anger. 
Thus low reduc'd, and urg'd by anxious Thoughts, 
Of what I might expect from your Unkindneſs 
Now ſpeak, Ramirez; and relate the reſt: 
For my Tongue faulters, and denies its Office ; 
So much I fear my Lord ſhou'd take Offence. 
Ram, Then like, or diſapprove it, thus it was. 
She told my Wife and me this mournful Story, 
Her Fears for thy Reſentment of thy Loſs, 
If by Misfortune it ſhou'd reach thy Ears: 
Begg'd Secreſy, and then implor'd our Aid, 
To ſubſtitute the Living for the Dead, 
And make our Veramond paſs for thy Alphonſo. 
A hard Requeſt ; but with Compaſſion mov'd, 
At length, tas granted. 
Vera. Is this true, X:imena ? 
Aim. So Heav'n and you forgive my pious Fraud, 
As what he ſays is certain. | 
Alph. Oh Joyful News! Oh happy Day! too good 
To end in Night My Father, and my King. 
Runs to Ramirez, kneels to him, and kiſſes his Hand. 
My Soul foreknew you with a ſure Preſage 
Of native Duty, and inſtinctive Love. 
Ram. Ariſe, my Son. 
Vera. You own him then? 
Ram. I do. 
Vera. A welcome Riddance; 
Mean time, in proſpect of a double Crown, 
You gave the Sparrow leave to brood upon 
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The Cuckoo's Egg. 1 


Ram. Th' Advantage was to you: | : : 
He prov'd his Blood upon me when we fought, = 
Fierce Eagles never procreate fearful Doves : N a 
T ſent him Word he was my Son, before a 


The Battel, but the Hand of Fate was in it: 
The Note miſcarried, and we blindly met. 
Xim. Paſt Accidents imbitter both your Minds. 
Think forwards on your mutual Intereſt, 
Apbonſo loves Viferia: 
J ſaw it in the Seeds, before diſclos'd 
To other Eyes; conniv'd at it, approv'd it. 
Fera. A molt commodious Mother! 
Aim. Blame me not: 
Guilt there was none, but in their Apprehenſion: 
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And both their Virtues barr'd ill Conſequences, 
Now take the bleſt Occaſion by the Foretop 
And, on their Marriage, found a laſting Peace. | 
Ram. A trivial Accident begot this War, 
Some paltry Bounds of ill-diſtinguiſn'd Earth, 
A Clod that lay betwixt us unatcertain'd, 
And royal Pride, on both fides, drew our Swords : 
Thus Monarchs quarrel, and their Subjects bleed. 
Remove your Land-marks, ſet 'em where you pleaſe : 
Stretch out your Arragon on my Caſtile; 
And be once more my Brother. 
Alph. I implore it: 
And proftrate, beg your Pardon, and your Grace: 
J have offended in my proud Behaviour; 
But make Victoria mine, and what your Son 
In Duty wanted, by your Son-in-Law 
Shall doubly be ſupply'd. 
Ain. What wou'd you more? 

Vera. [to her.] Are you the Mediatrix of this Peace! 
X:m. It well becomes the Softneſs of my Sex, 
To mediate for ſweet Peace, the belt of Bleſſings: 
And like a Sabine Wife, to run betwixt 

Relations lifted Swords. | 
Vera. A rare chaſte Sabine you ! 
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To fave th? Adulterer of thy Huſband” Bed. 
ce there Alphonſo's Father, that old Goat, 
Who on two Sifters propagated Luſt: 
And got two Children, for himſelf and me. 
Suppoſe thee chaſte, a favourable Guefs 
To any of thy Sex, theſe are my Foes. 
[To Ramirez.) Thou firſt, the former Sharer of my 
Sheets : | 
A King without a Kingdom, thine is conquer'd ; 
And Garcia with Victoria ſhall enjoy it. 
Ram. So monſtrouſly you wrong your Wife and me 
Vera. No more, my Will is Law. 
Ram. So Tyrants ſay. 
Vera 1 will not hear thee ſpeak : Conduct him hence, 
And ſtow him in the Dungeon's Depth with Toads. 
[The Guards carry off Ramirez. 
[To 41p4. ] For thee, the worthy Son of ſuch a Father — 


[Wales by himſelf. 


Vn. [to Alph.] "Tis deſp'rate now; and I with ill- 
tim'd Zeal, 
Have haſten'd your Deſtruction. 
Aipb. [to ber.] You have ſav'd me. 


Vera. ¶ Aſide.] Say I ſhould put th' ungrateful Wretch 


to Death; 
He's thought my Son, and whilſt ſo thought, 'tis dange- 
1” impriſon him; the People might rebel:  [rous 


He's popular, and I am ill belov'd. 

Then baniſh him, that's beſt, but yet unſafe: 

He may with Foreign Aid reconquer all. 

I'll venture that, with Garcia to my Friend; 

He ſhall recall his Troops, mine are at hand, 

And ready preſt for Service. 

He comes to Alph. and Ximena, 
Xim. Now the Storm 
Vera. [to Alpb.] Thy Doom's reſolv'd; too gentle for 
thy Crimes: 

I-ſpare thy Life, depart to Baniſhment; 

To-morrow leave the Realm, this Day the Town: 

And like the Scape-Goat driv'n into the Deſart, 

Bear all ill Omens with thee. 
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Alpb. Proud of my Exile, with ereQed Face, 


I leave your Court, your Town, and your Dominions. 
Pleas'd that I love, at leaſt without a Crime; 
Lighter by what J loſt, I tread in Air, 
Unhappy, but triumphant in Deſpair. 

[Exit Alphonſo, 

Vera. Behold how baughtily he ſtrides away, 
Lofty and bold; as if not banith'd hence, 
But ſeeking for ſome other Place to reign. 
JI think he cannot hope; but leſt he ſhou'd, 
F7i&.ria ſoon ſhall be Don Garcia's Bride. 
{To Aimena.] Go, Madam, for | know you are in haſte, 
Lo greet your Daughter with this goodly News. 
Tell her Alf honſo is no more my Son: 
But tell her too, he ſhall not be her Huſband. 
Bid her prepare herſelf to wed Navarre : 
Whether by Force or by Conſent, I care not: 
To-morrow ſhall determine that Affair. 
Nor ſha!l my Will be fruſtrate, or delay'd: 
Kings are not Kings, unleſs they be obey'd. 
- [ Exeunt Ambo. 


W SCENE in in the Street, befire Lopez's 
TIP Houſe. 


Enter Sancho, habited like Don Alonzo de Cardona, 
Dalinda azeeting him. 


Dal. I watch'd your coming at the Window, and 
told my Father: He's coming out to welcome you. 


San But if I chance to break out into a little Wit 


ſometimes, you'll excuſe my Frailty. 

Dal. Pugh, you are fo ſuſpic:ous of yourſelf, and 
have ſo little Reaſon for't : Be as witty as you can; I 
fear you not. | 
Enter Don Lopez, and ſalutes him, 
Lop. Noble Conde, you are welcome from the Wars: 
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San. Why, next my Honour, one Colonel Sanche 
did beſt. 

* Who, Sancho? he's little better than a Coxcomb. 

San. Nay, he has too much Wit; if he had as much 
Grace, *twould be better for him. 

Lop. But he's your Lordſhip's Rival in my Daughter, 

San, Is he fo ? then make much of him, old Gs 
man. 

Lop. You would not have me prefer him to your Ex- 
cellency ? 

San. Faith, you can hardly chuſe amiſs betwixt us 
two; he's my other ſelf, Man, 

Lop. IJ make a vaſt Difference betwixt you. 

San. That ſhall be a very good Jeſt between you. and 
me another time, 

Dal. [ Alide.] The Fool's too much a F ool, he's goin 

to diſcover himſelf, if I prevent it not.—{To 1 
Make haſte, Father, and put him upon the Point, or 
be'll give me up to Sancho. 

Lop. Let Sarcbo be no Fool, ſince your Lordſhip 
pleaſes ; for he is not bound to make my Daughter any 
Satisfaction, as you are. 

dan. And Satisfaction ſhe ſhall have: What, I hope 
you don't think J am a Eunuch ? 

Dal. [ Aſide.] Oh Heaven | I ſhall be ruin'd between 
them, I forgot to inſtruct my Father not to meddle with 
that Point. [Zo Lopez.] Say no more of it, I beſeech 
ou, Sir. 

; Lop. [To her.} 'Tis for thy Good; let me alone: You 
know you have injur'd the poor Girl, my Lard. 

San. Not to my Remembrance, Sennor: You and I 
may have quarrel'd, I confeſs, and I think I may have 
given you ſome hard Words To- day. 

Dal. [ Aſide.] Now has he forgotten he's my Lord, 
and 1s harping upon the Quarrel he had with him as 
Sancho This muſt end in my Deſtruction. 

Lep. Your Lordſhip and 1 can have had no Quarrel 
To-day, for I have not ſeen you this Twelve-Month. 


San, That's true; now I remember myſelf, you have 
not. 
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\ 4 But that you have wrong'd my Daughter is ma- 
niſeſt 
Dal. [to Sancho.] Sir, I muſt needs ſpeak a Word 
with you in private; If you love me, confeſs you have 
enjoy'd me; for I told my Father fo, on purpoſe to 
make him the more condeſcending to the Match. 
San. [ts her.] A Word to the Wiſe, I underſtand ] 
you: Now you ſhall ſee me top upon the old Fellow. | 
[To Lopez.] Well, Sennor, I won't ftand with you | 
for a Night's Lodging with your Daughter, I ac- f 


knowledge I have been a little familiar with her, or ſo: Y 
But to make her amends I will marry her, and con- 7 
ſummate with her moſt abundantly, 1 


Lep. Then all ſhall be ſet to right, and the Man ſhall 

have his Mare again. 
Enter Carlos Habited like Sancho. 

Top. What, another Don Alonzo ? this is prodigious! 

Carl. | Afae, ſeeing Sancho,] Bleſs me, the Poſt is 
taken up already, and the true Count 1s here before me, 1 

Dal. c This is not my Conde; but ſome other 4 
Counterfeit. [To Sancho.) You are as true a Count as 
he: Stand to your Likeneſs. 

San. Weu'd I were out of my Likeneſs. 

= [Sneaking back, 

Dal. Put forward, Man, I'll ſecond you. 

San. But what a deviliſn high Back he has gotten too ? 
he'll carry me away a pick a pack, that's certain. 

Carl. ¶ A ſede.] I find him now: by their whiſpering, 
and by his Aukwardneſs, this muſt be Sancho; and 11 
out-face bim. | 

[To Lopez.] Sennor Don Lopez, I am come by your 
Permiſhon, to renew my Addreſſes to your fair Daughter. 

Lop. Your Lordſhip is moſt welcome. 

10 San. Whoſe Lordſhip ? 

Wl 1 Top. Why, one of your Lordſhips; I know not which, 
1 for by your Backs you are both my Lords: That's as 
+ ou two can agree the Matter. 

San. [to Carlos] Sirrah, where did you ſteal that Back 
of mane ? 
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Car! Sirrah, I was born with it; but what He- 
Camel has your Mother been dealing withal, that you 
are begotten in my Reſemblance ? | 

San. What, I hope you won't pretend to pals for the 
true Conde. 

Carl. I am Don Alonzo de Cardona, 

Fan. And ſoam I. | | 

Carl. If you ſtay a little longer, Ill ſtreteh your 
Bones till you are as ſtreight as an Arrow. 

San. Do not provoke me; 1 am miſchievouſly bent. 

Carl. Nay, you are bent enough in Conſcience, but 
I have a bent Fiſt for Boxing. 

San. And I have a ftreight Foot for Kicking. 

| [They come up to each other. 

Lop. Here will be Bloodſhed immediately; hold No- 
ble-men both; will ye be content that I ſhould examine 
ye, and then ſtand to my Award which is the true Conde? 

San. Well, to ſave Chriſtian Blood I will. 

Carl. And to fave Jewiſh Blood, that's your Blood, 
Sirrah, I am contented too, 

Lop. (to Carlos. ] What Command had you, my Lord, 
in the laſt Battle ? 

Carl. I had none, I was a Volunteer, and charg'd 
with Honourable Colonel Carlos in the Fight. 

Lop. [to Sancho.] And what Command had your 
Lordſhip there? 

San. J had none neither; and I cha-g'd with that 
Rogue Carlos. | 

Lop. ¶ Aſise.] So far they are both right, as I have heard 
[to Sancho. ] And what became of them afterwards ? 


San. Now I] am pos'd: for Carlos told me he knew no- 


thing of the Count afterward: Sennor, I do not well re- 
member what became of me, for I was in a very great 
Paſſion; but I did prodigious Things, that's certain. 
Carl. [to Lop.] Sennor, you may ſee he's a Counter- 
feit, becauſe he knows nothing of himſelf; but 1, the 
true Conde, was trodden under the Horſes Feet, and lay 
for dead above half an Hour. 
San, Well, and now I remember myſelf, I was 4 
* 
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for dead too for juſt about half a Year. 
Tep. ſto Dal.) This is the wrong Lord, he can ſay 
nothing but what the other Lord has ſaid before him. 

Dat. Then he's the likelier to be the true Conde, for 
he's a Fool, Father. 

Carl. 3 ſee, Sennor, he does not remember what 
became of him, as J ſaid before. 

San, How wou'd you have a Man remember when 
he was laid for dead ! 


Carl. But I recovered, Rogue, and purſued the. 
Enemy. 

San. And I recover'd, and purſued 'em too, fo 
abave an hundred Miles together, at full Speed. 

Lop. That's farther then you needed by threeſcore 
Miles ; for 'tis but forty from the Place of Battle to the 
City. 

Carl. Ves, at full Speed upon the fame Horſe, and 


never drew Bit neither. 


San, [to Dal.} Help me, dear Dalinda! I am bogg'd 
you ſee. 

Dal. Fro bim ] That's with purſuing your Enemies too 
far; but PI] help you out + Has A Lopez. ] Pray, 
Sir, let me examine em a little. 

Lop. You'll make nothing of that firſt Conge. 

Dal. Les, a Son-in-Law, I warrant you. 


Le them.] Which of you two promis'd me Marriage? 
Feth. | did. 


Dal. [to Carl. ] And did you enjoy me ? 

Carl. Heaven forbid, Madam: what, before Marriage? 

Dal. [to San.] And what did you ? 

San. I did enjoy her, ſo I did : and there-I was be- 
fore you, for a falſe Conde as you are. 

Carl. Speak for yourſelf, Madam, and clear your- 
Reputaticn from that ſcandalous Companion. 

Dal, [with her Fan before her Fac.] I muſt confeis 


the true Conce has enjoy'd me; the more my Frailty. 
Lep. The Matter mends on that Side. 


San. Now Good-Man Gooſe-cap, who's the moſt a 
Man of Honour, he who has enjoy'd a fair Lady, or 
de who has only lick'd his Lips, and gone without her? 


al. 
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Carl. ¶ Aſde. ] I ſee ſhe takes his Part; this is all a Lye 
contriv'd betwixt em. 

Enter a Meſſenger. 

Maſ. [to Dal.] Madam, I am ſent to yos on a ſad 
Errant from the late Conde Don Alonzo, who was kill'd 
in the laſt Battle. 

Jop. You are miſtaken, Friend; for here he ſtands 
alive, and well. En 0 Sancho, 
And for — of Failing, here's a Counterpart of him. 

[Pointing to Carlos. 

22 Do not abuſe yourſelf, Sennor, neither of theſe 
is the true Conde: I took him from under the Horſes 
Feet, and he had only Life enough to ſay, remember me 
to my fair Dali da. 

Lep. [to San.] What does your Lordſhip ſay to this? 

Sau. He was fairly kill'd I muſt confeſs: but I can 
give you a better Account of his Lordſhip afterwards. 

A You? why, who are you? 

San. Nay, I am he too. 

Me/. You ſee he's a Counterfeit; and fo is the other. 

Lob. Tis too true. 

Dal. Did the Conde leave me nothing in his Will! ? 

Me}, Not a Croſs, Madam. 

Dal. There's the ſame Payment for your News; de 
gone, poor Fellow. LZært Meſſenger. 

Carl. At leaſt I have the SatisfaRon, that he's diſcover'd 
as well as Fam. [Throwing off fome part of his Dijgua/e. 
Now, Sancho, you are welcome to the Diſcovery of your 
fine Intrigue. | 

Lecp. Then, Sancho, IJ make good my Word to you; 
ſince the Conde 1s dead, you ſtand, faireſt for my Daugh- 
ter; and you. Coutin Carlos, with your Wit and your 
Poverty, are in Statu Quo: Come away, Son-in-Law, 
"and leave the forf:ken Lover to make himſelf a Willow 
Garland. [ Exeunt Sancho, Lopez, and Dalinda. 

Carl. Yet if T cou'd hinder Sancho from marrying her, 
I ſhou'd make myſelf ſome Satisfaction. I'll think on't 
farther; and ſomething comes into my Head already, 


[ Stand; mufing. 


Emer 
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Euter Alphonſo. 
Alpb. Now Carlos, what make you here in this Dif. 
ouiſe ? I have been looking for you at leaſt half an Hour. 

Carl. Only a Maſquerade, Sir, an innocent Diverſion 
in Times of Peace, 

Alpb. No, Carlos, Theſe are Times of War, not Peace: 
I muſt abruptly tell you what is paſt: 

I am Ramirez's Son, not Veramond s. 
I love Fiforia, and for her am baniſh'd. 

Carl. Juſt my own Condition: I have had a Revolu- 
tion in my ſmall Affairs too; I am baniſh'd, and going 
to look for the next commodious Tree to make a wry 
Face upon it. | 

Alph. I know you Brave; and if you love me ſtill, 
Follow my Fortune: yours ſhall be my Care. 

Our Army lies encamp'd without the Walls: 
Your Regiment is quarter'd in the Town: 

I think I can with Eaſe revolt the Troops, 
Becauſe they love me; and wich their Aſſiſtance 
Releaſe my Father and redeem my Miſtreſs : 
While you and yours at an appointed Signal, 
Procure me Entrance. 

Carl. Right; and force the Gate —— 

Alph. That's all I ask: I think myſelf as worthy 
To wed F:&oria, as this Foreign Prince: 

But if you find Reluctance to this Action, 
Now ſpeak, that I may ſeek ſome other Friend. 

Carl. No, Sir; J ſhall never break with you for fo. 
ſmall a Matter as a Rebellion: 1 warrant you for my 
Soldiers, they'll never flinch, when there's a Town to 
plunder. | | 

Al;h. The Signal and the Time ſhall be concerted ; 
Victoria be the Word | 
That happy Name our bold Attempt ſhall bleſs, 
| And give an Omen of aſſur'd Succeſs. 
iT [Exeunt ſeverally. 
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ACP IV ET EINE ** 
The SCENE à Street; with a Temple at a 


Diflance. 

Enter Garcia, with a Letter in his Hand; Ximena, and 
Celidea. 

Gar. AY I believe you, 'tis Victoria's Hand? 


For 'tis a ſtrange Requeſt. 

Vn. So may it move your noble Mind to Pity, 
As what the Paper tells you 1s moſt true. 
She gave it me; and with a thouſand Sighs. 
Begg'd me to recommend her Life, her Love, 
And all her hopes of Happineſs to you. 

Gar. To break my Marriage of, renounce her Bed, 
To ſtand excluded from my promis'd Bliſs, 
And as my proper Act to do all this? 
Diſdainful, Faithleſs, and Ungrateful Maid 

Cel. Diſdainful and Ungrateful; but not Faithleſs, 
Becauſe ſhe never vow'd nor promis'd Love, 
But only to Alphor/o. 

Aim. They lov'd not as a Brother and a Siſter, 
But as the Fair and Brave each other love ; 
For Sympathy of Souls inſpir'd their Paſſion. 

Gar. That Sympathy which made him love Victoria, 
Has caus'd the ſame Effect of Love in me 

Cel. But not in her: She lov'd him firſt, my Lord; 
And you beſieg'd a Town already his. 
As you for her, others may die for you; 
And plead that Argument to hope your Love, 
If the ſame Reaſon hold. 

Gar. No doubt it wou'd, 
Were not my Soul already prepoſſeſt. 

Cel. So is Pictaria's Soul for her Ap honſa, 

And 
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That ſhe ſhall melt at length, hard as ſhe is; 


And that's her Plea for Conſtancy to him. 
Gar. My Reaſon is convinc'd, but not my Paſſion. 
For 1 muſt love, and loving muſt enjoy. 
Cel. Others muſt not enjoy, and yet muſt love. 
Xim. You cannot wel Victoria but by Force: 
And Force can only make her Perſon yours. 
Think what a fatal Doom you paſs on her, 
To make yourſelf half happy. 3 
Gar. When ſhe's mine, | 
I will purſue her with ſo dear a Paſſion, 3 
So chafe her Coldneſs with my warm Embraces, 


And run like ſtubborn Metal. 

Cel. No, my Lord, 
Vidberia is not form'd of Steel, but Marble, 
Which is not made to melt, but flies the Fire; 


And neither yields nor ſoftens to the Flames. 
Gain her Eſteem at leaſt, her Love is hopeleſs. 


Gar. Eſteem, a ſcanty, mean reward of Paſſion, 
That pays not half the Value of the Loſs ! 
Cel. Pay Scorn wi.h Scorn, and make Revenge a 
Pleaſure | ; 
So generous Minds ſhou'd do, and ſo fhou'd I; | 
What needs there more ? i 
Yau {ce who loves you not And 
Xim And ſhe wou'd ſay. you may behold who loves you; 
But Maiden Baſhfulneſs has ty'd her Tongue : 
Look on her Eyes, they (out 
Cel. [ Softly. ] A Language that they never ſpoke before. 
Aim. Mark how ſhe whiſpers, like a Weſtern Wind 
Which trembles thro' the Foreſt ; ſhe, whoſe Eyes 
Meet ready Victory where e'er they glance; 
Whom gazing Crouds admire, whom Nations court, 
And (did her Praiſe become a Mother's Mouth) 
One who cou'd change the Worſhip of all Climates, 
And make a new Religion where ſhe comes : 
Unite the differing Faith of all the World, 
To idolize her Face. 
Gar. And well ſhe may: | 
Her Eyes, her Lips, her Cheeks her Shape, her Features, 
| Seem 


Sy 
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Seem to be drawn by Love's own Hand; by Love 


Himſelf in Love: but oh, 'tis now too late, 
My Eyes have drank a Poiſon in before; 
A former Baſiliſk has ſeen me firſt. 


| Yet know, fair Princeſs, if there were a Part 


In all my Breaſt, that cou'd receive a Wound, 
Your Eyes cou'd only give it. 
Cel. So helpleſs Friends, when ſafe themſelves a-ſhoar, 
Behold a Veſſel driv'n againſt a Rock: 
They ſigh, they weep, they counſel, and they pray, 
They ſtretch their unaſſiſting Hands in vain ; 
Bur none will plunge into the raging Main, 
To ſave the fioking Paſſenger from Death. 
Aim. Already ſee the joyleſs Bride appears; 
Grief, Rage, Diſdain, Diſtraction and Deſpair 
Are equal in my Daughter's diff rent Fates: 
In one, to be conſtrain'd to be your Wife 
In one, to be refus'd. | 
Enter Veramond, and Victoria led as to Marriage 
a Train fotiowos © and after it a Guard. 
Cel. Great Nature, break thy Chain, that links together 
The Fabrick of this Globe, and make a Chaos 
Like that within my Soul: Oh Heav'n unkind! 
That give us Paſſions firong and unconfin'd ; 
And leaves us Reaſon fora vain Defence; 
Too pow'rful Rebels, and too weak a Prince. 
[Garcia, Ximena, Celidea, mix with the Train, which 
Walk as in Proceſſion, towards ihe Temple. 


Enter on the ſudgen Alphonſo and Carlos at the head of 


their Party; the Soldiers attack the Guards, and King, 
and drive 'em off the Stage : Alphonſo fights with Gar- 


cia, grapples with him, and gets him under; in the 


n am time Ximena, Victoria, and Celidea, retire to 
a Corner of the Stage : When Garcia is falPn, Celidea 
runs, and kneels to Alphonfo. oy 
Cel. Oh ſpare him, ſpare the noble Garcia's Life; 

Or take the Forfeit in the Loſs of mine. 

How happy ſhou'd I be to die for him, 

Who will not live for me! ; 

Alph, 
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Alth.. [To Garcia ] Riſe, and be ſafe : 
If you have any Thanks to pay, referve ' em 
To give this Royal Maid. 
Gar. [Rifing.] You'd been more kind 
To take my Life, for 1 wou'd throw it off: 
Diſhonour'd as J am, 'tis worn to Rags, 
Not worth a Prince's wearing. 
[ Exit Garcia, follow'd by Celidea. 
Re-enter Veramond 4 ore d, and ld by Cailos, 
Fera. Ungrateful Traitor 
Ah. Hold thy peace, old Man: 


I do not love Cinſult on thy Misfortunes, 
Tho' thou haſt brought this Ruin on thyſelf. 


Vera. Avenging Heav'n 
Alpbh. I pr'ythee curſe me not, 

Becauſe I held thee for my Father once. 
Vera. Then wou'd I were thy Father, that my Curſe 

Might take the ſurer Place, and 
Alph. Guard him hence; 

But uſe no Violence-to his Royal Perſon: 

Call back the Soldiers, Carlos, from the Spoil. 

I have my Wiſh in having my Victoria, 

And would no more of him, nor what is his. 

[Carlos reflores to Veramond his Saword awith Rioſpect, 
and condudts him off; Ximena follows bim Al- 
phonſo waits on them to the Door, and returns. 

Vi. What have you done, Alphonſo ? 

Alph. What I ought, 

Obtain'd the glorious Prize for which I te; ; 
Redeem'd you from a Father's Tyranny ; 

And from a hated Rival ſet you free. 

Remove, my Fair, from this unhappy Place ; 
The Scene of Sorrows, Suff ringe, and Diſgrace : 
To my victorious Camp with me remove; 

The Scene of Triumph, and rewarded Love. 

Fit. Mars has been preſent with your Arms To— day, 

But Love and Hymen have been far away: 
You forc'd me from a Rival's Pow'r, I know ; 
But then you ſorc'd me from a Father's too. 


Alph, 


TOO 
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Alph. What Words are theſe ! I feel my vital Heat 
Forſake my Limbs, my curdled Blood retreat : | 
Too much amaz'd to ſpeak, in this Surprize, 
With filent Gr ef, on yours I fix my Eyes: 
To learn the Reajons of your Change from thence 
To read your cruel Doom, and my Offence. 
Vi#. Your Arms, and glorious A&ion, 1 approve; 
Eſteem your Honour, and embrace your Love. 
Alph. My Soul recovers, as a gentle Show'r 
Refreſhes and revives a drooping Flow'r. 
I'm you'rs ſo much, ſo little am my own; 
Your Smiles are Life, and Death is in your Frown. 
Vicht. But oh, a hard Requeſt is yet behind; 
Which, for my ſake, endure with equal Mind: 
Your Debt of Honour you have clear'd this Day; 
But mine of Duty, {till remains to pay: 
Reſtore my Liberty, and let me go 
To make a full Diſcharge of all I owe, 
Alpb. What Debts but thoſe of Love have you to clear? 
Are you not free, are you not Sovereign here ? 
And were you not a Slave, before | broke 
Your fatal Chains, and loos'd you from the Yoke ? 
Vid. Tis true, I was; but that Captivity, | 
Tho' hard to bear, was more becoming me. 
A Slave Jam; but Nature made me ſo, 
Slave to my Father, not my Father's Foe : 
Since, then, you have declar'd me free, this Hour 
| put myſelf within a Parent's Power. 8 
Alph, Cruel Victoria! would you go from hence, 
And leave a deſolate, deſpairing Prince ? 
Is this the Freedom you demand from me; 
Are theſe the Vows, and this the Conſtancy ? 
Put off the Maſt: For I too well perceive 
Whcm you reſolve to love, and whom to leave: 
Go, teach me at my own Expence, to find 
What change a Day can make in Womankind. 
Vid. Think not a Day, or all my Life, can make 
Victeria's Heart ber ſtedfaſt kove forſake. 


Fad £000 7 RE 


452 Love TRTUNH THAN T: Or, 


I plighted you my Faith; And I renew 
My Vows once more. to love but only you. 
Apb You vow'd no Time our Fortune ſhou'd divide: 
And well *twas kept, like all your Vows beſide, 
When e'en this Hour you went to be a Bride. 
Via. 1 went; but was ſecurely firſt prepar'd : 
For this was my Redemption, or my Guard, 
[ Pulls cut a Dagger. 
Let this vou cauſeleſs Jealouſy remove; 
And learn no more to doubt Y;&oria's Love. 
Alph. That fatal Proof I never did defire. 
Fi. And yet a Proof more fatal you require. 
Which would, with Infamy, my Name purfue ; 
To fly my Father, and to follow you. 
Alph. Your Love you forfeit, if you go away. 
F:#. | forfeit my Obedience if I ſtay. 
Alth. You may transfer your Duty, and be mine. 
Vid. Yes, when my Father ſhall his Claim reſign : 
For when the Nuptial Knot our Love aſſures, 
All that was his before, is, after, yours. 
Alpb Then, when you vow'd your Love, you falfly ſwore, 
FV:#. love you much, but love my Honour more. 
Alph. You hate my Rival, yet you take the way 
To make you his inevitable Prey. 
Via. Beaſts fear not more to be the Hunter's Spoil, 
Alph. Then ſure you would not run into the Toil. 
How ill your Actions with your Words agree 
Vie. This Friend is ftill at hand to ſet me free. 
Holding up the Dagger. 
Alph. Let me not live to fee that fatal Hour: 
Rather return into your Father's Pow'r. 
Rather return into 2 Arms again, 
For whom your loft Ag benſo you diſdain, 
If one muſt die, to ſe: your Honour free, 
You have already caſt the Lot on me. 
Death is my only way to clear my Fame; 
Which muſt be branded with a Coward's Name, 
If baſely I reſign Victoria's Charms, 
And tamely give you to my Rival's Arms. 5 
ier. 
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vid. To give me to my Father is no Crime. 
Alph. Tis ſtill the ſame; your Father gives you him. 
Ungrateful Woman : | | 
Via. More ungrateful Man! 
More than I ought I give, and all I can: 
But if my Duty | preter to you, 
Be ſatisfy'd with all that Love can do. - 
Alph. Not ſatisfy'd ; but yet your Will ſhall be 
Like Fate's inviolable Law to me. 
Since my unhappy Stars will have it ſo, 
Depart from hence, and leave your Father's Foe. 
Go then; but quickly go: for while you ſtay, 
As on a Rack | find myſelf decay; 
And every Moment looks a Part of me away. 
Vid. 1 wiſh I with my Duty could diſpenſe; 
Heav'n knows how loth I am to part from hence: 
So, from the Seal is ſoften'd Wax disjoin'd : 
So from the Mother Plant, the tender Rind : 
But take the lateſt Pledge that Love can give: 
Have Courage, and for your /:9r:a live. 
{She offers him her Hand, he kiſſes it: Exit Victoria, 
he looking after her. 
Enter Ramirez, attended by Carlos ; Ramirez embraces 
| Alphonſo. _. 
Ram. Prop of my Age, and Pattern of my Youth, 
But ſuch as far excels th? Original: 
Ten thouſand Bleſſings on thee, for this Deed. 
Alph. Heav'n and my Fate ſpeak other Language to me; 
No Bleſſings, none, but Millions of their Curſes, 
Like burning Glaſſes, with contracted Beams, 
Are pointed on my Head. | 
Ram. What Words are theſe, on this auſpicious Day 7 
Alph. Oh fly me, fly me, Sir; 
Leſt the Contagion of my Woes, 
Pollute my Father's Joys; Victoria's gone, 
And with her went 4/phoxn/e's Life, and Soul. 
Ram. You had her in your Power; and were too eaſy, 
Alph. Or rather the too cruel, 
Her Duty forc'd her hence, in ſcorn of Love, 
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Ram. You muſt reſume your Arms : : y 
And force her Father's Will, to make her yours. | 
Why, like a Woman, ſtand you thus complaining, 
Born to the Strength, and Courage of a Man ? 

Rouze up your Spirits to a juſt Revenge; 
* Like Lightning waſteful, and like Thunder loud. 
4 Rivers of Blood ſhall run about the TOWWw-n; 
144 For which you were fo laviſh of your own. 
; Garcia ſhall die, and by his Death, remove 
The Cauſe of Jealouſy, and injur'd Love; 
The King himſelf, th' ungrateful King, ſhall fall ; 
Of all our Ills, the curſt Original. 
Aiph. Beſeech you, Sir, no more, 
Ram. Your Reaſon, Son? 
 Alph. For you have giv'a my Soul fo large a Swing, 
That it bounds back again with double Force; 
Only becauſe you carried it too far. 
You've ſet an Image of ſo vaſt Deſtruction 
Before my Sight, that Reaſon ſhuns th* Approach 
And dares not view the fearful Precipice. | 
Ram. Is Vengeance, which is ſaid ſo ſweet a Morſel, 
That Heav'n reſerves it for its proper Taſte, 
Is it ſo ſoon diſ-reliſh'd ? | | 
Alpb. What have thePeople done? theSheep of Princes, 
That they ſhould periſh for the Shepherd's Fault ? 
They bring their yearly Wool, to clothe their Owners; 
And yet when bare themſelves, are culPd for Slaughter. 
Should I do this, what could the Wolf do more, 
Than what the Maſter did? 
Ram. Then Garcia, mult he ſcape? 
Aiph. Tis true, I had him at my Mercy once; 
i ſhould have kill'd him then, or once forgiven, 
Should ſpare him now. | 
Ram. [ Aſide.] His noble Soul relents ! 
Aiph. But then I give Victoria to his Arms; 
And make my own Deſtruction my own ActpwoöF 
That fires my Blood again yet if ſne loves him, 
Is killing him ſhe loves, the Way to gain her? 
BT | No, let him live but Veramond ſhall die; 


Who 
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Who, when he was my Father as he thought, 
When I deſeri*d his Love, then hated me. 
Ram. | Aſide.] Oh! now the Tempeſt drives another way. 
Alph. No more Deliberation, there it goes: 
PI kill tim fürſt, to ſatisfy my Vengeance; 
And chen, t'atone her Anger, kill myſelf.- . 
{Seems going haſtily, 
Ram Hold, hold, A/phonſo; Heav'n and Earth, and I, 
Who have a Fathers Litle to your Life, 
Forbid that Parricide. | 
Ab. Wou'd you refuſe a Mad-man leave to ſleep 
Tis Sleep muft cure me, and that Sleep is Death. 
Ram. A Mad-man muſt be cool'd, to make him ſleep, 
I have prepar'd a gentle Opiat for you, 
One Moment's Patience, and I will infuſe it: 
You ſee me diſpoſſeſt of all my State 
Alph. Yes, to my Grief: and to enhance that Grief, 
'Tis to my Sword, my Father owes his Ruin. 
Ram, And *tis that only Sword that can reſtore me, 
It muſt, and ought : you owe it to your Duty. 
Alph. Duty was what /i#or:@ urg'd to me: 
I hate that fatal Word, becauſe ſhe us'd it; 
And for a cruel Father, left her Love. 
Ram. Cou'd ſhe do that, for YVeramond, a Tyrant, 
Which you refuſe to me ? 1 
The conquering Troops of Arragon are yours: 
You are their Life, their Idol, and their Soul, 
Conduct me home, and with their Aid reſtore me; 
And that once done, we ſhall not need to treat; 
For Veramoud himſelf will ſend, and ſue 
For that Alliance, which his Pride now ſcorns. 
Alph. Long ere that time, Yi&oria will be Garcia's; 
Her Father will not loſe one Moment's ſpace, 
To gratify his Vengeance with my Ruin: 
If I wou'd force him, this muſt be the Time; 
Which fince I now refuſe, tis loſt for ever. 
Hear then; and take it as my laſt Reſolve; 
Lead you the Troops: you need not fear their Faith: 
The Quilt of their Rebellion makes em y ours. * 
ut 


* 
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With them, and with your own, reſtore yourſelf, 
Ram. Then what becomes of you? 
Alph. No matter what. 
Provide yourſelf of ſome more worthy Heir, 
For I am loſt, beyond Redemption loſt : 
Farewel the Joys of Empire from this Moment : 
Farewel the Honours of the duſty Field; 
Here I lay down this Inſtrument of Death. 
[ Ungirds bis Sword, and lays it down, 
And may it gird ſome happier Soldier's Side: 
For nothing it could gain, can countervail 
To me, the Loſs of my Victoria's Love. 
Your Blefling, and farewel 
Ram. Alas, I fear ſome fatal Reſolution 
Is harbour'd in your Soul: If thus you leave me, | 
My Mind forebodes, we never more ſhall meet. 
Alph. Give not ſo black an Omen to this Parting. | 
For we may meet again, if Heav'n thinks fit. 41 
A Beam of Comfort, like the Moon thro' Clouds, 


[ Kneels, 
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Gilds the brown Horror, and directs my Way. 
1 Blaſt not my Purpoſe, by refuſing Leave. 
| Nor aſk the Means: But know I will not die, n 
ny Till I have prov'd th' extremeſt Remedy. y 
i$ And if, unarm'd, I go to tempt my Fate, b 
1 Think my Deſpair is from Vidtoria's Hate. h 
1 [ Exit Alphonfo, 
11 Ram, I might have us'd the Pow'r Heav'n gives to Pa- 
1 And hinder'd his Departure: [rents, fe 
$ | But ſomewhat of Divine controll'd my Tongue; fy 
L For Heroes Souls. irregular to us, 
1 Vet move like Planets in their proper Sphere; 
Performing even Courſe, Sp 
In Paths uneven to Beholders Eyes, ——— do 
[ Pauſes a little. an 
ToCarlos. ] His Words, myſterious as they were, imported 
Some deſperate Deſign, which | mutt watch, yo 
And therefore dare not lead the Forces far : lay 
But camp'd without the Town, at ſome ſmall Diſtance, to 
1 expect the Iſſue, and prevent his Death. 8 
| | Carl. Wil 


4 


NATURE will prevail. 457 
Carl. Sir, what Orders give you ? for you are now 


gur General. 
Ram. Follow, and you ſhall know 


[Exit Ramirez. 
Carl. Follow! whither ? No Plunder, when the Town 
was fairly taken! there's a hopeful General to follow ; 


the Son and Father are both gone away, without provi- 


ding for me, Who betray'd the City to 'em; a fine En- 
couragement for Virtue ! Well, thefe Monarchs make 
no more of us Soldiers, when their turn is ſerv'd, than 
we make of our old batter'd Hort to put us off for 
Stallions, is the beſt that can become of us: And thoſe 
indeed are my. preſent Circumſtances : Dalinda will 
none, and Sancho is juſt mounting; if I get not between, 
and thruſt him off: For which purpoſe I have inſinuat- 
ed to him that I have left Dalinda for his ſake, and 


am upon another Scent Yonder he comes: This, 


and another Lye which 1 have ready coin'd, will ga 


near to ſpoil his Market. 
| Enter Sancho. 

San. Well, Carlos, the Hurly Burly's quite over; I 
met Ramirez marching off the Army; and juſt after- 
wards appeared a Fellow in a Fool's Coat on Horſe- 
back, with three Trumpets ; Heros, I think they call'd 
him; ſome ſuch Jewiſh Name. 

Carl, A Herald at Arms you mean, 

San. It may be ſo; but I ſhould have taken him for 
ſome Pardonner, for he. ſcatter'd Indulgences by Hand- 
fuls to the People, but only they pay'd nothing for em. 

Carl. But did he proclaim nothing ? 

San. Oh, yes; and now I remember, he began his 
Speech with, O Yes, too; he proclaim'd a General Par- 
don to all Rebels, of which Number, you know, you 


and I, Carlos, were two Ring-leaders. 


Carl. Then farewel Ramirez, e'en trudge on by 
yourſelf, for there's an end of my Expedition; I will 
lay down my Arms like a dutiful Subject, and ſubmit 
to his Majeſty when I can rebel no longer. 

San. Very good; and try t'other touch for Dalinda, 


will you? 


o X Carl, 
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Carl. You know I have quitted her for your Sake, 
and now am altogether for — Let me ſee, what Lady 
am I for ? | 

San, Pump, pump, Carlos, for that's to be invented 
et. ä | 
; Carl. Only out of my Head a little: *Tis the dead 
Count's Siſter ; a great Fortune ſince her Brother died, 
but ſomewhat homely : She has already made ſome Ad- 
vances to me, or elle I lye. 

San. And will you ſay To hawe and to hold, with an 
ugly Woman? 

Carl. Yes, and For better for Worſe, that is, for Virgin 
or for Whore, as you will, Sancho; who are liſting your- 
Klf into the Honourable Company of Cuckolds. 

San. What, a Heroe as I am, to be a Cuckold ? 

Carl. Do not diſdain your Calling; Fulius Cæſar 
was one before you : the Count has had her by her own 
Confeſſion ; ſo ſhe's a Nobleman's Dowager, for your 
Comfort. 

San. Pugh, ſhe deny'd it afterwards; that was but a 
Copy of her Countenance. 

Carl. What if it prove a Copy of the Conde's Counte- 
nance, do you think ſhe had not a Baſtard by him? 

San. That was only a Plot betwixt us to cheat her 
Father. 

Carl. Did her Father know nothing of it? 

San. Not a Syllable. 

Car/. Then when he believ'd you to be the Count, 
how came he to charge you with enjoying her ? 

San. That is ſomething to the Purpoſe : But now I 
think on't, 'tis nothing neither; *tis but aſking her the 

aeition, and I know ſhe'll ſatisfy me. 

Carl. And you are refolv'd to take her Word? 

San Rather than yours; for you may have a mind 
to have a lick at the Honey-pot yourſelf. 

Carl. Farewel; you know I have other Buſineſs 
upon the Stocks. [ Seems going out. 

Sa, Stay, Carlos; I'm afraid you know ſomething 
more of this bawdy Buſineſs than you confeſs. 


„ 


Off rl, 


— 
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Carl. Fecks, not I. 

San. Fecks! what a ſneaking Oath is that for a Man 
of Honour? Swear me bloodily like a Soldier, if you 
wou'd be believ'd. 

Carl. Without Swearing, 11 her honeſt; there- 
fore make ſure of her immediately. 

San. That is, take a Rival's Counſel, and make ſure 
of being an antedated Cuckold. 

Carl. If you won't believe me, I can't help it: but 
marry Dalinda, and be happy; for J may prevent you, 
if you make not haſte. 

San. Thou haſt cheated me ſo often, den I can't cre- 
dit one Syllable thou ſay'ſt. 

Carl. | going out.] Then take your Fortune. 

[Carlos pulls out his Handkerchief to wipe his 
Face, ana drops a Letter. 
Yonder comes Dalinda ; I know her by her Trip. Pll 
watch their Greeting, 

San. The Rogue's malicious, and wou'd have me 
marry her in ſpite; beſides he's off and on at fo de- 
viliſn a Rate, a Man knows not where to have him: 
Well, 1 am reſolv'd in the firſt Place not to follow the 
Rogue's Counſel, I will not marry her becauſe he ad- 
vis'd me to it; and yet I will marry her, becauſe he 
counſell'd me not to marry her: Hey-day, I will marry 
her, and I will not marry her! what's the Meaning of 
this, Friend Sancho? 

That's taking the Rogue's Advice one e way or t'other, 
[Sees the Letter and takes it up. 
What, has he dropt a Letter | To whom is it directed? 
to Don Carlos D'X barra, that's himſelf. 
[Mutters, as reading to himſelf. 


Dalinda' Fair, and a Fortune; but marry her not; for 
to my Knowledge (Pox confound him for his Knowled ge) 
foe Has had a (What a Mr. Friend ?) . 
Baſtard, by 2he late Conde: (Ay, I thought as much.) 
But his Siſter Leonora 75s in Lowe with you. 


Damn it, I'll read no more : It agrees with what he 
firſt told me; and therefore it muſt be all Orthodox; 
X-2 Here 
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Here ſhe comes too, juſt in the nick of my Revenge; 


but I ſhall be very Laconick with her. 
Enter Dalinda. 

Dal. Now Servant. 
Faun. Now Cockatrice. 
Dal. You're pretty familiar 
San. So have you been 
Dal. With your Mittreſs. 
San. With the Conde, of Whoring Memory, 
Dal. A hne Salutation! 
San, A final Parting. 
Dal. What's the Meaning of this? will you come in? 
Son, Will you go in? 
Dal. Come, look upon me. 


She makes the Doux Yeux to hin, 


Jan. I have no Eyes. 

Dal. Then I muſt take you by the Hand. 

[ She offers, and he pulls back, 

San. J have no Hands neither. 

Dal. How's this! J have been but too kind 

San, Les, to the Conde. 

Dal. Pugh, that was a Jeſt, you know. 

San. Tis turn'd to earneſt. 

Dal. You know *twas of my Conception, 

San. And of your bringing forth too. 

Dal. What did I bring forth? 

San, A Baſtard. 

Dal. O Impudent ! 

Sal, Woman. 

Dal. What Proof have you of that Scandal ? 

San. This, with a Pox to ye. 

[Throws her the Letter, 

Patience, oh ye Gods! Aan. 

[ She takes up the Note, and as ſhe is reading it, 
Re-enter Carlos. 

Carl. Much good may do you with your Note, Ma- 
dam; now I think I am reveng'd at full; your Cully 
has forſaken you. 

Dal. Well, I did not —_— this from you, Coulin 
Carlos, 

Carl, 


TTV 


fer. 
xit. 

it, 
Ma- 
ully 


duſin 
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Carl. What did you take me for ? King Log in .Z/op's 
Fables, for you to inſult me, and play at Leap-Frog 
over me? Did not you forſake me for a Fool ? 

Dal. But was not this a terrible Revenge of yours ? 
muſt you needs ſhew him the Letter which has ruin'd 
my Reputation, and loſt my Fortune? Am I the firſt 
frail Creature, that had the Misfortune of two Great 
Bellies, and yet afterwards was decently married, and 
paſs'd for a Virgin ? 

Carl. Nay, don't aggravate the Matter: conſult your 
Note, and you'll find but one Baſtard charged upon 
you; you fee I was not for laying Loaders. 

Dal. A great Courteſy to bate me one, as if that was 
not enough to do my Buſineſs. - 

Carl. Well, ſuppoſe 1 ſhaw'd diſcover this Contri- 
yance of mine; and ſet all right again? 

Dal. [ Aſide.] Contrivance; oh Heav'n! I've undone 
myſelf, by confeſſing all too ſoon. 

Carl. If I ſhou'd prove you innocent, you'd prove 
ungrateful ? 

Dal. No, you know I always lov'd you. 

Carl. You've ſhown it molt abundantly, in chuſing 
Sancho? | 

Dal. You ſpeak more truly than you think: I have 
ſhewn it. For, ſince I muſt confeſs the Fruth to you, 
I am no Fortune: my Father, tho' he bears it high to 
put me off, has mortgag'd his Eſtate: We keep Ser- 
vants for Shew, and when we ſhou'd pay their Wages, 
pick a Quarrel with their Service, and turn 'em off 
pennyleſs. There's neither Sheet nor Shirt in the 
whole Family; the Lodging-Rooms are furniſht with 
Loam: and bare Mattreſſes are the Beds. The Dining- 
Room plays the Hypocrite for all the Houſe; for all the 
Furniture is there ; when ſtrangers dine with us, we eat 
before the Servants, and then they fat; but when we 
dine alone, 'tis all a Mufs : They ſcramble for Victuals, 
before *tis ſerv'd up, and then we faſt. 


Carl. The Spirit of Famine comes upon me, at the 
very Deſcription of it. 


X 3 Dat. 
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Dal. Now ſince neither you nor I have Fortunes, what 
ſhou'd we do together, unleſs we ſhou'd turn Cannibal; 
and eat up one another ? But if you wou'd make up this 
foul Buſineſs, and help me to that rich Fool Sancho, I 
fay no more. but 
Carl. But thou wou'dſt be kind to me; ſpeak out, 
for I dare not truſt thee, thou'rt ſuch a Woman. 

Dal You ſhou'd 
Carl. What ſhou'd 1? 

Dal. Why, you ſhou'd —— 

Carl Well, well, I will believe thee, tho? my Heart 
miſgives me plaguily. And therefore, in the firſt Place, 
I beg your Pardon for the Scandal I have laid upon you: 
In the next, I reſtore your Virginity, and take away 
your Baſtard. 

Dal. And you'll tel] Sancho twas 2 forg'd Letter. 
Carl. No doubt on't; for I wrote it to myſelf; and 
out of Revenge invented the whole Story. | 
Dal. But ſuppoſe, dear Covſin, that Sancho ſhou'd 
not believe all this to be your Invention; and ſhou'd 
mill ſuſpect the Letter to be true ? 

Carl. | can eafily convince him, by writing the ſame 
Hand again, in which that Letter was indited. 

Dal. That's an excellent Expedient ; but do it now; 
for a Woman can never be clear'd too ſoon. 

Carl. But when you are clear'd, you'll forget your 
Promiſe to me c 
Dal. But if I am not clear'd, I cannot marry him; 
nor be put in a Way to keep my Promiſe, Come, ]'I 
hold my Hand, write upon it, 1 always carry Pen and 
Ink about me. 


Carl. Let me ſeal my Affection firſt : | Xi ſes ber Hand, 
Now, what ſhou'd I] write ? 


Dal. Only theſe Words at the Bottom of the Note, 
in the ſame Character ; 


This Letter was wholly forg'd by me, Carlos. 
[ He kneels and writet, 
Carl. There ' tis. 


Gives it her, ſbe puts it in her Pocket, 


But 
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But now tell me truly; what made you confeſs a couple 
of Baſtards, have you indeed been dabbling ? 


Dal. Who, I confeſs it! Oh thou impudent Fellow ! 
] only ſooth'd thee up in thy Villainy, to make thee be- 


tray thy own Plot. I confeis'd ſeemingly, to make thee 


confeſs really. Heav'n and thy own Conſcience, know 


I did. Seems to weep. 
Carl. But when you're married, you'll remember your 
Promiſe ? | | 


Dal. What Promiſe ? 

Carl. That I ſhou'd 

Dal. Shou'd what ? 

Carl. Muſt I tell you? 3 

Dal. No, I'll tell you? I ſaid you ſhou'd, and fo you 
mall, be cozen'd in your Expectation. 

Carl. I foreboded this; and yet was Fool enough to 
truſt thee; give me back my Letter. 

Dal. What, deliver up my Evidence, that's the Teſti- 
mony of my Virtue, and thy Wickedneſs ? 

Carl. I'll ſearch your Petticoat. 

Dal. Dare but touch my Petticoat, and I' cry out a 
Rape againſt thee. 

Carl. Oh thou Ewe of Geneſis; thou wou'dſt have 
tempted the Serpent, if thou hadſt been there. 

Dal. The next News you hear is of my Wedding; 
be patient, and you ſhall be invited to the Dinner. 

Carl. I ſay no more, but I'll go home and indite Ia. 
bicks; thou ſhalt not want for an Epithalumium; Vil do 


thy Buſineſs in Verſe. [Ext. 


Dal. My Comfort is, I have done your Buſineſs in 
Proſe, already, | 


The wittieſt Men are all but Women's Tools, 
*I 1s our Prerogative, to make 'em Fools. 
For one ſweet Look, the Rich, the Beaux, the Braves, 
And all Mankind, run headlong to be Slaves, 
Ours is the Harveſt which thoſe Indians mow, 
They plough the Deep, but we reap what they ſow. 
[ Exit. 
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OD OE ORE ISO IE IE IDE ID 
SET V. SCEME 1 
The SCENE, Lopez's Howe. 


Sancho, Lopez, Dalinda. Carlos meeting them, 


Carl. Ive you Joy, Mr. Bridegroom and Mrs. Bride; 
you ſee I have accepted your Invitation. 

San. And thou art welcome, as a Witneſs of my 
Triumph, 

Carl. I cov'd tell Tales, that wou'd ſpoil your Appe- 
tite, both to your Dinner and your Bride; You think 
you are married to a vaſt Fortune. 

Dal. A better, perhaps, than you imagine. 

Lop. For if Sancho Icoks into his Writings, he'll find 
that my Eſtate was mortgag'd to his Father. 

San. Then wou'd I had lookt into my Writings be- 
foe I had lookt ſo far into your Davghter. 

Dal. My Father's Fortune will be yours at laſt: and 
I have but redeem'd it for you. 

San, Pm ſure I'm married without Redemption ! 

Carl. You muſt take the good and the bad together; 
he that keeps a tame Cat muſt be content to be ſcratcht 
a little. 

Dal. The Count's Sifter, I hope, has Claws for you 
too. 

Carl. That was invented or'y in hopes of you, Da- 
linda: tho' now T thank my Stars that I have miſs'd 

ou: for two Wits without Fortunes, wou'd be like 
two Milſtones without Corn betwix't 'em; they wou'd 


only grind upon one another, and make a terrible Noiſe, - 


but no Meal wou'd follow. 
Enter a Nurje leading a Boy and à Girl. 
Nurſe. Madam, here are two poor Orphans, that 
hearing you are married, come to dine with you, 


Dal. 


al, 
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Dal. [a/ide ] My two Baſtards! I am undone :; what 


-ſhall I do with em? 


Lop. [ afide.) The Devil take my damn'd Grand- 
Children for their unſeaſonable Viſit, 

San. Welcome, welcome: They're come a mumming 
to grace my Wedding, I'll warrant you. 

Carl. ] begin to ſuſpeR they come to ſup and lodge, 
as well as dine here. | 

Lop. [to Nur/e.] There's two Piſtoles for you; take 
'em away, and bring 'em again To- morrow Morning. 

Nurje. Thank your Honour: Come away, Children; 
but firit I muſt deliver a Note to this Gentleman: Don 
Carlos, I am ſure you remember me. 

[ Gives him a Note. 
Carl, Did not you wait on Donna Leonora, the 


Conde's Siſter? 


Nurſe. Have you forgotten 772, the faithful Truſtee 
of your Affection? Read your Letter; there's better 
News than you deſerve. 

[Carlos reads his Letter to himſelf, 

Dal. [to Nurſe.] Steal away, dear Nurſe, while he's 
reading, and there's more Money for you; fear not, 
you ſhall be duly paid; for I am married to one who 
can provide for them. - 

Nar/e. [to Ber.] Well, I'll keep your Credit; but re- 
member, | Exit Nur/e, with the Children. 

Carl. [after Reading. ] Poor loving Creature, ſhe is 
e'en too conſtant; I cou'd never have expected this 


from her: Look you here, you ſhall ſee I have no 


Reaſon to envy your Fortune, Sancho. 
[ Looks about him. 


How now, what's become of the Nurſe and the two 
Children? 


Dal. They wou'd have been but too troubleſome 
Gueſts, and are gone away. 

Carl. By your Favour I ſhall make bold to call em 
back again. | [Exit Carlos. 

Dal. {to Lopez.] Oh barbarous Villain! hell diſcover 
' 5's 


N 
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Lop. The beſt on't is, you're already married. 

Dal. But we have not conſummated : I could have ſo 
wheedled Mr. Bridegroom To-night, that ere To-mor- 
row Morning he ſhou'd have forgiven me. 

Re-enter Carlos, aur Nurſe and Children. 

Carl. Come, Nurſe, no more mincing Matters; your 
Lady's Orders in my Letter muſt be obey'd: I muſt 
find a Father and Mother for the Children in this Com- 
pany. — 

dan. Whoſe pretty Children are theſe, Carlos, that 
you are to provide for ? | 

Carl. E'en your Bride's, Sancho, at your Service; 

Children, do your Duty to your Mother. 
 _Ciliren. [| Kneeling. ] Mamma, your Bleſſing. 

San. Hey Day, what's here to do? Are theſe the 
Iſſue of your Body, Madam Bride: 

Carl. Yes; and they are now your Children by the 
Mother's Side; the late Conde preſents his Service to you, 
with theſe two Pledges of his Affection to your Wife. 

Sar. Is it even thus, Dalinda ? 

Lop. Chriſtian Patience, Son-in-Law. 

San. Chriſtian Patience! I ſay Pagan Fury: This is 
enough to make me turn Jew again, like my Father of 

Hebrew Memory. | . 

Carl. Vou may make your Aſſault, Colonel, without 
Danger; the Breach is already made to your Hands. 

San. Ay, the Devil take him that ſtorm'd it firſt. 

Carl. Speak well of the Dead. 

Dal. [ Kneeling.] And forgive the Living. | 

San. Oh Dalinda ! no more Dalinda, but Dalilah the 
Philiftine : Cou'd you find none but me to practiſe on? 

Carl. Sooner upon you than upon any Man; for Na- 
ture has put a Superſcription upon a Fool's Face, and 
all Cheats are directed thither. 

Lop. There's no recalling what's paſt and done. 

San. You never ſaid a truer Word, Father-in-Law ; 
*tis done, indeed, to my Sorrow. 

Carl. If you cou'd undo it, Sancho, it were ſome- 
thing; but ſince you cannot, your only Remedy is to 
& it again, 


gan, 
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San. That's true: but the Memory of that damn'd 
Conde is enough to turn one's Stomach to her: Do yon 
remember what a deviliſh hunch Back he had when you 
and I play'd him? 

Carl. For that Reaſon you may be ſure ſhe'll loath 
the Thought of him. 

San. Do you think ſo, Carlos? 

Dal. How can I do otherwiſe, when I have in my 
Arms ſo handſome, ſo ſweet, and ſo charming a Cava- 
lier as you ? 

San. Well, I am I know not . ſhe has a deli- 
cious Tongue of her own, and I begin to mollify. 

Carl. Do, Sancho Faith, you've held it out too long, 
in Conſcience, for io flight a Quarrel ; this is nothing 
among great Ladies, Man; how many Fathers have 1 


known that have given their Bleflings to other Men's 


Children? Come, bleſs em, bleſs em, honeſt Daddy. 
Kneel down, Children. 
Children. ¶ Kneeling.) Your Bleſſing, Pappa. 
Children cry. 

San. It goes againſt the Grain to give it them. 

Carl. For ſhame, Sancho, take em up: you'll break 
their pretty Hearts elſe: twou'd grieve a Man's Soul to 
ſee em weep thus. 

San. Ay, they learnt that Trick of their Mother; but 
J cannot be obdurate, the Fault was none of theirs, 'm 
ſure. [ Crying. 
Heav'n e'en bleſs you, and I'll provide for you: Nay, 
and it ſhall go hard, but I'll get you ſome more Play- 
Fellows ; if your Mother be as fruitful as the us'd to be. 

Lop. Why this is as it ſhou'd be. 

Dal. Heav'n reward you; and I'll ſtudy Obedience 
to you. 

San, They ſay, Children are great Bleſſings; if they 
are, | have two great Bleſſings ready gotten to my Hands, 

Carl. For your Comfort, Marriage, they ſay, is Holy. 

San. Ay, and ſo 1s Maityrdom,. as they ſay; but both 
of 'em are good for juſt nothing, but to make an End of 
a Man's Lite, 


Lop. 
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/ Lop. Chear up, Son-in-Law, your Children are very 
towardly, you ſee they can aſk Bleſſing already. 

Dal. If he does not like em, he may get the next 
himſelf, 

Carl. I will not trouble the Company, with reading 
my Letter from the dead Count's Siſter ; *tis enough to 
tel] you, that 1 lov'd ber once, and forſook her, becauſe 
the was then no Fortune: But ſhe has been kinder to 
me, than I deſerve; and has offer'd me her Brother's 
Eſtate in Dowry with her. 

Dal. Which I hope you will accept. 

Carl. Yes, and releaſe you of a certain Promiſe to me, 
without explaining, She only recommended to me her 
Brother's Children by Dalinda. And I think I have 
taken a decent Care in providing them a rich Father, 

San. I always lov'd a Harlot, and now I have one of 
my own, I'll &en take up with her; for my Youth is 
going; and my Days of Whoring, i mean emphatical 
 Whoring, are almoſt over. But for once, we'll have a 
Frolick ; come Off-ſpring, can either of you two dance? 

1 Child. Yes, forſooth Father, and my Siſter can ſing 
too like an Angel. | 

San, Then foot it featly ; that you may ſay hereafter, 
you remember when your Mother was firſt married, and 
danc'd at her Wedding. 

Carl. Hold a little ; you may remember too, Madam 
Bride, that I promis'd you an Epithalamium : Twas 
meant a Satire; but Fortune has turn'd it to a Jeſt; [ 
have giv'n it to the Muficians, and brought 'em along 
with me; ſtrike up, Gentlemen. | 

{The Dance is firſt, then the Song, the lat Words of 

ewhich are ſung while the Company is going out, and 
ihe Mufick plays before them, | 


SONG 


e 
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SONG: By Mr. CON GRE VE. 


J. 
Ho happy's abs Hausband, whoſe Wife has been try'd ! 
Not damn'd to the Bed of an ignorant Bride ! 
Secure 0 4 ” evhat's left, he n&er miſſes the reſt, 
e 


But where there's enough, ſuppoſes a Feaſt 
So foreknowing the Cheat, 


He eſcapes the Deceit, 
And in ſpite of the Curſe, refolons to be ble 5 


II. | 

If Children are Bleſſings, his Comfort's the more, = 
I heſe Spouſe has been known to be fruitful before 3 
And the Boy that jhe brings ready made to his Hand, 
May land him inftead, for an Heir to his Land, © 

| Shou'd his own prove a Sot, 

When he's lawfully got, 
As when cer tis /o, if be don't, Ill be gang d 


SONG fra GIEL 


| I 
Young I am, and yet unsRilPd 
How to make a Lover yield : 

Flow to Rep, or how to gain; 
ben 70 love, and when to fig u. 


II. 
Take me, take me ſome of yon, 
While I yet am young and true; 
Fre I can my Soul diſeuiſe, | 
Heawve my Breaſts, aud roll my Eyes. 


III. 
Stay not till I learn then way, 
How to hye, and ro betray : 
He that has me firſt, is bleſt, 
For I may deceive the reli. 


IV, 
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| IV. 
5 Cou'd I find a blooming Youth ; 
Full of Love and full of Truth, 
Brisk, and of a janty Mein, 
I. ſhou'd long to be Fifteen. [Exeunt omnes, 


1 

I | A Royal Chamber is diſcover'd, by drawing the former 

+l Scene; Veramond, Garcia, Ximena, Victoria, Celidea, 

avith a full Train of Courtiers and Guards amongſt the 

#1 Croud, Ramirez diſguis'd, with ſome of his Party, 

i Vara. [To Vict.] No more Delays, but go. 

„ Xim. This is inhuman, | 

1 To preſs her to a Marriage made by Force. 

11 At leaſt allow yourſelf and her this Day, 

+18 'T hat each of you may think, and one may change. 
Vera. You mean, the Times or Accidents may change, 


1 And leave her for Alphonſo. | 
' Aim. Your Enemies are but without your Gates, 
8 And ſoon they may return: Forbear for Fear. 
1 era. The ſooner then e 
1 I muſt prevent th' Effect of their Return, 
— What now remains, but to complete my Vows, 
| And ſacrifice to Vengeance ? 
Aim. Your own Daughter! 
Vera. Even her, mylelf, and all the World together. 
Fi. Can you refuſe me one poor Day to live? 
Vera. Obey me, and be bleſt; if not, accurſt. 
A Father's Curſe has Wings, remember that; 
Thro' this World and the next, it will purſue thee 
And ſink thee down, for ever. 
Vie. Tis enough, | 
I know how far a Daughter owes Obedience; 
But Duty has a Bound like other Empires : 
It reaches but to Life, for all beyond it 
Is the Dominion of another World, 
| Where you have no Command. 
1M For you, Don Garcia, 
1 You know the Pow'r a Miſtreſs ought to have 
1% But ſince you will be Maſter, take your Hour, 
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The next is mine. | 
Gar, I grant the Debt of Service which I owe you; 
But 'tis a Sum too vaſt to pay at fight. 
If now you call it in, I muſt be bankrupt 
To all my future Bliſs. h | 
Vie. I find by you, | | 
The Laws of Love are like the Laws of Heav'n; 
All know, but few will keep 'em To the Temple, 
Where I myſelf am Victim. 
Enter Alphonſo, unarm'd; all ſeem amax'd. 
Alph. Stay, Veramond. 
Vera. [ Aſide.) Alphonſo here ! then all my Hopes are 
The Town is his, and I once more a Slave. ſblaſted; 
4h. Diſmiſs thy Fears and tremble not, old Man; 
I neither come with Purpoſe, nor with Power 
T' avenge my Wrongs, but ſingle and unarm'd ; 
This Head is neceſſary to thy Peace, 
And to Victoria's violated Vows; | 
Who, while I live, can never be Don Garcia's. 
Take then this odious Life: ſecurely take it, 
And glut thy Vengeance with Alphonſo's Blood. 
Behold the Man who forc'd thee in thy Strength, 
In thy Imperial Town made thee a Captive, 
Now give thy Fury ſcope : revenge th' Affront, 
er. And ſhew more Pity not to ſpare my Life, 
Than I in ſparing thine. 
Xim. [Jo Celidea. ] Oh boundleſs Courage, or extreme 
Deſpair ! [reddens, 
Cel. {To ber.] I tremble for th Event; ſee the King 
The Fear which ſeiz'd him at Aiphonſo's Sight, 
And lefc his Face forſaken of his Blood, 
Is vaniſh'd now: 
And a new Tide returns upon his Cheeks; 
And Rage and Vengeance ſparkle in his Eyes. [Streets ; 
Vera. [ Afide.] All things are huſht, no Noiſe is in the 
Nor Shouts of Soldiers, nor the Cries of Matrons, 
To ſpeak a Town in Plunder hen I take 
A Traitor's Counſel once, and thou ſhalt die: [To Alph. 
Condemn'd by thy own Sentence, go to Death; 
The Nor 
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Nor ſhall thy ſeeming Generoſity, 
And feign'd Affurance, fave thee ; *tis Deſpair 
To ſee thy fruſtrate Hopes, that brought thee hither, 
To meet my jult Revenge. 
Alth. Yes, I will die, becauſe I chuſe to die. 
Which had I not defir'd, I had not come 
Unarm'd, unguarded, and alone, to tempt 
Thy known Ingratitude, and barb'rous Hate. 
Boaſt not th' Advantage, which thou hold'ſt of me, 
But know thyſelf for what thou art; no more 
Than the mean Miniſter of my Deſpair, - : 
Vera. Whether to Heaven's Juſtice, or thy Choice 
I owe this happy Hour of ſweet Revenge, 
I'll not be wanting to the wiſh'd Occaſion. 
Y:#. You ſhall not die alone, my dear Alphonso, 
Tho' much I blame this deſp'rate Enterprize : 
You ſhould have ſtaid, to ſee 
Th' Event of what 1 promis'd to perform: 
For had I been ſe bafe to be another's, 
That Baſeneſs might have cur'd your ill-plac'd Love. 
But this untimely Raſhneſs makes you guilty 
Both of your Fate, and mine, 
Aiph. While I believ'd 
My Life was precious to my dear YVi&0ria, 
I valud and preſerv'd it for her Sake. 
But when you broke from your Deliv'rer's Arms, 
To put yourſelf into a Tyrant's Power: 


I threw a worthleſs, wretched Being from me; 


Abandon'd firit by you. 
Vict. Oh cruel Man! 
Where, at what Moment did that Change begin, 
With which y. u tax my violated Vows ? 
T left your lawleſs Pow'r, to put myſelf 


Into a Father's Chains, my lawful Tyrant. 


Tf this be my upbraided Crime, even this, 

On that occaſion, would 1 do once more. 

But, could |, with my Honour ſafe, have ſtaid 

In your dear Arms, bear witneſs Heav'n and Earth, 
Nor Threats, nor Force, nor Promites, nor {cars 
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should take me from your Love. 
High. Oh, I believe you. 
Vaniſh my Fears, and cauſeleſs Jealouſies ; 
Live, my Vicboria, for yourſelf, not me; 
But let th? unfortunate Alphonso die: 
My Death will glut your cruel Father's Rage; 
When I am gone, and his Revenge complete, 
Pity perhaps may ſeize a Parent's Mind, 
To free you from a hated Lover's Arms. 
Cel. [Je Ximena.] Speak, Mother, ſpeak : My Fa- 
ther gives you Time, 
le ſtands amaz'd, irreſolute and dumb: 
Like the fill Face of Heav'n before a Storm; 
Speak, and arreſt the Thunder ere it rolls. 
Aim. | Rand ſuſpected: But you, Celldea, 
The Favourite of his Heart, his darling Child, 
May ſpeak, and ought, your Intreſt is concern'd: 
For if Alphon/o die, your Hopes are loft. 
I ſee your Father's Soul, like glowing Steel, 
Is on the Anvil; ſtrike, while yet he's hot: 
Turn him, and ply him, ſet him ſtrait betimes, 
Leſt he for ever warp. 
Cel. I fear, and yet would ſpeak ; but will he hear me? 
Aim, For what 1s all this Silence, bur to hear ? 
Bring him but to calm Reas'ning, and he's gain'd. 
Cel. Then Heav'n inſpire my Tongue 
Sir, Royal Sir —— | 
He hears me not; he lifts not up his Eyes 
But fixt upon the Pavement, looks the way 
That points to Death. [ She pulls hin 
Oh hear me, hear me, Father. 
Have you forgot that dear indulgent Name, 
Never before in vain pronounc'd by me? 
Vera. Ha! who diſturbs my Thoughts? 
Cel. [ Kneeling. ] Tis Celidea. 
Alas I wouw'd relieve you, it I durſt : 
If ever I offended, even in Thought, 
Or made not your Commands 
The Bounds of all my Withes, and Defires, 
Bid me be dumb, or elſe permit me Speech. 
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Pera. Oh riſe, my only unoffending Child, 
Who reconciles me to the Name of Father ! 


Speak then; but not for her, and leſs for him. 


Cel. Perhaps I would accuſe 'em, not defend: 
For both are guilty, dipt in equal Crimes; 
And are obnoxious to your Juſtice both. 
Vera. True, Celidea; thou confirm'ſt my Sentence; 
Tis juſt Aphonſo die. 
Aim. [ Aſide.] Forgive her, Heav'n! ſhe ageravates 
their Faults; 
And puſhes their Deſtruction. 
Cel Speak, A/phonſo : 
Can you deny, when Royal Veramond, 
Then thought your Father, and by you ſo deem'd, 
When he requir'd your Captive, old Ramirez, 


And order'd his Confinement ; did you well 


Then to controll the Pleaſure of that King, 
Under whoſe juſt Commands you fought and conquer'd? 
15h. I-cid not well: But Heat of boiling Youth, 
And ill-weigh'd Honour, made me diſobey. 
Vera. That Cauſe is gain'd ; for he confeſſes Guilt, 
Proceed, moſt equitable Judge, proceed. 
Cel. {To Alphonſo.) Next I reproach you, with a 
worie Rebellion, 
The King's firit Promiſe to Don Garcia made, 
You dar'd t'oppoſe ; forbad his fair Addreſſes ; 
Then made a Ruffian Quarrel with that Prince. 
And laſt, were guilty of inceſtuous Love. 
J will not load my Siſter with Conſent; 
But, in ſtrict Virtue, liſtning to a Crime, 
And not rejecting, is itſelf a Crime. 
Yi. Is this a Siſter's Office? Peace for ſhame, 
We lov'd without tranſgreſſing Virtee's Bounds ; 
We fixt the Lin.its of our tend'reſt Thoughts; 
Came to the Verge of Honour, and there ſtopt: 
We warm'd us by the Fire; but were not ſcorcht, 
If this be Sin, Angels might love with leſs ; 
And mingle Rays of Minds, leſs pure than ours, 
Our Souls enjoy'd; but to their holy Feaſts, 
Bodies, on both ſides, were forbidden Gueſts, 
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Cel. Now help me, Father; or our Cauſe is loft: 
For much I fear their Love was innocent. 
Vera. With my own Troops Alphonjo ſeiz'd my Perſons. 
Ia my own Town, to my perpetual Shame: 
Paſs on to that; and ſtrike the Traitor dead. 
Cel. Yes, proud A4phon/o, you were baniſht hence: 
de; | Your Father was confin'd, and doom'd to Death; 
The Beauty you ador'd was made another's. 
ates How durſt you, then, attempt t'avenge your Wrongs, 
And force your Miſtreſs from your Rival's Arms; 
Rather than die contented, as you ought ? 
Aiph. Even for thoſe very Reaſons you alledge. 
Aim. { Afide.] Ar laſt I ind her Drift. 


: Fera. Thou juftify'ft, and not accuſeſt him. 
Cel. Patience, good Father, and hear out the reſt, 
| [To Alph, 


Thought you, becauſe you bravely fonght, and conquer'd 
2rd? For Royal Veramond, navy, ſav'd his Liſe, 
h, And ſer him free, when you had conquer'd him, 
[Only becauſe he was Victoria's Father; 
ailt, Thought you for ſuch ſlight Services as theſe, 
That he ſhouw'd ſpare you now? O generous Madman 
ith a] To give your Head to one, who ne'er forgave. 
Fs [Alde.] On, ſhe tings me. 
Cel. And you, Don Garcia, witneſs to this Truth: 
You were his hated Rival, fairly vanquiſht ; 
And yet he ſpar'd your Life. 
Gar. At your Requeſt: 
I] owe it to you both. 
Cel That he diſmiſt my Siſter, 'twas her Fault: 
charge it not on him; but *twas his Folly : 
A capital Fool he was, in that laſt Error; 
For which he juſtly ſtands condemn'd to Death. 
Your Sentence, Royal Sir ? 
Fera. That he fhou'd live; 
| Shou'd live triumphant over Paramond, 
And ſhou'd hve happy in Vidkoria's Love 
Oh, I have held as long as Nature cou'd; 
Convinc'd in Reaſon, obſtinate in Will; 
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I ſaw the Pleader's Aim, found her Deſign, 
T long'd to be o'ercome, and yet reſiſted. 
What have I done againſt thee, my 4/phonſo ? 
And what haſt thou not done for Feramond ? 
Aim. Oh fortunate Event ! 
ict. Oh happy Day! 
Alph. Oh unexpected Bliſs, and therefore double! 
Vera. [To Alph.] Can you forgive me ? yes, I know 
Alphonſo can forgive Victoria's Father. [you can 
But yet, in pity, pardon not too joon: 
Puniſh my Pride a while ; 
And make me linger for ſo great a Good, 
Leſt Ecſtaſy of Joy prevent this Bleſſing; 
And you, inſtead of Pardon, give me Death. 
[Ae offers to kneel to Alphonſo; Alphonſo ales Bi 
up, and Rneels himelf. 
Alph. Oh let me raiſe my Father from the Ground | 
Vera. [riſing.] *Tis your peculiar Virtue, my Ap To 
Always to raiſe me up. 5 | 
Alph. Here let me grow, till T obtain your Grace: | We 


My Life has been one univerſal Crime; Wh 
And you, like Heav'n, accepting ſhort Repentance, Ane 
Forgive my Length of Sins. (began Let 


Pera.[raifing him.] Let us forget from whence Oſtencꝗ For 

But ſince to ſave my Shame, thou wilt be guilty, 
Impute thy Hate for me, to ſure Inſtinct ; 
That ſhow'd thee thy true Father in my Foe 
Now grafted on my Stock, be Son to both. 
[Turning to Gar.] To you, Don Garcia, next. 

Gar. Before you ſpeak, 

Permit me, Sir, t'aſſume ſome little Merit 
In this Day's Happineſs ; your Promiſe made 
Fiftoria mine 
Alph, What then? 
Gar. Nay, hear me out. 
He kept his Royal Word; he gave her me; 
[ loft her, when I fell beneath your Sword. 
Or if I have a Title, I reſign it, : 
And make her yours. 
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A1ph. J take her as your Gift. | | 
Gar. [To Vera.] Make me but bleſt in Celidea's Lovez 
She ſav'd my Life, and hers it is for ever. 
'Tis pity ſhe who gain'd another's Cauſe, 
Shou'd loſe her own. 
Vera. | preſenting Celidea.] She's yours. 
Cel. My Joys are full. 
Via. And mine o'er- flow. 
Alþh, And mine are all a Soul can bear, and live, 
Vera. Then ſeek we out Ramirez ; 
To make him Partner of this happy Day, 
That gives him back his Crown, and his Alphonſo. 
Ram, Behold me here, unſought, with ſome few 
Friends. Tating off his Vixard. 
(Reſolv'd to ſave my Son, or periſh with him) 
Thus far I trac'd, and follow'd him, unknown; 
And here have waited, with a beating Heart, 
To ſee this bleſt Event. 
Vera. Juſt like the Winding up of ſome Deſign, 
Well form'd, upon the crouded Theatre: 
Where all concern'd, ſurprizingly are pleas'd ; 
And what they wiſh, ſee done, Lead to the Temple: 
Let Thanks be paid; and Heav'n be prais'd no leſs 


For private Union, than for publick Peace. 
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O, in gord Manners, nothing ſhould be ſaid 
Againſt this Play, becauſe the Poct's dead. 

The Prologue told us of a Moral here: 

Wou'd I cou d find it, but the Devil knows infos, 

Fin my Part it lies, I fear he means 

To warn us of the Sparks behind our Scenes: 

For if you'll take it on Dalinda's Word, 

*Tzs a hard Chapter to refuſe a Lord. 

The Poet might pretend this Moral too; 

That when a Wit and Fool together awoo, 

The Damſel (not to break an autient Rule) 

Shou'd leave the Wit and take the avealth by Fool. 


This he might mean : but theres a Truth tebind, | 


And fince it touches none of all our Kind 

But Maſes and Miſſes; *faith, I'll ſpeak my Mind. 
What if he taught cur Sex more cautious Carriage, 
And not to be too coming before Marriage: 

For fear of my Mis fortune in the Play, 

A Kid brought home upon the Wedding Day: 
fear there are few Sancho's in the Pit, 

So good as to forgive, and to forget ; 

That will, like him, reſtore us inte Fawour, 

And take us after en our good Behaviour. 


Fear, when they find the Money Bag is rent, 


Will tcke it for good Payment on Content, 

But in the telling, there the Difference is, 

Sometimes they find it more than they cou'd With, 

| T here. 
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= Therefore be warn'd, you Mifjes and you Maſts, 
gol to your hits, nor give the firſt that aſks. 
ſears, Sighs, and Oaths, no Truth of Paſſion prove ; 
1 True Settlement, alone, declares true Lowe. 
. Cor him that weds a Puſs, who kept her firſt, 
ſay but little, but I doubt the worſt : 
ſhe Wife that was a Cat, may mind her Houſe, 
And prove an honeſt, and a careful Spouſe 3 
Bat *faith I wou'd not truſt her wwith a Mouſe, 
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